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THE  DEUCE  OF  HEARTS. 


CHAPTEE  I. 


"  Money  will  buy  everything/' 

"Money  will  buy  nothing;  you  cannot  buy  the 
soul,  and  what  is  the  body  worth  without  the  soul  ?" 

The  speakers  were  at  Penfield's,  the  sporting  ren- 
dezvous of  Saratoga.  The  face  of  the  first  was 
strong  and  impassive;  that  of  the  second,  with  less 
of  the  air  of  a  man  of  the  world,  had  more  regular 
features  and  a  smile  that  won  your  sympathy. 

Half  a  dozen  faro  banks  and  roulette  tables  were 
in  session,  and  a  few  ancient  men,  seated  before  a 
baccarat  table,  won  or  lost  with  the  serenity  of  tem- 
pered gamesters. 

"  Put  a  stack  of  whites  in  the  pot,"  cried  a  huge 
newcomer  in  evening  dress,  handing  a  check  to  a 
dealer.  The  latter  sent  the  check  to  a  proprietor, 
and,  after  a  moment's  pause  to  catch  his  nod,  placed 
a  stack  of  chips  in  the  space  between  the  middle  num- 
bers of  the  faro  table. 

De  Witt  Holland  and  Clement  Clough,  the  first 
speakers,  looked  at  the  third  with  curiosity.  He 
wore  a  beaver  hat,  and  his  polished  shirt  front  would 
have  served  as  the  sail  of  a  sloop.  His  smile  was 
egotistical,  but  magnetic.  A  hundred  vices  seemed 
to  lurk  in  the  multitudinous  dimples  of  his  chin,  yet 
one  could  not  help  liking  him  on  sigbiC, 
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"  What  is  his  name,  Clough  ?  I've  seen  him  some- 
where/' said  Holland. 

"  His  name  is  Drinkwater,  but  he  is  known  in  our 
best  barroom  society  as  Tank.  He  and  the  attor- 
neys of  the  heirs  of  the  Cooley  Estate  have  been  try- 
ing to  attack  me  on  my  first  accounting,  but  they  can 
do  nothing;  we  have  loaned  the  estate  over  eighty 
thousand  dollars  to  save  it  from  bankruptcy.  The 
Mohawk  bartender  told  me  yesterday  that  the  drink- 
ing trust  a  few  days  since,  to  save  themselves  from 
ruin,  voted  to  charge  our  friend  Tank  a  dollar  a 
drink.  When  he  heard  of  it,  instead  of  being  angry, 
he  felt  flattered.  He  pays  up  like  a  major ;  they  are 
the  only  debts  he  ever  does  pay." 

The  object  of  this  eulogy  had  his  eye  upon  his  bet, 
which  doubled  twice.  "  Time,"  he  cried,  and  cashed 
in  his  chips.  Presently  Holland  left  Clough,  and  a 
Mr.  Van  Nest,  a  hostile  lawyer  known  to  Clough, 
drew  near  Drinkwater. 

"  Counsellor,"  said  the  newcomer  to  the  many- 
chinned,  "  I  want  your  advice  upon  a  delicate  ques- 
tion.'^ The  expression  of  Drinkwater's  face  at 
once  changed  from  that  of  FalstaflP  to  Solon. 
"You  have  heard  of  the  scandal  about  Mrs.  Broo- 
ton  Stevens ;  is  there  any  truth  in  it  ?" 

"  Two  brandies,"  cried  Drinkwater,  delighted  at 
being  thought  an  authority  on  questions  of  gallantry. 
Then  raising  one  eyebrow  up  to  his  forehead  and 
drawing  the  other  down  to  his  chins,  he  slowly 
nodded  his  head.  "  'Tis  a  nice  question,"  he  said 
gravely.  "  The  Governor  seems  to  have  owed  some 
slack  allegiance  to  his  vdfe,  until  she  left  him ;  after 
that  he  laid  regular  siege  to  Mrs.  Stevens,  but  he 
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never  arrived ;  I  am  sure  of  it ;  I  have  it  from  the 
best  authority ;  I  have  asked  the  lady  herself." 

"  Drinkwater,"  whispered  Clough,  "  if  you  think 
life  worth  living,  you  should  talk  with  your  friend 
in  private ;  the  lady's  brother,  Mr.  Holland,  is  a  few 
yards  distant." 

"  Mr.  Holland,"  said  Drinkwater.  "  'Tis  strange 
I  have  never  met  him ;  he  will  thank  me  for  vindi- 
cating his  sister.  I  wish  you  would  introduce  him 
to  me. 

"  Wait  till  you  are  sober." 

"  'Tis  a  long  wait,  Clough." 

Clough  said  nothing  more,  but  joined  Holland. 
"There,"  he  said,  "is  a  man  who  bears  out  your 
theory,  that  everything  can  be  bought,  and  yet  he 
has  a  kind  of  lawyer's  conscience." 

"  A  lawyer  and  a  conscience ;  that  is  good,"  said 
Holland." 

"  I  mean,"  said  Clough,  "  that  he  knows  what  he 
owes  to  his  profession.  His  tepee  is  surrounded  by 
the  skulls  of  his  clients,  yet  they  die  happy,  for 
everything  is  done  with  due  regard  to  form  and 
precedent,  and  what  more  can  clients  ask?  He  is 
a  man  of  many  humors.  The  other  day  a  client  sent 
him  two  thousand  dollars  from  Frogtown  to  pay  the 
witnesses  in  a  patent  suit.  He  invited  his  creditors 
to  breakfast  with  him  at  the  Half  Moon  Hotel. 
Wine  and  whiskey  flowed  through  his  room  like  the 
seven  rivers  of  Paradise.  A  week  later  he  warned 
them  of  an  important  meeting.  They  had  heard 
they  were  to  be  paid,  and  when  met  gazed  at  him  in 
admiration.  ^  Gentlemen,'  he  said,  '  your  claims 
have  gone  into  liquidation ;  the  money  with  which  I 
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wag  to  pay  you  has  become  part  of  yourselves ;  do  not 
waste  it  in  vain  tears.' '' 

^^  How  do  you  know  so  much  about  him  f  asked 
Holland. 

"He  is  (me  of  the  solicitors  in  our  Firebane  suit." 

"What  is  Firebane  V 

"  It  is  a  sort  of  snuff;  give  a  fire  a  pinch  of  it  and 
it  sneezes  its  life  out.  When  I  get  paid  for  that,  I 
can  test  your  theory  that  everything  can  be  bought" 

"Will  your  Firebane  extinguish  the  flames  of 
love  ?     If  so,  it  will  have  a  large  sale." 

"  It  may  serve  you  in  other  ways  at  a  pinch,  Hol- 
land. Drinkwater  wishes  to  meet  you ;  he  is  a  sure 
undertaker.  A  package  of  Firebane  in  your  coffin 
will  rob  death  of  its  terrors." 

"  You  think,  then,  that  we  had  better  both  hedge. 
By  the  way,  I  hear  you  are  going  to  visit  Mrs. 
Mc Vicar  this  summer  at  Stormcrag;  I  am  going 
to  the  Crag  myself  for  a  few  days." 

"  She  has  asked  mother  and  me  there  for  a  week." 

"  She  was  cut  up  by  her  husband's  death,  but  she 
has  got  bravely  over  it.  She  is  a  leader  in  society 
one©  more.  When  I  say  you  can  buy  everything, 
perhaps  I  ought  to  except  rich  widows;  they  are 
often  in  the  market  themselves  as  buyers." 

"  What  a  cynic  you  are,  Holland !  Had  you  not 
had  Paotolus  for  a  father,  you  would  have  had  a  bet- 
ter chance  in  life.  It  must  be  pitiful  never  to  wish 
for  anything  without  its  dropping  into  your  hand." 

"  It  is  fatal,  dough ;  desire  f aileth ;  what  else  is 
death!" 

**Your  appetite  hasnH  died  with'  you,''  said 
Clough,    ^H!)pen  some  Yin  Mature  and  bring  us 
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some  soft  shell  crabs/'  and  he  tossed  a  chip  to  a 
waiter. 

**  I  feel  tired,"  said  Holland,  concealing  a  yawn, 

"  What  have  you  done  to  tire  yourself  i  Did  you 
get  up  before  dinner  time  ?" 

"  It  was  not  that  altogether,  but  this  afternoon  I 
saw  a  gang  of  men  at  work  on  the  highway;  it  was 
exhausting ;  they  ought  not  to  allow  men  to  woit  in 
public.'^ 

"  Poor  fellow ;  with  your  brains  and  physique,  if 
you  had  something  to  love  or  hate  you  would  become 
a  great  man." 

"  Your  great  man  is  a  great  humbug,  Clough. 
There  is  a  man,  who  has  some  sense  of  honor  about 
him ;  that  is,  he  is  moderate  in  his  stealing." 

Holland  pointed  to  a  small,  highly  whiskered  man, 
who  sat  near  Drinkwater,  and  apparently  saw  noth- 
ing, but,  if  watched,  seemed  to  have  more  eyes  than 
a  fly. 

"  Who  is  he  ?" 

"  I  will  tell  you  a  parable.  One  leafy  day  in 
June  a  looker-on  in  New  York  was  going  along  Fifth 
Avenue,  when  he  noticed  a  lady's  hand  placed  care- 
lessly outside  of  a  window.  He  looked  quickly 
about  him  and  saw  a  gentleman  glance  at  the  hand, 
turn  and  walk  away.  The  shadow  whistled  silently, 
noted  the  number  of  the  house  and  walked  on.  The 
next  day  he  hired  a  room  opposite  the  house  of  the 
hand  and  watched.  Every  day  the  same  gentleman 
reappeared,  and  if  the  hand  was  in  evidence  walked 
away ;  if  not,  he  went  up  the  stoop,  rang  the  bell  and 
entered  the  house.  The  shadow  soon  learned  thename 
of  the  gentleman,  who  proved  to  be  a  man  of  the  first 
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fortune  and  fashion.  Without  going  below  the  sur- 
face, suffice  to  say  that  one  day  the  shadow  met  the 
central  figure  of  the  story  coming  out  of  a  hotel, 
where  he  had  been  properly  or  improperly  regis- 
tered. ^  Oblige  me  with  a  check  for  a  thousand  dol- 
lars,' said  the  shadow." 

"  The  blackmailer !     Did  he  clap  the  rogue  in 

jail  r 

"Oh,  the  innocence  of  you  lawyers.  On  the 
contrary,  the  gentleman  thanked  the  shadow  for  his 
moderation,  applauded  his  cleverness  and  gave  him 
a  hundred  doUais  extra ;  that  hundred  dollars  bought 
his  soul." 

"  It  was  already  pawned  to  the  devil." 
"  Well,  then,  he  bought  the  pawn  ticket." 
"  What  is  the  rascal's  name,"  asked  Clough. 
"  He  goes  by  the  post-prandial  name  of  Cheese- 
borough;  see,  he  is  evidently  on  good  terms  with 
your  friend,  the  many-chinned." 

"  Cheeseborough ;  that  must  be  the  man  Drink- 
water  has  just  hired  as  his  clerk." 

"  He  will  make  a  fine  addition  to  your  law  suit." 
"  Oheesebrough  is  not  like  the  detective  of  the 
story,  Holland,  half  hound  and  half  parson.  Yet, 
there  have  been  heroes  on  the  force.  Look  at  that 
man  with  a  modest  face  near  him;  his  name  is 
Sergent;  father  knew  him  well;  he  ran  away 
from  home,  when  he  was  a  boy;  before  he  was 
twenty  he  helped  to  break  up  the  gang  of  devils  in 
the  coal  regions.  For  weeks  a  glance  would  have 
betrayed  him  to  torture  and  death.  He  used  to 
make  my  hair  stand  on  end  with  his  tales ;  De  Wolfe 
and  he  came  from  New  York  with  me," 
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Clough  waved  his  hand  to  Sergent.  and  a  man 
near  him^  and  the  two  joined  him. 

"  What  is  the  row  in  the  hall,  Sergent  V^  asked 
Clough. 

"  Drinkwater  was  merry,  and  offered  to  kiss  a 
lady,  who  was  going  upstairs.  Do  you  see  that  man 
beside  Drinkwater  V^ 

"  I  have  just  heard  his  name,"  said  Clough. 

"He  has  a  past:  when  General  Silverbee  cap- 
tured New  Orleans,  he  received  a  letter  from  a  man 
saying  that  on  account  of  his  devotion  to  the  Union, 
he  had  been  thrown  into  prison  on  a  charge  of 
forgery.  Silverbee  released  him  and  made  him  his 
secretary.  He  repaid  the  General  by  selling  his 
political  secrets.  Drinkwater  has  just  hired  him. 
I  believe  I  know  him  in  another  role;  he  has  the 
same  wig  and  whiskers.  If  I  am  right,  that  man 
will  serve  us ;  I  am  told  Drinkwater  boasts,  that  he 
will  bounce  you  out  of  your  patent  suit  within  a 
month.  He  is  making  an  alliance  with  the  lawyers 
of  the  Cooley  heirs." 

"  Let  him  try  it ;  that  tub  of  butter  will  grow  ran- 
cid first." 

"I  will  have  him  shadowed  for  you,"  said  Sergent. 
"  ^Tis  well  to  have  inside  news.  You  never  know 
how  far  your  enemies  will  go.  Many  a*  man  has 
been  hanged  for  neglecting  to  take  the  proper  meas- 
ure of  a  lawyer's  conscience  and  price." 

"  Drinkwater  and  the  heirs'  attorneys  are  trying 
to  pirate  away  my  business,"  said  Clough. 

"  What  are  the  attorneys'  names  ?"  asked  Sergent. 

"  Their  name  is  legion ;  there  are  Smyler,  Tyre- 
less  &  Stryker,  Nagler  &  Goule,  and  Maire  Van 
Kest,  that  man  yonder !" 
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^  Y<m  doirt  want  to  go  asleep  over  this  alliance, 
Clem ;  some  of  them  may  have  pulls/' 

^^  Each  ci  them  has  told  his  client  that  he  has  a 
pull  on  some  Judge,  and  that  he  will  have  me  out  of 
the  estate  within  thirty  days/^ 

"Wen/'  said  Sergent  kindly,  "I  have  always  said 
that  people  who  take  you  for  a  fool  err — somewhat,'' 
he  added  with  a  more  sincere  note.  "That  is,  if 
you  will  only  let  the  other  sex  alone.  But  you  are 
so  easy  a  catch,  that  I  am  always  afraid  you  will 
find  yourself  pinned  to  some  woman's  skirt,  before 
you  know  it.  We  must  keep  eadi  other  informed  of 
everything.  Your  father  was  my  best  friend,  and  I 
have  always  tried  to  keep  an  eye  on  you.  Mai  re 
Van  Nest  won't  hurt  you ;  he  is  hired  to  do  the  stage 
business.  I  know  Smyler,  he  is  more  dangerous; 
he  does  not  stick  at  a  trifle.  He  boasts  that  he 
has  never  lost  a  case.  He  was  counsel  for  the  Pro- 
tected Thieves'  Trust  years  ago ;  afterwards  fie  grew 
rich  as  the  President  of  the  Society  for  the  Preven- 
tion of  Poverty ;  then  he  was  counsel  for  the  Society 
for  the  Abolition  of  Evil;  he  levies  what  he  calls 
whitemail  through  it ;  he  has  made  a  mint  of  money. 
It  is  a  big  combination  against  you,  Clem;  they 
mean  business ;  their  witnesses  are  all  trained  men ; 
in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye  they  will  swear  tbe  Holy 
of  Holies  into  a  gambling  hell." 

"  Humph,"  said  Clem.  "  It  will  be  as  well  for 
me  to  leave  off  furbishing  my  rhymes  and  take  good 
fieed  to  my  weapons." 

"  Leave  no  stone  unturned ;  they  will  suborn  your 
office  boy.  By  the  way,  do  you  know  that  gentleman 
l^tE  the  big  forehead  ?    That  is  tHe  banker  Elmore ; 
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his  iath&f  was  a  eotmtry  parson;  when  he  canre  to 
New  York  he  hadn't  a  dollar ;  now  he  is  worth  mil- 
lions.  His  wife  doubled  his  fortune.  They  say  he 
is  a  great  admirer  of  the  society  beauty  Mrs.  Lang- 
sauir.  His  wife,  on  her  deathbed,  made  him  prom- 
ise not  to  marry  her.  By  the  way,  Clem,"  he  added, 
as  Holland  and  De  Wolfe  left  them  to  look  at  some 
high  rolling  at  the  roulette  table,  "  don't  become  too 
intimate  with  the  Hollands ;  I  know  all  about  their 
patroon  blood ;  they  will  use  you  or  abuse  you,  as  it 
Benres  their  turn ;  can't  jcm  tell  from  Holland's  eye, 
that  he  lets  nothing  stand  in  t^e  way  f 

Holland  returned  and  again  concealed  a  yawn. 

**  What  can  be  the  matter  with  me  to-night ;  'tis 
only  twelve  o'clock ;  the  evening  has  just  begun,  and 
yet  I  feel  sleepy. 

'*  <Ich  weis  nioht  was  sell  es  bedeuten 
Das  ich  so  traurig  bin.' " 

Meeroor,  the  elub's  polished  familiar,  came  up  to 
the  party. 

"  Are  not  some  of  you  gentlemen  lawyers  ?" 

'^After  a  fashion,"  said  Clem. 

"  Well,  I  guess  you  know  enough  law  to  sign  your 
names  as  witnesses,"  said  Mesroor,  with  the  tone  of 
flattery  that  comes  natural  to  gentlemen  of  color. 

In  return,  Sergent  and  Clem  followed  him  up- 
stairs into  a  back  chamber. 

"  Ask  no  questions,"  he  said,  "  and  no  one  will 
refuse  to  answer  you." 

"  Thank  you,  f^entlemen,"  said  one  of  the  pro- 
prietors, "  one  of  my  friends  wished  me  to  get  him 
two  witnesses  to  his  will.  He  has  just  recovered 
from  an  attack  of  gout ;  Mr.  Churchill,  g^tlemen." 
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He  nodded  to  a  gaunt  looking  man,  who  was  re- 
clining on  a  couch^  and  whose  clothes  hung  loosely 
about  hinoL. 

"  Is  this  your  last  will  and  testament  ?"  asked 
Clem. 

"  Yes/'  said  Mr.  Churchill. 

"  Do  you  wish  us  to  sign  our  names  as  witnesses  to 
it?" 

"  Yes,  I  wish  you  to  sign  your  names  as  witnesses 
to  my  wiU,"  he  repeated. 

"  He  seems  to  know  the  forms  well,"  said  Sergent. 

Clem  did  not  heed  what  he  said,  for  his  attention 
was  directed  towards  two  maskers,  who  stood  beside 
Mr.  Churchill's  couch,  and  who  had  doubtless  just 
come  from  the  ball  which  was  at  its  height. 

"Child,"  said  the  invalid  to  one  of  them,  who 
was  evidently  a  girl,  "  I  have  deeded  you  my  prop- 
erty before,  but  I  have  made  this  will  because  there 
are  claims  in  litigation  which  may  be  of  value  to 
you." 

"  Why  did  you  not  let  me  know  that  you  were 
sick  ?  I  would  have  taken  care  of  you ;  it  was  cruel 
of  you,"  she  answered. 

"Why  trouble  you;  I  saw  your  uncle's  name  in 
the  papers,  and  I  wanted  to  see  you ;  it  was  kind  of 
you  to  come ;  good-bye." 

"  I  shall  not  return  to  New  York  till  you  are  out 
of  danger,  father." 

"  Don't  be  afraid ;  it  is  diflBcult  to  die  in  so  healthy 
a  place.'* 

"  Will  you  not  pass  a  week  with  us  in  the  Adiron- 
daeks  ?'* 

^'Perhaps.'' 
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"  To-morrow,"  she  added,  "  you  shall  go  with  us 
or  I  will  come  to  you." 

"  It  cannot  be." 

"  It  shall  be." 

"  No." 

"  Yes ;"  the  girl  bent  down,  drew  herself  up  and 
glanced  around  her. 

"  Shall  I  escort  you  to  your  carriage  ?"  asked 
Clem. 

She  placed  her  hand  in  his  arm,  and,  saying  good- 
bye to  the  sick  man,  left  the  room  with  him.  They 
had  taken  but  a  few  steps  when  Mr.  Penfield  ap- 
proached them,  whispered  a  word  in  the  girFs  ear 
and  withdrew ;  Clem  felt  her  hand  tremble. 

"  What  is  the  matter  ?"  he  asked. 

"  I  am  in  such  trouble,"  she  replied  eagerly. 
"  Will  you  do  me  a  favor  ?  You  are  a  stranger,  but 
you  have  a  kind  face." 

Without  waiting  for  an  answer  she  led  him  back 
into  the  room  and  whispered  a  few  words  to  the 
other  masker;  then  turning  to  Clem: 

"  Put  on  my  brother's  mask  and  domino,  and 
escort  me  to  my  carriage ;  I  shall  never  forget  your 
kindness." 

A  minute  later  Clem  found  himself  transformed 
into  an  unknown,  and  was  walking  with  her  down 
the  stairs  towards  the  front  door. 

"  There  she  comes,"  said  Drinkwater,  at  the  bot- 
tom of  the  stairs.  The  girl  pressed  on,  and  Clem 
asked  Tank  to  step  aside,  and  on  his  delaying,  with 
a  sudden  crook  of  the  leg,  deposited  the  giant  upon 
the  floor. 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Tank,  with  a  fatuous  smile. 
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Clem's  companion  had  hurried  on  towards  her 
carriage,  and  Clem  followed  her  eagerly.  A  man 
stepped  before  him  and  stopped  the  girl  at  the  car- 
riage door;  she  turned  to  Clem  with  an  appealing 
look ;  the  next  moment  Clem  had  grasped  the  in- 
truder around  the  waist  and  placed  him  upon  his 
back.  A  hidden  pistol  fell  from  his  pocket  and 
struck  sharply  on  the  pavement.  Clem  jumped  into 
the  carriage,  which  drove  rapidly  away.  The  girl 
thrust  her  head  out  of  one  window,  and  Clem  thrust 
his  head  out  of  the  other. 

'^  We  are  pursued,*'  she  said  quietly. 

"  Don't  be  frightened ;  there  is  some  mistake." 

He  was  answered  by  a  laugh  that  seemed  Jo  strike 
the  dominant  note  of  his  heart 

"  A  mistake  and  no  mistake,"  she  replied. 

Her  laugh  was  iijfectious,  and  Clem  began  to 
laugh  himself.  He  wanted  to  ask  her  to  unmask, 
and  she  seemed  to  divine  his  wish  and  to  enjoy  his 
curiosity. 

"  I  suppose,"  he  said,  "  that  I  must  be  satisfied 
with  your  gloves  and  your  eyes;  perhaps  tliey  are 
enough." 

"  Cease  your  folly,"  she  said,  "  we  are  not  at  the 
ball ;  but  I  will  not  wholly  refuse  you." 

She  drew  off  a  glove,  and  placing  her  hand  on  his 
said  with  feeling :  "  You  have  done  me  a  service ; 
do  not  doubt  me,  I  shall  not  forget  it.  Whatever 
happens  do  not  be  troubled,  and  do  not,  I  beg  of  you, 
try  to  find  out  who  I  am." 

They  had  reached  the  Hotel  Grant ;  the  carriyn 
stopped  at  the  ladies'  entrance,  and  the  girl,  hesi- 
tating a  minute,  unfastened  her  domino  and  unveiled 
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her  oostume.  Clem's  glance  gathered  in  h^  figure 
from  her  shapely  ankle  to  her  neck,  stained  with 
modest  blushes.  The  curves^  ohaste  and  energetic^ 
in  spite  of  the  mask^  framed  a  glowing  picture.  She 
looked  so  winsome  that  he  instinctively  stretched  out 
his  hands  towards  her. 

"  Admire,  but  touch  me  not,"  she  said.  "  How 
do  you  like  my  costume  V^ 

Clem  looked  critically  at  her  dress ;  the  lower  part 
was  slender,  but  the  upper  was  framed  to  represent 
an  opening  flower,  and  showed,  imder  an  abundance 
of  filmy  lace,  an  exquisite  girlish  bust. 

^^Bud  or  blossom,  you  are  charming,'^  he  said. 

She  laughed,  and  whispering,  "  Do  not  follow 
me,''  the  next  moment  had  disappeared  into  the 
hotel.  As  Clem  was  standing  disconsolate  at  the 
closed  door,  he  was  recalled  from  dreamland  by  the 
hands  of  two  men,  who,  jimaping  from  a  cab  and  seiz- 
ing him  by  the  arms,  would  have  handcuffed  him  had 
he  not  thrown  off  his  disguise  and  defended  himself 
with  skill. 

"  Don't,  resist;  it  will  be  the  worse  for  you,"  said 
one  of  the  men,  who  was  no  other  than  the  man  whom 
he  had  last  downed.  Before  he  could  answer,  a 
fourth  actor  came  upon  the  scene  and  cried  out 
excitedly,  "Clem,  what  are  you  doing  here  ?" 

"I  an  defending  myself  against  two  footpads; 
please  tackle  one  of  them,  Sergent,  and  I'll  arrest 
the  other." 

''Softly,  softly,"  said  Sergent,  and  whispered 
a  %w  words  to  Clem's  assailants. 

"Can't  we  hold  him  as  an  accomplice?"  asked 
one  of  the  men. 
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"  Fll  be  responsible  for  him,"  said  Sergent,  and 
slipping  some  money  into  the  hands  of  the  two 
worthies,  he  took  Clem's  arm,  jumped  into  the  car- 
riage and  told  the  driver  to  return  to  Penfield's. 

"  Well,  Sergent,"  said  Clem,  not  overpleased,  "  I 
am  obliged  to  you,  but  I  am  a  little  mystified.  I 
came  to  have  supper  at  Penfield's,  and  I  find  myself 
the  hero  of  a  fairy  tale." 

"  It  is  not  so  much  of  a  fairy  tale  as  you  imagine, 
Clem.  I  was  invited  here  this  evening  by  McClusky 
to  see  a  little  of  his  fine  work,  but  you  seem  to  have 
tangled  the  thread.  However,  you  are  in  luck;  a 
fool  always  falls  on  his  feet;  I  mean  nothing  per- 
sonal," he  added  hastily,  as  Clem  was  about  to  plead 
for  a  more  flattering  proverb. 

He  would  say  no  more,  till  they  reached  Pen- 
field's  ;  there  Clem  was  met  by  Holland,  who  looked 
at  him  with  a  glance  that  he  was  far  from  liking. 

"  I  admire  your  taste,  Clough ;  who  is  she  ?" 

"  I  have  no  idea." 

"  I  shall  procure  the  information." 

"  Oh !  I  suppose  everything  can  be  bought,  Hol- 
land." 

"  Everything  and  everybody." 

"  Hang  your  cynicism." 

"DonH  be  so  pronounced,  Clough;  you  were 
wrong  to  go  away  with  a  lady  to  whom  you  had  not 
been  introduced;  what  would  your  mother  say? 
However,  if  I  am  not  mistaken,  I  know  something 
about  her;  in  fact,  I  fancy  I  have  something  of  a 
pull  there." 

"  A  gentleman  have  a  pull  on  a  lady ;  ia  not  that 
a  contradiction  in  terms!'' 
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"  I  mean  on  her  family ;  don't  be  so  nice." 

"  She  seems  a  modest  girl ;  I  shall  probably  never 
see  her  again." 

"  Take  care,  Clough ;  the  love  of  contrast  has  sent 
many  a  hero  to  Hades  by  devious  paths.  A  dra- 
matic situation  is  a  great  lodestone  for  simple 
hearts ;  I  don't  wonder  your  imagination  is  hit." 

A  half  hidden  note  of  jealousy  ran  under  Hol- 
lands words. 

"  What  a  pretty  picture  she  makes,"  said  Clem. 
"  An  innocent  girl  in  a  gambling  hell ;  a  lily  at  the 
mouth  of  a  tiger's  den ;  come,  let  us  pledge  the  Tiger 
lily." 


CHAPTER  IL 


When,  a  week  later,  Clem  returned  to  New  York, 
his  mother  had  just  finished  putting  her  apartments 
in  order.  The  furniture  had  been  covered,  the 
pictures  veiled  and  the  dust  driven  from  every 
comer.  The  rooms  had  been  sulphured,  and  the 
souls  of  every  croton-bug,  moth  or  living  creature 
sent  to  a  better  world.  Drawing  down  the  shades 
Mrs.  Clough  then  announced  to  Clem  that  she  was 
ready  to  go  with  Tig  and  himself  to  visit  Mrs.  May 
McVickar  at  Stormcrag. 

They  had  known  each  other  since  Mrs.  McVickar 
was  the  spoiled  child  of  an  old  tea  merchant,  who, 
thirty  years  before,  had  changed  tea  leaf  into  gold 
leaf  by  the  American  alchemy  known  as  a  comer. 
Their  mothers  had  both  been  brought  to  America 
when  children  by  their  parents,  who  had  formerly 
been  residents  of  Belfast  and  near  neighbors.  A 
placer  miner  by  shaking  up  their  pedigrees  might 
make  them  both  show  quality,  but  in  America  it  is 
only  as  a  last  resort  against  vulgar  heredity,  that 
one  traces  his  ancestors  over  seas. 

Clem^s  father,  a  lawyer  with  a  speculative  bent, 
had  been  a  man  of  wealth  until  he  went  down  in 
the  memorable  Blue  Monday,  when  the  silver  scare 
broke  the  market  fifty  points  in  a  week.  He  died 
shortly  afterwards,  leaving  a  widow  and  two  sons. 
Mrs.  Clough's  private  fortune  had  allowed  her  to 
live  quietly  and  to  educate  her  children,  of  whom 
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Clem,  the  elder,  had  been  graduated  from  the  law 
school  a  few  years  before. 

On  this  occasion  Mrs.  Clon^  had  sent  ail  her 
baggage  by  express,  leaving  neither  bag  nor  bundle 
for  Clem  to  carry,  a  fact  which  shows  her  character 
better  than  any  long  description: 

They  locked  the  door,  descended  in  the  elevator, 
and  walking  a  block  took  a  Fifth  Avenue  stage. 
They  had  ridden  but  a  short  distance,  when  a  young 
lady,  who  was  seated  opposite  them,  pulled  the  strap 
and  the  stage  stopped.  The  girl  then  waved  her 
parasol  toward  a  gentleman,  who  was  walking  on 
the  west  side  of  the  street.  He  did  not  notice  it, 
and  after  waiting  a  minute  or  two  the  stage  started 
again ;  again  the  girl  pulled  the  strap  and  again  the 
driver  stopped;  this  play  without  words  was  re- 
peated a  third  time,  when  the  driver's  face,  dis- 
torted with  passion,  appeared  at  the  window.  Clem, 
who  knew  that  a  stage  driver's  power  of  invective 
is  superior  to  that  of  a  Eoman  advocate,  shuddered 
and  clapped  both  his  hands  to  his  ears.  But  the 
driver's  features  relaxed,  a  smile  took  the  place  of 
a  frown,  and  a  kindly  voice  asked  the  girl  what  she 
wanted.  A  minute  later  a  middle  aged  gentleman 
got  into  the  stagei,  rode  half  a  dozen  blocks  and 
stopped  before  a  house,  in  front  of  which  stood  a 
carriage;  there  he  dismounted  and  helped  the  girl 
out 

"  I  have  seen  her  somewhere  lately,"  said  Clem's 
mother;  "but  I  can't  think  where;  what  a  sweet 
face  she  has." 

"  I  didn't  notice  her,"  said  Clem.  "  She  must 
have  some  hidden  charm  to  so  tame  a  stage  driver." 
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"  I  saw  you  looking  at  her,  of  what  were  you 
thinking  ?" 

"  I  was  thinking  of  you,'' 

"  Were  you  wondering  whether  I  would  raise 
your  allowance  to  the  point  of  matrimony  ?" 

"  You  need  not  fear  my  falling  in  love  with  any 
one,  mother,  while  you  are  alive.  If  my  heart 
catches  fire  accidentally,  a  pinch  of  Firebane  will 
quench  the  flames." 

"  It  is  not  always  wise  to  quench  a  genuine  flame, 
Clem." 

An  hour  later  they  were  welcomed  by  Mrs.  Mc- 
Vickar  at  a  home  that  had  been  famous  for  its 
hospitality  for  two  generations;  there  were  already 
a  dozen  guests  at  the  house,  some  of  whom  were 
playing  lawn  tennis. 

"  Miss  Mitchell,"  said  Mrs.  McVickar,  "  let  me 
present  Mr.  Clough  to  you,"  and  to  Clem's  surprise 
he  found  himself  talking  to  the  young  lady,  who 
had  attracted  his  attention  in  the  stage. 

He  complimented  her  upon  her  conquest  of  the 
stage  driver,  a  conquest  far  more  flattering  to  one's 
vanity  than  that  of  half  a  dozen  of  the  colorless 
youths  of  society.  She  replied  to  his  badinage,  but 
soon  left  him  to  engage  in  the  game  at  which  she 
showed  herself  a  proficient.  As  Clem  was  admiring 
her  skill,  he  was  carried  away  by  his  hostess  and 
pinned  to  the  train  of  Mrs.  Brocton  Stevens,  a 
sister  of  Holland.  She  was  a  few  years  older  than 
Miss  Mitchell,  and  her  languid  beauty  accorded  well 
with  the  balmy  weather  and  Clem's  disposition. 

"  Why  do  you  Call  on  me  so  rarely  now,  Mr^ 
Clough?  I  am  married  but  not  buried;  there  is  a 
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difference^  though  by  your  smiling  you  seem  to  doubt 
it  Have  you  had  a  difference  with  my  brother? 
We  were  speaking  about  you  yesterday." 

"  It  were  hard  to  find  a  more  attractive  subject 
of  conversation/'  said  Clem,  placing  a  cushion  bei 
side  her.  Taking  a  glass,  which  she  offered  him, 
he  looked  at  the  scenery,  the  mighty  river  that  in 
earlier  days  had  drained  the  great  lakes,  and  the 
huge  mountains  that  stood  like  door  posts  for  the 
watery  flood. 

"  'Tis  an  ideal  spot  for  an  artist  or  a  nest  of 
robber  knights,"  he  said. 

"  There  are  a  dozen  millionaires,  whose  places 
cover  the  hill  tops,  who  are  thought  by  many  per- 
sons to  be  our  modern  robbers." 

"  It  concerns  me  little,  for  I  have  nothing  to 
lose." 

"  Not  even  a  heart  ?" 

"  I  forgot  that,  'tis  a  poor  thing  but  mine  own, 
and  I  should  be  loth  to  part  with  it." 

"  I  wonder,"  she  asked,  "  why  my  brother  has 
never  married  ?" 

"  Tnere  is  so  much  competition  for  a  millionaire, 
that  the  girls  stumble  over  each  other  in  reaching 
for  the  prize." 

"  Yet  a  woman  makes  a  sad  mistake  who  marries 
for  money,"  said  Mrs.  Stevens,  with  too  sincere  a 
note. 

They  were  interrupted  by  Mrs.  McVickar,  who, 
after  excusing  herself  to  Clem,  whispered  something 
to  Mrs.  Stevens. 

'^  Mrs.  Mc Vicar  has  Just  told  me,"  said  tfie  latter. 
"  that  we  are  going  to  have  a  moonlight  ride  to-night 
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to  Crow's  Nest^  and  she  wants  each  of  the  ladies  to 
invite  some  one  to  escort  her,  will  you  be  my 
cavalier  ?" 

"  Will  the  office  be  serious  ?  I  was  bom  lazy  and 
the  more  charming  a  woman  is,  tiie  more  severe  are 
the  labors  imposed  upon  her  admirers.'' 

"  The  mountain  air  makes  one  hungry,  and  your 
hardest  duty  will  be,  when  you  are  bringing  me  niy 
supper,  not  to  eat  it  yourself." 

"  Fear  nothing,"  said  Clem ;  "  a  scene  of  beauty 
satisfies  all  my  desires;  nothing  could  tempt  me, 
neither  Cleopatra's  banquet  nor  Cleopatra  herself." 

"You  must  be  ancient  to  be  so  indifferent." 

"  The  child  is  father  to  the  man ;  that  is  what 
ages  us  all." 

"  You  are  not  as  bad  as  my  brother ;  he  has  every^ 
thing  he  wants,  until  he  wants  nothing;  yet  he  is 
as  obstinate  as  a  German,  and  if  he  should  ever  fall 
in  love,  he  would  not  weigh  heaven  or  earth  against 
a  hair  of  his  lady's  head." 

"  Why  should  he  trouble  himself  ?  He  thinks 
everything  can  be  bought ;  he  has  but  to  bid  high." 

''  Suppose  the  woman  he  cares  for  has  more 
money  than  she  wants,  how  can  he  buy  her  ?" 

"  He  will  be  in  a  bad  way ;  then  he  must  come  to 
me.'^ 

*'  Have  you  a  specific  for  love  ?" 

*'  I  have  a  powder,  a  handful  of  which  will  ex- 
tinguish a  furnace  or  stay  Othello's  hand.^' 

''  Have  you  ever  tried  it  ?" 

''  I  never  needed  it. 

"  Honor  bright." 

"  Is  it  so  strange  ?" 
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"  It  seems  so  to  me,  but  I  have  lived  abroad  so 
much,  that  I  know  little  of  my  own  countrymen.  I 
am  sorry  to  find  you  so  indifferent;  one  should  be 
either  a  sinner  or  a  reformer,  a  blase  saint  is  a  mon- 
strosity." 

"  Come,"  said  Mrs.  McVickar,  interrupting  them, 
"we  shall  have  a  lovely  night  for  our  picnic.  I 
wish,  Clem,  that  you  would  take  Miss  Mitchell  in  to 
dinner,  if  Mrs.  Stevens  can  forbear  you  so  long." 

"  I  am  not  one  of  Mr.  dough's  forbears,  but  I 
will  excuse  him  with  regret." 

Clem  bowed,  and  going  in  search  of  Miss  Mitchell 
was  disagreeably  surprised  to  find  Holland  already 
at  her  side. 

"  Mrs.  McVickar,"  said  Clem,  "  told  me  that  I 
was  to  have  the  pleasure  of  taking  you  to  dinner." 

"  Pardon  me,"  said  Holland,  "  but  she  has  al- 
ready engaged  herself  to  me." 

The  girl  glanced  from  one  to  the  other  with  a 
smile,  then  taking  Clem's  arm  said  pleasantly : 

"  I  doubt  if  Mr.  Clough  could  get  another  part- 
ner, whereas  all  the  others  are  at  your  request." 

Holland's  look  seemed  to  say,  "  Confound  you  for 
an  interloper." 

But  Clem  was  too  well  pleased  to  interpret  looks, 
nor  did  he  more  than  notice  that  Holland  at  once 
went  to  his  sister,  Mrs.  Stevens,  whom  he  escorted 
to  dinner,  and  to  whom  he  was  soon  talking 
earnestly. 

Clem's  mother,  who  was  seated  near  Mrs.  Mc- 
Vickar, regarded  soberly  the  attentions  which  Clem 
showed  his  partner,  and  when  dinner  was  over,  asked 
him  to  present  Miss  Mitchell  to  her. 
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"  Who  is  she  ?"  she  said  to  him,  when  they  were 
alone.  "  She  has  a  happy  face,  yet  there  is  some- 
thing pathetic  about  it." 

Soon  the  guests  were  seated  in  carriages  of  all 
degree  on  their  way  to  the  scene  of  the  picnic.  The 
spot  selected  was  a  rock,  which,  some  half  a  mile 
away,  overhangs  the  river.  Tents  had  been  pitched 
in  a  clearing,  and  tables  loaded  with  delicacies 
placed  before  them.  The  guests  gathered  beneath 
the  pine  trees  or  spread  around  the  table  rock. 
After  their  appetites  had  been  appeased,  a  raconteur 
told  stories,  that  between  the  first  and  the  last  glass 
seemed  to  the  younger  ladies  not  to  be  without  an 
effort  at  originality.  At  intervals  a  song  with  a 
merry  chorus  awoke  from  some  leafy  covert.  Clem 
made  himself  as  agreeable  as  he  could  to  Mrs. 
Stevens  and  the  other  guests,  but  searching  for  Miss 
Mitchell  could  find  no  trace  of  her.  Presently  Mrs. 
McVickar  beckoned  to  him  with  her  fan. 

"  Clem,"  she  said,  "  every  girl  here  has  her 
chaperon  except  my  cousin,  Miss  Mitchell,  whom  I 
look  upon  as  my  own  daughter.  A  few  minutes 
since  she  disappeared  by  that  path  with  Mr.  Hol- 
land. Please  run  after  her  and  tell  her  that  I 
want  to  speak  to  her  a  minute.  Say  something 
nice  to  her,  that  it  is  her  turn  to  sing;  you  know 
how  to  gild  a  pill." 

^Twas  a  pleasant  commission,  but  not  without  its 
drawbacks.  A  feeling  of  irritation  suddenly  pos- 
sessed Clem.  Up  to  this  moment  he  had  thought 
ill  of  Holland's  principles  but  never  disliked  him. 
His  fabulous  wealth,  that  dwarfed  that  of  Monte 
Cristo,  had  never  excited  his  envy.     Clem  belonged 
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to  a  class  of  Americans  who  regard  our  money  gods 
without  respect,  but  without  malice.  He  had  for 
them  neither  the  feeling  of  the  aristocrat  nor  the 
socialist  Appreciating  the  philosophy  of  Horace 
if  not  that  of  Socrates,  he  looked  upon  the  Golden 
Calf  with  the  indifference  of  the  Epicurean,  if  not 
with  the  contempt  of  the  Stoic. 

At  this  moment,  however,  he  began  to  realize  what 
it  might  be  to  find  a  millionaire  pitted  against  him. 
Suspicion  made  his  eyes  keen  and  in  a  few  minutes 
he  caught  sight  of  two  persons  walking  along  the 
edge  of  a  precipice,  whom  he  recognized  as  his 
quarry.  An  honorable  course  would  have  been  to 
halloo  to  them  and  inform  them  of  his  coming,  but 
he  forgot  to  do  so. 

As  he  hastened  forward,  the  girl,  whose  figure 
was  sharply  defined  against  the  sky,  made  a  gesture 
of  tragic  entreaty,  and  approaching  the  precipice 
nearer,  bent  over  its  edge.  As  Clem  emerged  into 
the  open,  a  black  cloud  leaped  across  the  mountain 
top.  By  one  of  nature's  freaks,  instead  of  bursting, 
it  hung  harmless  over  Storm  King's  crest  breath- 
ing out  firebrands  and  war-whoops.  But  the  girl 
was  so  absorbed  that  she  noticed  neither  Clem  nor 
the  storm. 

"  Yes,''  he  heard  her  say,  "  I  am  in  your  power, 
but  the  curse" 

She  stopped,  for  at  that  moment  both  she  and  her 
partner  caught  sight  of  Clem.  A  look,  prophetic  of 
evil,  came  into  Holland's  eyes,  but  he  said  nothing- 

'^Miss  Mitchell,"  said  Clem,  "Mrs.  McVickar 
thought  you  had  lost  your  way  and  sent  me  to  bring 
you  back,  everyone  is  eager  to  hear  you  sing." 
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''  Ton  can  tell  Mrs.  McYickar/'  said  Holland, 
^^  that  MiiB  Mitchell  is  safe  with  me." 

^^  A  strange  mixture  of  words  1"  said  Clem;  ^^  how 
could  she  understajod  it?" 

"  Why  do  you  wait  ?"  asked  Holland^  but  the  girl 
had  herself  now  hastened  past  the  debaters  and  was 
on  her  way  to  the  picnic  ground. 

"  Clough,"  said  HoUand,  softly,  "  I  like  you, 
but  do  not  get  in  my  way;  there  is  nothing  luke- 
warm about  me ;  my  touch  is  cold  and  hot ;  it  com- 
bines the  extremes  that  St.  Paul  loved;  from  such 
fevers  men  rarely  recover." 

Clem  said  nothing,  and  the  two  walked  back  to 
their  tents.  But  though  Clem  was  silent,  it  would 
be  an  error  to  suppose  that  his  mind  did  not 
run  into  many  blind  alleys  and  return  with  in- 
creased rage.  Was  he  jealous?  Of  whom?  But 
a  week  since  his  fancy  had  been  caught  by  a  girl, 
whose  memory  had  ever  since  haunted  himi.  How 
absurd  it  was !  He  had  never  even  seen  her  face ; 
she  might  be  a  Sandwich  Islander;  they  often  have 
exquisite  figures;  and  was  he  now  jealous,  because 
Holland  has  taken  a  walk  by  moonlight  with  this 
young  tragedienne?  Yet  he  kept  repeating  the 
words  he  had  overheard  without  considering  that  he 
was  rightly  punished  for  having  played  the  eaves- 
dropper. 

Sullenly  he  followed  his  former  friend  back  to 
the  merry-making,  where  he  found  Miss  Mitchell 
conversing  with  their  hostess.  He  himself  listened 
vacantly  to  a  tale  of  the  latter's  brother,  who  told 
with  feeling  the  story  of  two  rams  which  he  had 
imported.    These  he  had  left  safely  tetHered  upon 
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the  peaceful  lawn ;  by  some  accident  they  had  both 
become  loose  at  the  same  moment^  the  next  they  had 
dashed  out  their  mutual  brains  and  swindled  him 
out  of  two  thousand  dollars. 

"  Such  is  life/'  he  added  sadly,  "  and  such  are 
rams." 

Clem  listened  with  a  half  shut  ear ;  he  was  think- 
ing what  an  outrage  it  would  be  for  an  innocent 
girl  to  sell  herself  to  so  old  a  young  roue  as 
Holland. 

The  merriment  of  the  picnic,  dampened  by  the 
threatening  storm,  was  renewed,  when  the  danger 
disappeared.  Miss  Mitchell  showed  a  contagious 
enjoyment,  which  contrasted  strangely  with  her  ac- 
tions so  short  a  time  before,  but  which  Clem  fondly 
fancied  must  be  forced.  The  party  broke  up  early, 
and  the  guests  dispersed  except  Mrs.  Clough,  Misa 
Mitchell  and  Clem,  who  were  staying  at  Mrs.  Mc- 
Vickar's. 

"  Clem,"  said  his  mother  that  night,  "  Grace 
Mitchell's  glances  followed  you  everywhere,  they 
are  as  catching  as  a  net  of  sunbeams." 

"  The  vanity  of  mothers,"  said  Clem,  kissing  ^er 
good  night,  "  they  tibink  every  woman  is  trying  to 
rob  them  of  their  sons." 

"  So  they  are.  Ah !  Clem,  why  can't  you  always 
remain  young  and  never  care  for  an^  woman  except 
me?" 


CHAPTEK  III. 

The  next  morning  the  sun  rose  cloudless  and 
spread  its  mantle  over  mountain,  river  and  valley. 
Clem,  who  was  late  for  breakfast,  found  that  Miss 
Mitchell  had  already  picked  bouquets  for  her  hostess, 
his  mother  and  himself.  His  cousin,  Ellen  Dahl- 
gren,  who  lived  in  an  eyrie  hardby,  had  dropped  in 
to  ask  them  to  make  up  a  fishing  party.  She  rallied 
Clem  on  his  want  of  gallantry  at  receiving  instead 
of  giving  such  an  attention  and  piqued  his  high 
mightiness  not  a  little>  He  learned  that  Holland 
had  started  for  Chicago,  in  one  of  whose  comers  he 
hoped  to  win  the  heart  of  Fortune. 

Tig,  who  had  been  up  and  doing  for  some  hours, 
came  into  the  room  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  and,  draw- 
ing Clem  into  the  hall,  whispered : 

"  I  feel  like  a  murderer." 

The  gardener,  Lundy,  it  seems,  had  taken  him  to 
a  trap  and  got  him  to  kill  a  woodchuck,  which  had 
been  caught  in  it.  Tig,  when  he  had  dried  his  tears, 
returned  to  breakfast,  and  told  his  mother  that  the 
cook  had  showed  him  a  mother  cat  with  four  young 
kittens  and  had  informed  him  that  in  four  years 
she  would  have  two  hundred  and  fifty  kittens,  all 
of  which  she  had  promised  to  send  to  his  house  in 
New  York. 

A  little  later  Mrs.  Mitchell  arrived  with  bag  and 
baggage  and  was  taken  to  her  room.  Clem's  cousin, 
who  had  driven  home,  now  returned  with  a  dozen 
vivacious  lads  and  lassies,  each  ot  whom  had  a  fish- 
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ing  rod  drawn  into  itself  no  larger  than  a  cane,  with 
store  of  many  colored  flies. 

Their  hostess'  son  Howard,  a  ooU^an,  before 
Clem's  arrival,  had  supposed  that  the  girls  thought 
almost  as  much  of  him  as  he  thought  of  himself. 
Finding  himself  in  the  shade,  he  had  slunk  away  to 
his  tent,  in  the  hope  of  exciting  interest  by  an  at- 
tempt at  slow  suicide  through  the  use  of  "  Coffin 
Nails,"  a  superior  brand  of  cigarettes.  Miss  Dahl- 
gren,  disguised  as  Ulysses,  lured  him  into  the  field, 
and  then  persuaded  Mr.  Payton,  Mrs.  McVickar's 
brother,  to  join  the  party.  Their  family  owned  two 
or  three  thousand  acres  of  mountain  land,  in  which 
there  were  some  trout  streams,  and  with  two  wagons 
they  whipped  their  way  along  the  road  and  over  the 
meadows  to  the  nearest  pool. 

They  fished  up  the  largest  stream  for  half  a  mile 
or  more  with  a  success,  that  in  view  of  the  noise  they 
made  showed  great  simplicity  on  the  part  of  the 
fishes.  What  vistas  of  laughing  waters,  arching 
trees  and  hanging  rocks  greeted  them.  Clem  at  first 
offered  to  help  Grace  over  the  rocks,  but  she  sprang 
from  one  to  the  other  with  an  ease,  which  he  could 
not  but  admire. 

"  I  am  afraid  we  shall  tire  you  out,"  she  said  at 
length. 

"  As  you  can  never  tire  me,  how  can  you  tire  me 
out  ?  But  I  suppose  one  must  not  expect  logic  from 
a  woman." 

"  I  ought  to  make  you  an  explanation,"  she  said 
to  him  the  first  time  they  were  alone. 

"  What  right  have  I  to  an  explanation  from  you  ? 
Besides,  what  can  there  be  to  explain  f ' 
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^^  I  should  like  to  tell  you  something  about  myself, 
if  I  dared." 

^^  Is  she  going  to  tell  me  that  she  is  engaged  to 
Holland  ?"  he  asked  himself  with  quickening  pulse. 

"  I  owe  it  to  you,"  she  continued. 

"  I  will  not  listen ;  why  expect  another  to  keep  a 
secret,  which  you  cannot  keep  yourself?" 

"  Are  we  so  good  ?  Are  you  not  afraid  you  will 
die  young?  Must  I  choose  some  one  else  for  my 
confessor  ?" 

"  DonH  go.  Miss  Grace ;  will  you  leave  me  with- 
out a  word  ?" 

"  You  tell  me  you  will  not  listen  to  me." 

"  Will  you  arouse  my  curiosity  merely  to  disap- 
point it?" 

"  I  only  take  you  at  your  word." 

"  You  take  me  at  a  cruel  disadvantage." 

"  'Tis  no  matter,"  she  said,  "  perhaps  it  is  ungen- 
erous to  burden  you  with  another's  troubles.  You 
look  like  a  person,  who  has  never  had  a  care.  'Carpe 
diem,*  is  not  that  your  motto  ?  On  a  day  like  this 
how  pleasant  to  feel  that  the  present  moment  is  all 
we  can  call  our  own?  Yet,  Mr.  Clough,  I  do  not 
think  you  are  as  frivolous  as  you  seem ;  if  I  needed 
a  friend,  you  would  not  fail  me." 

"  But  your  secret  ?" 

"  My  secret  ?" 

"  The  secret  you  were  going  to  tell  me." 

"  Forget  it." 

"  How  can  I  forget  it,  when  you  have  not  told 
it?" 

"  That  would  be  the  easiest  way  for  a  woman,  to 
forget  it,  but,  as  you  say,  womai  have  no  logia" 
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She  would  say  nothing  more,  and  begged  Clem  to 
keep  silent,  while  she  was  teaching  her  fly  to  light 
naturally  in  one  corner  of  a  pool.  All  the  morning 
a  magnetic  vivacity  blended  with  her  charms.  Was 
it,  as  Clem  hoped,  because  Holland  was  away  ?  How 
she  piqued  his  curiosity!  What  strange  fits  of  in- 
termittent anger  her  badinage  excited !  He  wished 
to  confess  her,  though  there  could  be  nothing  to  con- 
fess, to  advise  her,  to  direct  her,  to  quarrel  with  her, 
just  enough  to  require  a  readjustment  of  their  rela- 
tions. 

About  noon  they  reached  a  pool  known  as  Diana's 
Baths,  where  they  prepared  to  lunch.  There  the 
youthful  tobacco  worm,  Howard,  with  an  audacity 
prophetic  of  a  great  career,  asked  the  ladies  to  form 
a  guard  below  the  falls  to  keep  away  garish  eyes, 
while  the  fishermen  bathed  in  the  crystal  pool. 

"  Mr.  Clough  is  blushing,"  said  Grace. 

"  I  hate  a  man  who  blushes,"  said  his  cousin, 
"  but  I  think  Clem's  blushes  are  but  skin  deep." 

"  I  am  blushing  by  proxy,"  said  Clem ;  "  some 
one  ought  to  blush;  suppose  a  female  Actaeon 
stumbles  on  us  ?" 

His  love  of  cleanliness,  however,  overruled  his 
fears,  and,  giving  orders  to  the  Amazons  to  kill  any 
woman,  who  approached  within  eyeshot,  in  a  few 
minutes  he  had  plunged  into  the  pool,  that  sank 
transparent  thirty  feet  or  more.  After  a  short  half 
hour  they  dressed  themselves  and,  building  an  altar 
to  the  river  nymphs,  piled  driftwood  around  it, 
and,  placing  the  speckled  beauties  in  order  upon  a 
frying  pan,  with  poetical  justice  through  the  hunger 
of  the  fishes  appeased  their  own.     Then  they  drove 
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home,  Grace  singing  good  naturedly  and  the  rest 
joining  in  the  chorus. 

It  was  a  day  that  floated  on  like  a  dream,  without 
beginning  and  without  end,  that  kept  no  record, 
and  of  which  one  does  not  remember  even  the  sigh 
that  says,  it  is  past,  yet  in  whose  depths  are  planted 
the  germs  of  good  and  ill,  whose  growth  controls 
our  lives. 

Of  the  score  of  light-footed  lassies,  who  disported 
themselves  before  Clem,  Grace  seemed  the  hap- 
piest. If  goddesses  are  ever  young,  she  had  stolen 
their  youth,  for  no  shadow  of  time  or  care  rested 
upon  her.  Her  conversation,  while  sensible  enough, 
had  the  artlessness,  which  makes  a  child's  talk  de- 
lightful. After  dinner  Clem  tried  to  persuade 
her  to  sit  with  him  on  the  piazza  and  converse 
upon  serious  subjects.  But  she  refused  and  going 
inside  invited  her  mother  to  a  game  of  backgammon, 
at  which  the  old  lady  was  a  past  mistress. 

Clem  sat  alone,  reflecting  on  the  selfishness  of 
the  aged,  and  gazing  on  the  changing  lights  and 
shadows,  that  wove  their  varied  scenes  of  beauty 
before  him.  Evenings  are  short  and  swift  in  the 
coimtry,  and  a  yawn  soon  warned  Clem  to  retire. 

"  Who  will  light  my  candle  for  me  ?"  he  asked. 

His  mother  went  to  the  mantel  and  scratched  a 
match,  but  had  scarcely  lighted  the  candle,  beford 
Grace  ran  up  to  him  and  blew  it  out. 

"  What  a  spoiled  child,"  she  said  archly,  "  one 
could  tell  you  had  no  sisters.  How  dare  you,  Masten 
Spendthrift,  bum  a  candle,  when  the  moon  is  full  ?" 

"  'Tis  ill  arguing  with  one  of  your  sex,"  said 
Clem  and  setting  down  his  candlestick  said  good 
night 
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The  moonlight  drew  him  to  the  window  of  his 
room,  and  he  stood  there  a  moment  under  its  spell, 
gazing  at  the  transfigured  mountains  and  streams. 
Then  the  realities  of  life  resumed  their  sway,  and 
going  to  the  bed  he  began  to  remove  the  multitu- 
dinous blankets,  that  were  witnesses  to  his  mother's 
love.  Suddenly  he  sprang  back  with  a  loud  cry  at 
sight  of  four  or  five  spiders  peeping  from  the  sheets  *, 
one,  easily  the  chief  of  the  tribe,  nestled  just  inside 
the  pillow  case. 

"  The  tarantulas  are  holding  a  camp  meieting  in 
my  bed,"  he  said  to  the  ladies,  who  had  all  run  to 
his  assistance,  headed  by  Grace,  who  vindicated  her 
claim  to  being  a  frontier  heroine. 

"  What  a  timid  youth  it  is,"  she  said,  "  tarantulas 
are  like  children ;  to  love  them  you  must  pet  them," 
and  she  stretched  her  hands  towards  the  poisoners. 

Clem  seized  her  and  tried  to  stop  her,  but  after 
a  short  struggle  she  threw  him  off,  ran  to  his  wash- 
stand  and,  taking  his  tumbler,  returned,  and,  pick- 
ing up  the  spiders  with  her  fingers,  thrust  them  into 
the  glass,  placed  her  handkerchief  over  them  and  raD 
away. 

"  I  hope  she  got  them  all,"  said  her  mother* 
"  What  a  reckless  girl  she  is !  When  we  first  sent 
her  to  school  in  New  York,  the  teacher  told  her  to  go 
into  a  comer,  and  in  reply  she  threw  her  book  at 
him.  We  had  no  end  of  explanations  before  the 
teacher's  head  was  properly  adjusted." 

"  Were  you  fly  to  the  spiders  last  night  ?"  Grace 
asked  Clem  in  the  morning.  "  I  have  known  human 
tarantulas,  who  easily  surpassed  their  masters,  but 
I  must  get  ready  for  our  excursion." 
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They  were  engaged  to  go  with  a  party  to  Tongue 
Castle,  a  lofty  pile  built  by  a  publisher,  that  'over- 
looked the  river  some  twelve  miles  away.  Clem  had 
secured  a  nag,  that  was  of  age  at  the  time  of  the 
Trojan  Horse,  behind  which  Grace,  Tig  and  him- 
self were  to  travel. 

"  We  shall  be  late  at  the  fair,  I  fear,"  said  Grace, 
surveying  their  turnout  critically. 

"  While  this  team  might  not  excite  our  hopes  in 
a  race,  it  will  give  free  play  to  the  one  member  of 
the  gentler  sex,  with  which  she  is  most  expert." 

"  You  think  a  woman's  tongue  is  more  active  than 
her  brain  ?" 

"  I  won't  say  that ;  a  woman  has  great  inventive 
power." 

"  What  did  she  ever  invent  ?" 

"  She  has  invented  the  veil,  the  baby,  and  the 
needle,  which  represent  the  mystery,  the  creative 
and  repairing  powers  of  nature."  Grace  drew  away 
from  him  angrily.  "  Then,"  he  continued  un- 
moved, "  she  has  invented  countless  thoughts,  that 
brighten  life's  highway  like  flowers  nursed  by  the 
hands  of  angels,  and  gentle  feelings,  that  warm  the 
hearthstone  of  age  and  adversity." 

Grace  leaned  toward  him  with  kindling  eyes. 

"  Mr.  Clough,  what  is  your  idea  of  a  happy 
man?"  she  asked  demurely. 

"  I  never  thought  of  it." 

"  Did  you  ever  think  of  a  person  to  whom  you 
were  unknown?" 

"  If  you  ask  me  so  many  questions,  I  shall  not  be 
able  to  find  my  way." 

"  I  have  known  men,"  she  said,  "  who  appreciated 
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the  nobility  of  women,  and  men,  who  were  wicked 
enough  to  laugh  at  them,  but  I  never  met  any  one 
but  you,  who  had  both  traits." 

They  were  riding  by  the  Four  Corners,  when  Tig 
pulled  at  Clem's  sleeve  and  whispered : 

"  They're  going  to  hang  him ;  Lundy  says  so." 

"  Hang  whom  ?" 

"  The  barber,  who  cut  Mr.  Payton's  hair  bald." 

"  Great  heavans.  Tig !  do  they  hang  barbers  here 
for  cutting  men's  hair  short?  They  must  be  de- 
scendants of  Sampson." 

"  Lundy  says  the  young  barber  put  the  old  barber 
in  a  madhouse  and  stole  his  money  and  his  wife. 
See,  see!"  and  for  a  moment  Clem  thought  he  was 
to  witness  a  lynching.  He  was  relieved  at  seeing 
a  balloon  and  hanging  from  it  a  man  in  efFigy,  who 
bore  a  razor  in  his  hand  as  large  as  Death's  scythe. 

"  'Tis  strange,"  said  Grace,  "  no  one  is  the  same 
after  he  has  been  out  west ;  there  everything  is  real ; 
here  everything  is  a  copy.  In  the  east  you  have 
all  and  nothing." 

"  Truths,"  said  Clem,  "  pass  through  the  minds 
of  most  persons  without  enriching  them;  nay,  they 
often  impoverish  them,  as  money  passing  through 
a  purse  wears  it  out.  What  ideas  westerners  have, 
few  or  many,  become  a  part  of  their  lives." 

"  Why  do  you  say  ^  few  or  many'  ?  I  suppose 
to  be  as  horrid  as  you  can  consistently.  But  I  am 
only  half  a  western  girl,  and  need  not  quarrel  with 
you.  Where  did  you  get  such  an  odious  disposition  ? 
Don't  you  ever  get  angry  ?" 

"  Never." 

"  How  did  you  acquire  such  a  bad  habit  ?  Tou 
look  as  though  you  once  had  some  spiriC 
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"  It  came  from  my  being  prodded  four  times  a 
week  by  lawyers,  who  were  trying  to  get  me  excited 
and  confused.  Now,  I  have  perfect  self-controL 
I  should  make" 

"  The  worst  husband  in  the  world/' 

"  The  best,  I  was  going  to  say,  but  perhaps  it 
amounts  to  the  same  thing." 

"Why?" 

"  Mrs.  Stevens  says  a  woman  should  select  the 
worst  man  she  knows  for  a  husband,  on  the  same 
principle  that  you  would  choose  the  most  rotten 
rope,  if  you  had  to  be  hanged." 

"  What  a  witty  woman  she  is.  She  seems  to  like 
you  better  than  her  brother  does." 

"  I  wish  I  could  say  the  same  thing  about  her 
liking  for  you,"  said  Clem,  but  such  a  look  of  annoy- 
ance came  into  her  face  that  he  desisted. 

"  Your  mother  dosen't  fancy  Mrs.  Stevens,  though 
she  is  so  charming." 

"  She  is  young,  handsome  and  has  an  old  hus- 
band ;  mothers  have  a  wise  fear  of  such  women." 

"  I  like  her  myself,  for  she  seems  to  have  a  kind 
heart." 

"  You  have  no  meannesses ;  you  are  not  jealous  of 
her,  though  she  is  of  you." 

"  I  don't  think  I  could  ever  be  jealous." 

"  You  would  make  a  model  wife." 

"  If  my  husband  left  me  I  should  die  of  grief." 

"  You  are  unfitted  by  nature  to  have  anything  to 
do  with  men,"  said  Clem,  "  you  must  wait  till  you 
reach  heaven,  before  you  think  of  marrying." 

"  I  don't  see  how  a  man  with  such  a  mother  can 
have  such  wrong  ideas.  I  have  fallen  in  love  with 
her;  she  is  as  interesting  as  a  man." 
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"  And  her  son  is  as  interesting  "- 


"  As  a  girl ;  you  know  you  look  like  a  girl,  all 
pink  and  white,  and  you  blush  like  a  girl  and  you 
are  full  of  caprices.  Don't  you  like  to  express  your 
friends'  characters  by  a  word." 

"  Can  you  not  turn  the  searchlight  of  your  in- 
tellect in  some  other  direction  than  myself?" 

"  It  isn't  a  searchlight,  it  is  a  firefly,  but  such 
as  it  is  it  is  honest." 

"  Go  on,  if  I  can't  stop  you." 

"  Shall  I  condense  you  into  a  phrase  like  a  ginnee 
about  to  be  bottled  ?" 

"  Down  I  go." 

"  At  first  I  thought  of  calling  you,  *  Happy-go- 
Lucky,'  but  I  think  '  Brave-at-a-pinch'  is  a  better 
definition." 

"  You  are  lucky  if  I  don't  prove  how  true  your 
words  are  by  making  you  black  and  blue.  Tig,  are 
you  awake?" 

"  No,  I  am  asleep ;  why  do  you  amuse  yourself 
by  waking  me  up  to  ask  me  if  I  am  asleep?  Its 
too  disgusting." 

"  There  is  something  about  you  I  can't  under- 
stand," said  Grace.  "  You  seem  always  lazy  but 
never  tired.     Haven't  you  any  ambition  ?" 

"  I  want  but  little." 

"  What  do  you  want  ?"  ^ 

"  Only  what  the  three  rivals  offered  Paris,  all 
power,  all  knowledge  and  the  fairest  woman  in  the 
world." 

"  Is  that  all  ?" 

"  No,  I  wish  to  have  them  without  effort.  Any 
fool  can  build  a  pyramid  if  he  works  hard  enough ; 
the  wise  only  prize  the  gifts  of  the  gods.'' 
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"  I  feel  faint ;  it  is  exhausting  to  hear  your  ener- 
getic words ;  never  go  west  or  you  will  die  in  a  week." 

"  Look,"  said  Tig,  "  it  is  going  to  rain ;  I'm  glad 
of  it,  because  you  woke  me  up." 

The  sun  was  still  shining,  but  a  few  miles  west  a 
cloud  presented  a  novel  sight  The  rain  drops  were 
continuous,  like  the  chords  of  a  harp  that  stretched 
from  heaven  to  earth,  and  the  sunbeams  smote  them 
like  the  strings  of  a  bow,  so  realistically  one  could 
hardly  believe  that  he  was  not  listening  to  the 
mingled  music  of  earth  and  sky.  As  Clem  was  ad- 
miring the  scene,  Grace  snatched  the  reins  from 
his  hands  and  exclaiming,  "We  shall  all  be  soaked," 
turned  the  wagon  in  a  jiffy,  and  urged  the  horse  at 
a  breakneck  speed  to  a  deserted  farm  house  a  few 
hundred  yards  back.  Before  Clem  knew  what  she 
was  about,  she  had  jumped  from  the  wagon,  pulled 
down  the  bars  and  led  the  horse  into  a  shed,  just  as 
the  rain  began  to  fall  in  torrents. 

"  N'ow  that  my  hat  and  cloak  are  safe,"  she  said 
gently,  not  noticing  his  discomfiture,  "  you  can  re- 
cite to  me  those  verses  from  Tennyson,  as  you 
promised  to  do  yesterday." 

Clem,  not  overpleased  with  himself,  was  silent  a 
few  minutes,  but  Grace  with  a  little  flattery  made 
him  forget  himself. 

"  If  you  wish,  Miss  Mitchell,  to  know  the  souls 
of  the  most  gifted  men,  select  what  is  best  in  their 
writings,  there  isn't  a  great  deal,  and  learn  it  by 
heart,"  he  said  after  he  had  recited  Tennyson's 
Ulysses  to  her. 

"  What  could  be  finer  than  this  poem  ?"  she  asked. 

"Many  poems  in  form  and  substance.    If  you 
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wish  to  prove  it,  compare  it  with  a  masterpiece  by 
learning  Lycidas  by  heart.  In  the  latter  poem  the 
thoughts  are  linked  together  in  a  golden  chain  that 
binds  the  soul  forever.  Yet  such  comparisons  are 
unkind ;  take  every  one  at  his  best ;  it  is  hard  to  say 
a  star  is  greater  than  a  glowworm,  only  there  is  more 
of  it.'' 

As  the  rain  had  now  ceased  they  continued  their 
drive  to  the  Castle.  How  little  they  realized,  as 
they  followed  their  sorry  nag,  that  they  were  driv- 
ing through  the  gates  of  youth,  the  fairest  work  of 
heaven's  architect,  enriched  with  jewels,  for  the 
least  of  which  age  would  surrender  its  term  of  life. 
When  they  reached  the  end  of  their  journey,  their 
host,  a  blind  pirate,  whose  view  was  the  finest  on 
the  river,  received  them  with  due  warmth  and  after 
lunch  they  set  out  for  home. 

Mrs.  McVickar,  from  a  morbid  sense  of  propriety, 
asked  Clem  to  drive  home  with  his  cousin,  who,  how- 
ever, made  his  ride  pleasant  to  him  by  saying  nice 
things  about  Grace. 

Thus  passed  day  after  day  as  though  rapids,  whirl- 
pool and  white  water  were  unknown  to  the  stream 
of  life.  But,  alas !  what  is  more  tedious  than  the 
biography  of  the  prosperous.  At  the  theatre  of 
good  society  how  quickly  ennui  frets  the  pleasure 
of  spectator  and  actor.  But  for  a  change,  what  is 
more  delightful  than  the  conversation  of  those,  whose 
lives  to  the  thoughtless  eye  are  but  a  round  of 
gayety,  and  how  attractive  their  houses,  if  not  as 
homes  at  least  as  inns. 

Grace  was  to  Clem  the  center  of  all  objects.  Her 
smile  spread  a  light  of  beauty  over  every  scene ;  her 
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Step  and  voice  called  young  and  old  to  enjoyment. 
He  made  great  progress  in  what  yomig  persons 
fondly  call  the  study  of  character.  Mrs.  Clough 
grew  to  have  for  Grace  that  tender  regard,  which 
women,  who  have  had  no  daughters,  often  feel  for 
girls  of  a  younger  generation.  She  told  him 
shrewdly  but  perhaps  not  correctly,  that  if  he  wished 
to  know  a  girl,  he  should  not  study  her  manner  to- 
ward him,  but  should  note  the  way  in  which  she 
treated  all  her  friends ;  that  it  was  easy  for  a  woman 
to  disguise  herself  before  a  man  whom  she  liked, 
but  impossible  for  her  to  go  masked  with  every  one. 
Yet  perhaps  for  an  artist  Mrs.  Mitchell  would 
have  made  a  more  engaging  study  than  her  adopted 
daughter.  That  lady  had  all  the  marks,  which  poets 
have  tattooed  upon  the  foreheads  of  the  charmers 
who  have  slighted  them.  Mutable,  irascible,  tyran- 
nical, she  tried  to  direct  every  business  from  the 
breaking  of  an  egg  to  the  balancing  of  the  Solar 
system.  To  a  greater  degree  than  most  of  her  sex, 
she  divided  mankind  into  two  classes,  the  very  good, 
who  paid  her  attention,  and  the  rest,  who  were  the 
proper  food  for  the  Old  Serpent.  She  had  a  store 
of  rhymes  and  sayings,  the  only  things  of  which  she 
was  not  sparing.  These  bore  mostly  on  the  tender 
paHsion,  in  which,  having  once  been  the  belle  of 
Frogtown,  hIio  was  an  expert.  Shining  among  them 
wero  the  lines: 

"  Man,  inconstant  man,  I  sing." 

"  Nothing  in  this  world  is  single." 

"  Boware  the  rides  of  March." 

"  The  wish  is  farther  from  the  thought." 

She  often  ended  her  remarks,  like  a  Moslem  war- 


^: 


\  : 


THE  DEUCE  OP  HEARTS.  39 

rior,   with   the   practical   summary :  "  Every  man 
counts." 

Yet  Grace's  kindness  illumined  her  mother's  face, 
with  that  light  with  which  at  times  the  hand  of  an 
artist  surrounds  a  many  wintered  head.  Strange 
effect  of  moral  genius,  there  was  no  picture  hung 
upon  the  walls  of  Clem's  memory,  on  which  he 
better  loved  to  dwell  than  that,  which  showed  the 
querulous  but  strongly  marked  features  of  the  old 
lady,  with  Grace  by  her  side. 

The  evening  before  Clem  was  to  return  to  New 
York  his  finesse  had  secured  for  him  an  hour  alone 
with  Grace  on  the  piazza.  An  electric  light  a  hun- 
dred yards  away,  whose  beams  were  sifted  through 
the  huge  trees  that  lined  the  driveway,  made  the 
place  look  like  a  scene  on  the  stage.  Clem  sat  a 
moment  watching  the  revolving  lights  of  the  fire- 
flies and  the  large  shadows  cast  by  moths  flying  be- 
tween him  and  the  light. 

"  For  a  week,"  he  said,  "  care  has  stolen  by  ua 
without  taking  a  dart  from  her  quiver.  Is  it  not 
sad  that  time's  shouldering  wave  is  ever  pushing  us 
away  from  scenes  to  which  we  would  cling  always. 
Each  drop  of  water  reflects  the  universe^  and  each 
hour  we  have  passed  represents  a  world  of  happi- 
ness." 

Grace  laughed  and  clapped  her  hands. 

"  I  like  to  hear  you  talk  so,  you  are  not  half  bad 
when  you  are  yourself.  Do  you  know  what  I  shall 
do  when  I  am  rich?  I  shall  make  you  come  and 
read  poetry  to  me  every  afternoon.  When  you  read 
me  that  poem  yesterday, 

'  Fair  is  the  garden  of  roses 

In  the  twilight  of  purple  and  gold/ 
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I  felt  like  crying.  But  I  would  rather  die  than  cry, 
when  you  were  near ;  I  should  be  afraid  you  would 
laugh  at  me." 

"  You  are  wrong,  I  should  like  to  see  you  cry,  as 
a  prelude;  nature  never  looks  so  beautiful  as  after 
a  rain.'^ 

"  For  such  remarks  I  could  beat  you.  You  ought 
to  think  more  highly  of  women  than  you  do." 

"  I  have  always  had  a  presentiment  that  women 
would  be  my  bane." 

"  You  always  laugh  at  sentiment ;  I  would  go  a 
great  way  to  see  you  desperately  in  love." 

"  Is  it  not  strange,"  said  Clem,  "  that  we  have 
never  met  before.  Mrs.  McVickar  is  a  relative  of 
yours,  and  she  and  mother  are  great  friends." 

They  sat  silent  a  few  minutes. 

'^  Are  you  always  light  hearted  ?"  asked  Clem. 
"  Did  you  never  feel  the  dainty  pleasures  of  melan- 
choly ?  How  unreal  everything  looks  in  this  light. 
If  I  were  a  girl  it  would  make  me  half  in  love  with 
dreamy  death." 

"  While  I  live  I  wish  to  live ;  indeed  I  never  want 
to  die ;  the  earth  is  a  lovely  place ;  I  have  no  desire 
to  go  to  heaven." 

"  Do  you  think  you  would  be  lonesome  there  ?" 

"  I  enjoy  the  society  of  men,  I  don't  know  how  I 
should  do  without  it." 

"  Have  you  never  a  serious  moment  ?" 

"  I  ought  to  be  the  most  unhappy  woman  in  the 
world ;  my  mother  is  dead ;  my  father  is  an  invalid ; 
I  have  to  watch  over  my  aunt ;  my  uncle  is  in  trouble, 
and,  one  whom  I  care  for  more  than  all  the  others, 
is  in  greater  trouble ;  a  sword  hangs  over  my  head  by 
a  hair  J I  never  know  when  it  will  drop." 
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"  Grace,"  said  Clem,  softly,  leaning  forward  and 
looking  into  her  eyes,  "  are  you  free  ?" 

Grace  flushed  to  her  temples  and  turned  away 
her  face. 

"  I  am  free  and  I  am  not  free ;  do  not  ask  me  any- 
thing further  I  entreat  you,  Clem,"  she  added  in 
a  voice  that  he  dared  not  disobey,  "  when  I  die  I 
shall  leave  a  message  for  you ;  promise  me  that  you 
will  ask  for  it." 

Clem  sat  silent  for  a  few  minutes ;  the  world  had 
grown  disenchanted  and  cold. 

"  Grace,"  he  said  presently,  "  for  the  last  two 
days  I  have  had  an  uneasy  feeling  as  though  I  were 
being  shadowed." 

"  I  could  have  told  you  so,"  she  answered  s^dly, 
"  but  I  did  not  wish  you  to  be  annoyed ;  do  not  turn 
around ;  fifty  feet  behind  you  a  field-glass  is  watch- 
ing us ;  I  can  see  it  move ;  if  I  were  on  the  frontier  I 
should  like  to  try  a  shot  at  it.  Clem,  Clem,"  she 
added,  in  a  tone  that  thrilled  the  chambers  of  his 
heart  as  though  the  ghost  of  one  he  loved  had  visited 
them,  "  the  evil  eye  is  upon  us." 


CHAPTER  IV. 

"Are  you  also  tied  to  Grace  Mitchell's  apron 
strings,  Clem?"  asked  Mrs.  Stevens  at  Mrs.  Mc- 
Vickar's  first  ball  after  her  return  to  Xew  York. 

"  She  is  the  rage  now,"  answered  Clem  obliquely, 
"those  who  forgot  to  invite  her  last  year  are  in 
despair.  The  fortune  Mrs.  Goodbody  spent  in 
launching  her  daughter  might  as  well  have  been 
given  to  charity,  for  Grace  Mitchell's  set  now 
draw  the  line.  Her  father  must  have  no  end  of 
money." 

"  My  brother  and  he  are  interested  in  some  mine; 
I  trust  it  will  not  turn  out  a  salt  mine." 

"  There  must  be  something  magnetic  about  her," 
said  Clem,  whose  eyes  were  searching  for  her  among 
the  dancers. 

"  She  has  stolen  two  or  three  of  my  dandelion- 
headed  beaux  already,"  said  Mrs.  Stevens,  "but 
.1  did  not  expect  you  to  sing  her  praises ;  have  you 
ytoo  turned  against  me?  Must  I  say,  ^ Et  tu 
Brute '  r 

"  On  the  contrary,"  said  Clem,  seized  with  a 
fit  of  anger  at  sight  of  Grace  waltzing  with  Holland, 
*'  I  shall  be  only  too  glad  to  hear  anything  ill  of 
her." 

"How  can  an  exquisite  like  you,  Clem,  prefer 
women  who  ride  and  row,  shoot  and  play  golf?" 
continued  Mrs.  Stevens,  who  was  all  dimples  and 
languid  motions;  ^^such  exercises  give  one  a  less 
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feminine  figure;  they  make   the   hands    too    pro- 
nounced." 

"  Every  one  cannot  have  the  hands  of  a  lady  of 
Aries,"  said  Clem,  glancing  at  Mrs.  Stevens ;  "  she 
has  not  as  small  hands  as  some  women,  but  she  is 
a  fine  pianist  and  her  hands  are  nicely  propor- 
tioned; an  artist  would  admire  them." 

"  Did  you  ever  notice,  Clem,  that  one  of  her  ears 
is  larger  than  the  other?" 

"  But  they  are  both  shaped  like  shells ;  perhaps 
she  intends  to  keep  the  larger  one  for  her  husband's 
praises  and  the  smaller  for  her  other  admirers;  a 
clever  woman  utilizes  her  defects." 

"  Since  when  does  a  wife  need  a  large  ear  for 
her  husband's  flatteries  ?  There  is  one  thing  about 
Grace,  that  her  friends  would  wish  changed,  she  is 
so  learned.  At  our  high  tea  yesterday  she  talked 
like  a  professor." 

"  True,"  said  Clem,  "  but  what  she  says  is  so 
full  of  snap  and  life,  one  forgets  that  her  sex  gives 
her  no  right  to  be  witty." 

"  Men  are  more  stupid  than  I  thought,"  said 
Mrs.  Stevens.  "  I  believe  you  are  as  silly  as  my 
brother  and  only  want  an  excuse  to  talk  about  her; 
I  will  not  say  another  word.  If  she  had  said,  ^  Et 
tu  Brute/  she  would  not  have  pronounced  it  in 
the  French  fashion,  which  would  have  robbed  it 
of  half  its  truth.  I  wish  I  had  some  of  the  lace, 
which  she  wears  on  her  neck ;  'tis  said  to  be  as  soft 
as  a  spider's  web." 

"  Said  by  whom  ?"  asked  Clem,  with  an  irrita- 
tion which  he  could  not  suppress. 

^^  By  ladies  who  have  felt  of  it  of  course,"  au- 
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0wered  bis  tormenter,  looking  at  Clem  with  tHe 
eyes  of  a  cherub.  "  Whom  else  did  you  think  I 
meant  f'  She  paused  a  moment  and,  looking  at 
Clem  with  an  eloquent  glance,  drew  a  more  serious 
look  over  her  mobile  face.  "  Clem,"  she  said 
softly,  "  before  I  was  married,  you  used  to  visit  us 
often.  Now  that  I  am  my  own  mistress,  it  is  a 
dreary  role,  your  visits  are  like  those  of  winter 
angels,  few  and  frigid.  Is  it  forward  of  me  to  ask 
you  to  call  oftener  ?  'Tis  for  your  sake  as  well  as 
mine.'' 

"  A  princess  cannot  be  forward,  Leila." 
"  Then  I  am  glad  you  are  not  a  prince,  Clem. 
There  is  something  I  must  say  to  you.  You  are 
so  modest,  I  don't  think  you  know  how  you  impress 
women.  Promise  me  never  to  breathe  a  word  of 
what  1  say.  (Jan  I  tell  some  one,  that  you  have 
no  feeling  for  Grace  Mitchell?  Some  one  is 
jealous  of  you;  it  makes  him  your  enemy;  his  in- 
fluence is  hidden  but  powerful;  let  me  tell  him, 
he  will  believe  me;  let  me  tell  him  to-night,  will 
you  not?  You  are  in  danger,  Clem.  There  are 
women  as  fair,  who  appreciate  you  more  highly. 
I  wish  to  help  you ;  how  can  I  say  more  ?  Let  me 
tell  him  now ;  then  all  will  be  well  with  you.'^ 

Clem  had  known  Mrs.  Stevens  many  years,  and 
he  knew  her  to  be  as  soft  as  her  brother  was  hard 
of  heart.  At  her  words,  which  he  knew  were  preg- 
nant with  meaning,  a  chill  fell  upon  him.  He  cast 
a  troubled  look  around  him;  whatever  of  wealth 
and  power  the  country  possesses  answered  his 
glance.  On  waves  of  music  floated  a  thousand 
priceless  jewels,  and  the  eyes  of  lovely  women  scat- 
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tered  showers  of  beauty  on  men,  whose  writings 
and  men,  whose  letters  of  credit  were  known  from 
John  o'  Groat's  to  the  Cliff  House;  ill  seemed  it 
that  into  this  Palace  of  Delight  care  or  sorrow  could 
find  entrance. 

"  Leila,"  he  said  feelingly,  "  how  can  I  repay 
you  for  your  kindness?  But  I  can  not  do  what 
you  ask.  I  do  not  suppose  Miss  Mitchell  will  ever 
be  more  to  me  than  a  friend,  but  I  must  not  heighten 
her  charms  by  making  her  a  forbidden  prize;  it 
would  be  a  stain  on  my  honor ;  but  I  thank  you  all 
the  same." 

He  bowed,  and  oppressed  by  a  vague  presenti- 
ment, walked  into  the  hall  where  the  air  was  not  so 
sober.  He  halted  a  few  feet  from  the  newel  post, 
a  work  of  art  which  drew  about  it  many  of  the 
leaden  footed.  Presently  he  heard  his  name  whis- 
pered by  a  man,  who  stood  in  a  recess  beneath  the 
stairway. 

"  Why,  Sergent,"  he  cried,  warmly  grasping  the 
hand  of  his  friend,  who  was  sizing  up  the  people 
around  him  with  the  impassive  eye  of  a  camera, 
"  are  you  rusting  in  a  corner  ?  Why  are  you  not 
ruffling  it  with  the  braver  tadpoles  in  the  open  pool, 
languishing  under  the  smile  of  some  fair  widow  or 
making  war  on  woodcock  and  champagne?" 

"  You  are  a  joker,  Clem,  as  your  father  was. 
Many  a  man  would  rather  have  been  hanged  by  your 
father  than  acquitted  by  another  Judge.  And 
would  you  propose  such  things  to  me,  a  married 
man,  with  a  hatred  of  liquor  on  me  like  a  disease 
except" 

** Exceptis  excipiendis'* 


46  THE  DEUCE   OF  HEABTS. 

"  Yes,  yes  as  you  say,  let  us  end  this  and  get  to 
business.     Clem,  you  are  not  as  wise  as  your  father 


was." 


*  Sons  of  lees  degenerate  sires 
A  baser  offspring  now  beget' 


"  Ah,  Clem,  you  illustrate  your  own  writings, 
but  you  are  young  yet  and  may  improve." 

"  Sergent,  I  am  going  to  follow  your  advice  in 
everything." 

"  Well,  well,  you  are  improving  faster  than  I 
thought  you  would.  I  told  you  I  would  keep  an 
eye  on  Drinkwater;  I  have  had  him  shadowed  by 
a  trusty." 

"  Shadowed !"  said  Clem,  "  Drinkwater  is  a 
gentleman;  I  don't  like  the  idea  of  shadowing 
him." 

"  Is  it  pleasanter  to  have  your  throat  cut  by  a 
gentleman  ?" 

"  I  never  tried  it,  an  Englishman  would  hold  it 


so." 


"'Tis  strange  you  don't  like  shadowing  him,"  said 
Sergent,  still  piqued.  "Different  men,  different 
views.  On  the  frontier  they  think  it  right  to  shoot, 
but  wrong  to  shadow ;  here  it  is  right  ta  shadow, 
but  wrong  to  shoot.  You  ought  not  to  kick  at 
shadows.  Shadowing  works  well  both  fore  and  aft ; 
if  a  man  goes  straight,  he  never  trips  over  his 
shadow;  if  he  deviates  his  shadow  often  holds  him 
up." 

"  Like  a  life  preserver,  or  a  road  agent  ?" 
"  At  times  both,  Clem.     In   winter,"    he   con- 
tinued, for  the  subject  was  one  of  which  he  was 
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master,  "  in  winter  a  shadow  is  warming  and  in 
summer  there  is  nothing  more  cooUng.  The  wife 
of  a  man,  who  played  criss-cross  with  the  red-eye, 
once  had  me  shadow  him.  He  used  to  make  two 
hundred  dollars  a  night  as  a  temperance  lecturer, 
and  sly  topers  were  always  on  the  watch  to  lure 
him  into  slippery  ways.  He  told  me  nothing  made 
him  feel  so  cool  and  watery  as  a  shadow.  Poor 
fellow,  he  died  under  a  shadow,  for  he  weakened 
once  too  often,  but  we  shadowed  his  last  drunk.'^ 

"  An  umbra  with  an  umbrella  must  be  refreshing 
in  dog-days,"  said  Clem,  "  he  resembles  those 
animals,  that  have  a  double  system  of  bones,  one 
inside  and  one  outside  their  flesh.  A  shadow  is  the 
only  man  without  fear;  when  he  dies  he  does  not 
change  but  passes,  like  King  Arthur.  An  umbra 
takes  no  umbrage  at  anything  death  may  do,  for  he 
changes  his  sky  but  not  his  form,  when  he  is  ferried 
over  the  Styx." 

^'You  talk  too  much,  Clem,"  said  Sergent, 
testily.  "  It  is  a  kind  of  blasphemy  to  jest  about 
shadows.  Everything  in  nature  has  its  shadow, 
and  a  slur  at  nature  is  a  slur  at  nature's  God.  But 
do  allow  me  to  come  to  the  point.  This  is  a  serious 
business,  Clem.  I  told  you  Holland  was  no  friend 
of  yours ;  Drinkwater  and  he  have  had  several  meet- 
ings, that  may  bode  ill  to  you.  I  know  the  Hol- 
lands well,  they  are  full  of  monkey  tricks.  Staun- 
ton, who  was  a  good  but  not  a  dumb  shadow,  once 
told  me  something  about  a  lady,  whom  we  will  call 
Mrs.  H.  I  am  particular  to  say,  that  she  was  not 
De  Witt  Holland's  mother." 

" '  H/  may  stand  for  Helen  of  Troy." 
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"  If  '  H.'  had  been  Helen  of  Troy,  Troy  would 
never  have  been  burnt." 

"  Was  she  homely  enough  to  save  Troy  ?" 

"  No,  she  was  handsome,  but  she  would  have  made 
it  pleasant  all  around.  Don't  interrupt  me,  remem- 
ber, Clem,  that  the  less  you  talk  the  wiser  people 
will  think  you.  A  year  after  Mrs.  H.  was  married, 
her  husband,  Staunton  said,  wanted  to  go  to  the 
Sobieski  ball.  She  was  indisposed  and  he  was 
forced  to  go  alone.  At  the  ball  he  was  carried  off 
his  feet  by  the  charms  of  a  Polish  lady  and  followed 
her  to  the  Hotel  Jav,  an  old-timer  named  after  a 
famous  hayseed.  A  few  minutes  later  Mr.  H.  was 
surprised  by  Staunton  and  two  other  shadows,  who 
found  him  trying  to  persuade  the  princess  to  un- 
mask. The  lady  hurried  away,  and  the  shadows 
made  note  of  time,  place  and  circumstance.  When 
Peccadillo  H.  returned  home,  he  found  his  wife  in 
a  fine  frenzy.  He  never  knew  that  the  Polish 
charmer  and  she  were  one,  and  she  held  the  shadows^ 
affidavits  as  a  defense,  in  case,  what  some  of  her 
friends  called  the  inevitable,  should  happen." 

"  You  mean,"  said  Clem,  "  that,  if  Mr.  H.  were 
turned  into  Actaeon,  she  wished  to  prevent  any  one 
from  being  wounded  by  his  antlers.  She  was  pro- 
vident of  the  future,  uselessly  so  no  doubt. 

"  Clem,"  said  Sergent,  "  why  has  your  account- 
ing in  the  Cooley  Estate  been  adjourned  so  often  ?" 

"  It  was  summer,  I  was  busy  on  our  patent  suit, 
and  Roden,  my  accountant,  is  slow  and  has  kept  ask- 
ing for  more  time." 

"  Clem,  I  am  afraid  they  give  you  these  adjourn- 
ments to  lure  you  into  a  feeling  of  security.     I 
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think  they  are  all  the  time  cooking  up  affidavits  to 
have  you  removed.  They  may  draw  up  hundreds 
of  pages  of  plausible  figures,  thinking  that  you  will 
not  have  time  to  reply  to  them  all." 

"  By  Jove,  Sergent,  you  may  be  right,  to- 
morrow I  will  employ  the  best  firm  of  accountants 
in  New  York  to  help  Roden ;  he  has  been  sick  a 
good  deal  lately  and  stayed  away  from  the  office." 

"  You  don't  think  he  is  playing  you  false  ?" 

"  How  can  he  be  ?  The  accounts  are  simple 
enough ;  besides  we  have  done  him  no  end  of  kind- 
nesses, though  I  confess  I  never  half  liked  the 
fellow." 

"  Your  accounts  are  all  right,  of  course,  Clem," 
said  Sergent,  "but  what  you  want  are  witnesses  and 
plenty  of  them.  When  Judge  Hugh  was  referee 
in  one  case,  he  reported  that  in  adding  you  must 
place  the  figures  on  a  line.  Out  of  four  two-dollar 
items  he  made  a  trustee  in  debt  two  thousand  two 
hundred  and  twenty-two  dollars.  Judge  Jones,  of 
Dormopolis,  confirmed  the  report  of  the  referee  and 
held  that,  as  it  was  a  question  of  fact,  it  could  not  be 
reviewed.  To-morrow  morning  go  and  employ  the 
best  accountants  you  can  find.  Remember,  if  the 
rogues  have  a  pull  and  get  you  out  on  false  charges, 
they  will  fight  you  with  your  own  money,  with  the 
very  fifty  thousand  dollars,  which  the  estate  owes 
you.  Go  to-morrow  morning.  Drinkwater  and 
Holland  were  talking  together  an  hour  ago.  .  I 
caught  your  name  and  moved  away  conspicuously 
and  then  returned,  where  I  could  listen  unseen. 
Holland  asked  whether  they  did  not  want  more  wit- 
nesses.    Then  something  was  said  about  vouchers 
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and  checks.  Tank  said  Cheeseborongh  and  some 
accountants  had  been  getting  up  valuable  tables. 
They  can  have  referred  to  no  one  but  you.  They 
are  putting  up  a  job  on  you,  Clem,  in  that  Cooley 
£state ;  never  mind  the  patent  suit,  but  look  to  your 
weapons." 

Clem  had  grown  warm  while  Sergent  was  speak- 
ing, though  he  could  hardly  think  his  suspicions 
correct.  lie  had  heard  of  such  conspiracies;  in- 
deed, a  few  decades  ago  the  sandbagger,  the  ballot 
box  fltuffor  and  the  informer  had  been  among  the 
most  respected  officials  of  New  York.  He  had 
h(iar(l  of  suborners,  who  railroaded  men  to  haunts 
unknown.  But  these  men  worked  among  the 
criminal  classes;  what  had  gentlemen  to  do  with 
such  i)lots  ?  Suddenly  the  thought  occurred  to  him : 
"  Can  Holland  be  jealous ;  jealous,  and  with  cause  ? 
Does  this  make  him  invent  tales  about  me  V^  The 
idea  gave  a  silver  lining  to  the  cloud  that  hung  over 
him. 

"  It  is  all  right,  Sergent,"  he  cried  cheerfully, 
grasping  his  hand.  "  You  are  kind,  but^  it's  all 
right,  my  dear  fellow.  Holland  is  a  little  jealous; 
it  is  all  right." 

''AH  right,"  said  Sergent, shaking  his  head  slowly; 
it  was  his  only  display  of  emotion,  since  he  had 
heard,  that  his  wife  and  child  had  been  drowned. 
"  Are  you  sure  that  you  are  all  right  yourself , Clem  ? 
Your  brain  hasn't  been  turned  by  the  first  harsh 
wind?  Do  you  know  what  it  is  to  have  millions 
pitted  against  you?  The  rascal  is  generous  with 
his  money,  too,"  he  sighed,  "  the  pity  on't,"  his  ex- 
pression said,  "  to  find  ourself  on  the  ragged  side  of 
the  battle." 
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Clem  divined  his  thought;  anger  sharpens  the 
wits,  though  it  perverts  their  aim. 

^^  Are  you  sorry  that  you  are  not  in  the  swim, 
Sergent  ?  Take  the  fool's  money,  I  have  the  multi- 
plication table  on  my  side,  I  shall  beat  them  all  in 
the  end." 

"  How  unjust,  Clem,"  said  Sergent,  flushing  with 
anger,  "yet  you  are  keener  than  I  thought.  Did 
I  ever  desert  a  friend?  I  am  half  Scotch,  I  can 
stick  to  my  principles  and  grieve  to  think  how  much 
they  cost.  Holland  may  have  a  pull  with  men  in 
power.  If  he  opens  his  mint  to  them,  how  can  it 
be  otherwise?  Brace  yourself,  Clem,  this  is  no 
trifle,  but  we  shall  win  out,  if  we  give  our  brains  to 
it.  I  have  something  to  cheer  you ;  I  have  a  mole 
trap  set,  which  they  wot  not  of;  I  am  sure  I  am 
right ;  but  don't  let  the  grass  grow  under  your  feet ; 
start  your  witnesses  on  your  accounts  to-morrow." 

As  Sergent  was  speaking,  Clem  swiftly  explored 
the  field  to  discover  where  he  was  vulnerable.  He 
was  trustee  of  some  half  a  dozen  estates,  of  which 
the  Cooley  Estate  was  the  largest.  This  estate  was, 
with  Drinkwater,  interested  in  the  Firebane  pat- 
ent. The  estate  was  mortgaged  up  to  the  gun- 
wale and  had  been  almost  sunk  by  a  common-law 
wife,  who  had  jumped  it  on  the  testator's  death. 
Clem's  mother  and  he,  to  save  it  from  bankruptcy, 
had  advanced  it  eighty-five  thousand  dollars,  about 
half  of  which  had  been  repaid.  Clem's  clerk,  Roden. 
had  been  long  engaged  in  making  up  the  first  ac- 
count, which  embraced  about  a  million  dollars  re- 
ceived, and  a  million  paid  out. 

"How    can     they  hurt     me?"    thought    Clem. 
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"  Will  they  invent  charges  out  of  the  whole  cloth  ? 
But  if  they  have  a  pull,  some  Judge  may  disgrace 
me  at  the  start  without  a  hearing  and  then  how  can 
I  regain  my  reputation '{  Sergent  is  right  To- 
morrow morning  I  will  have  three  or  four  auditors 
at  work.  Confound  Koden,  he  is  always  sick.  Yet 
it  seems  like  a  fable;  we  are  not  living  in  Russia." 

"  We  have  one  advantage  on  our  side,"  said 
Sergent,  "  since  the  reformers  have  been  cleared 
out,  it  has  been  a  bad  year  for  romance  witnesses. 
The  judges  are  responsible  for  their  acts,  and  the 
lawyers  never  know  what  they  may  run  up  against. 
Goole's  firm,  they  say,  are  afraid  to  lend  any  except 
their  chamber  witnesses.  Their  affidavit  makers, 
who  swear  to  anything  on  information  and  belief, 
still  net  them  something,  but  their  all-round  wit- 
nesses scarcely  earn  their  salt.  Before  that,  in  the 
accident  business  alone,  they  used  to  bring  in  a 
rental  to  the  firm  of  over  ten  thousand  dollars  a 
year." 

"  Sergent,"  said  Clem,  '^  if  there  is  one  charm 
about  you,  it  is  your  silence." 

As  he  was  speaking  he  heard  his  name  called  by 
Mrs.  McVickar,  who  stood  at  the  door  of  the  ball 
room  looking  serious;  he  ran  up  to  her. 

"  Clem,"  she  said,  as  she  took  his  arm,  "  I  have 
just  Tuow,  without  your  seeing  it,  slipped  a  note 
into  your  pocket,  which  you  are  to  deliver  at  the 
time  and  place  marked  on  it.  You  will  never  do 
for  a  cavalier,  for  you  are  looking  conscious  already. 
What  a  risk  I  run,  if  any  one  sees  me !  But  this 
note  is  not  from  me;  you  need  not  be  afraid  of  a 
woman  of  my  age." 
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"  That  would  be  a  forlorn  hope  of  escape,  if  you 
cared  to  capture  me." 

"  Fie,  fie,  Clem,  I  am  your  second  mother.  A 
friend  asked  me  to  give  it  to  you.  Before  you  go 
ask  Grace  to  dance,  she  has  a  word  for  you.'' 

As  Mrs.  McVickar  was  talking,  Clem  had  a 
strange  sensation.  Was  it  fancy  or  prescience,  or 
that  warning  sense  by  which  heaven  endeavors,  it 
is  said,  though  with  little  success,  to  guard  the  lamb 
from  the  wolf? 

"  We  are  watched,"  he  whispered ;  Mrs.  Mc- 
Vickar's  face  grew  indifferent,  and  after  Clem  had 
escorted  her  a  few  yards  back  into  the  throng  of 
fair  women,  he  turned  and  left  her.  Then  retiring 
to  a  comer  he  took  the  letter  from  his  pocket;  on 
it  was  written:  "At  11  P.  M.  or  2  A.  M.,  at  the 
K  E.  comer  of  41st  St.  and  6th  Ave.  To  be 
given  to  a  gentleman  who  passes  the  Hole-in-the 
Wall  twice  and  the  second  time  utters  the  word 
'  Whyo '." 

"  What  a  tame  business,"  he  thought,  "  though 
it  is  mysterious  enough  to  serve  in  a  melodrama. 
I  wonder  if  I  am  to  carry  Grace's  notes  to  a  hus- 
band or  lover  or  whom?"  A  feeling  of  jealousy 
made  his  blood  tingle ;  "  still,"  he  thought,  "  if 
she  is  in  need  of  a  knight  I  will  serve  in  default  of 
a  better.  I  will  believe  nothing  but  good  of  her, 
and,  if  I  have  lost  her  before  I  found  her,  it  is  my 
ill  fate." 

Clem  clapped  the  letter  into  his  pocket  and  went 
to  find  Grace ;  at  the  ball  room  door  he  was  button- 
holed by  an  old  friend  of  his  father,  a  Mr.  Q^dkin, 
who,  leading  him  aside,  said  soberly,  "  A  client  of 
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mine  once  used  fifty  thousand  dollars  belonging  to 
an  insurance  company,  of  which  he  was  President ; 
fearing  detection  he  took  a  half  million  of  the  com- 
pany's bonds,  disappeared  and  left  word  that  he 
would  return  the  bonds,  if  they  would  condone  the 
offense,  which  they  did." 

A  few  minutes  later  a  young  swell  stopped  Clem, 

"  My  dear  fellow,''  he  said,  you  have  the  finest 
elk  horns  in  the  city.  Take  my  advice,  give  up 
your  law  business  for  a  few  months  and  try  deer 
stalking  in  the  Dominion;  your  health  needs  it; 
I  will  look  after  your  business  in  your  absence." 

"  Thanks,  Welsh,"  said  Clem,  "  but  I  may  have 
to  do  some  fox  stalking  in  the  city." 

lie  needled  his  way  in  and  out  of  the  dancers, 
and  soon  found  Grace,  who  was  standing  in  a  bay 
window  unfastening  one  of  her  jewels,  which  had 
caught  in  her  hostess'  lace. 

"  Will  you  not  waltz  with  me  ?"  he  asked,  and  the 
next  moment  he  was  guiding  her  through  the  mazes 
of  the  dance. 

"  I  hate  to  give  you  so  much  trouble,  Clem,  but 
I  know  no  one  else,  whom  I  dare  ask." 

"  Pardon  me,  Grace,"  said  Clem,  "  do  not  be 
angry  with  me,  tell  me  if  you  care  for  Mr. 
Holland  ?" 

She  shook  her  head.  "  Clem,"  she  said,  "  I  want 
to  tell  you  something ;  Holland  is  your  enemy,  some 
day  I  will  tell  you  how  grateful  I  am  to  you  " 

"  It  is  such  a  trifle." 

"  More  than  my  life  depends  on  it." 

"  Is  it  so  serious  ?"  asked  Clem. 

"  We  have  both  fallen  on  sober  times,  Clem." 
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"  It  is  hard  to  believe  it,"  said  Clem,  "  one  sees 
around  him  nothing  but  pearls  and  diamonds^ 
bright  glances  and  winsome  smiles,  one  hears 
nothing  but  the  music  of  accordant  voices,  soft  an- 
swers and  winsome  flatteries.'' 

"  The  tiger  and  cobra  lurk  in  the  loveliest  vab 
leys  of  the  Orient,  Clem." 

"  'Tis  a  hard  combination  to  beat,"  said  Clem. 
"  You  look  more  earnest  than  you  did  in  the 
country,"  said  Grace.     "  Do  not  waltz  with  me  too 
long.     The  service  I  ask  of  you  is  vital  to  me; 
always  remember  that  Holland  hates  you." 

"  Why  does  he  hate  me  ?"  asked  Clem.  "  Our 
families  have  always  been  friendly;  may  I  hope 
that  he  is  jealous  ?" 

"  Jealous !"  asked  Grace,  with  an  arch  glance, 
as  though  the  word  were  unknown  to  her,  "  I  never 
thought  of  that;  is  it  not  an  exacting  feeling?" 

"  It  turns  a  man  into  a  devil." 

"  Into  what  does  it  turn  a  devil  ?"  she  asked. 

"  It  ought  to  turn  a  devil  into  a  man,  but  it  does 
not  work  both  ways.  Good  bye.  I  will  return  to- 
night, and  tell  you  that  I  have  obeyed  your  orders.'* 

"  I  will  not  thank  you  now,"  she  said,  and  a 
hunted  look  came  into  her  eyes.  "  I  so  need  a 
friend,  a  friend,  a  friend,"  she  repeated  in  a  voice 
trembling  with  feeling. 

Clem  led  her  back  to  Mrs.  McVickar  and  met 
Holland,  who  bowed  coldly  to  him,  and  who  was 
waiting  to  claim  Grace's  hand  for  the  next  dance. 
Clem  then  made  his  way  to  the  newel  post,  where 
he  found  Sergent  still  standing.  From  the  sleepy 
look  in  Sergent's  half  closed  eyes  Clem  knew  that  he 
saw  something  clearly. 
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"I  am  sure  of  it,"  said  Sergent,  breathing  a 
coinj>08ite  oath,  that  embraced  many  puni^^hments, 
"  it  is  so." 

"  What  is  so  ?" 

^*  We  have  drawn  the  first  blood ;  every  sport 
thinks  that  is  a  good  omen." 

"  Are  we  at  a  prize  fight  or  at  a  function  of  the 
Three  Hundred?" 

"  Don't  be  frivolous,  Clem,  these  men  are  prac- 
ticing against  your  reputation  and  yet  you  laugh. 
r>ook  out  of  the  corner  of  your  left  eye,  so,  you  see 
that  short  gentleman,  bewigged  and  bewhiskered, 
who  favors  you  somewhat  in  appearance?" 

"  The  deuce  you  say,"  said  Clem,  "  your  eye,- 
Sergent,  is  a  cracked  mirror." 

"  That  man  is  a  slick  article,"  said  Sergent,  "  but 
he  will  help  us  out;  I  can  answer  to  him.  See,  he 
twifltH  his  mouth  to  one  side,  as  though  he  were  try- 
ing to  bite  oflF  his  left  ear.  We  shall  be  the  first 
to  score  one." 

"  We  are  at  a  ball  match  ?" 

*'  I  fear,  Clem,  that  you  will  soon  be  at  a  hang- 
ing b(i0,  if  your  friends  are  not  wiser  than  you." 

"  T  must  leave  here  in  an  hour." 

"Tie  will  not  get  away,"  Sergent  chuckled, 
"  wlint  do  you  think  is  the  reason  ?  He  is  watch- 
ing to  see  that  you  do  not  get  away  from  him." 

Chm  flushed,  and  asked  Sergent  what  he  meant, 
but  Sergent,  who  was  a  first  nighter  and  loved  a 
climax,  would  not  be  hurried. 

"  I  will  narrate  to  you  a  short  story." 

Clem  groaned. 

"  Your  voice  seems  to  come  from  the  Dismal 
Swamp." 
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"  Don't  comment,  but  finish  in  the  name  of  the 
AH  Patient." 

"  Well,"  said  Sergent,  "  we  shall  get  on  faster 
without  these  interruptions." 

"  Has  your  story  any  merit  ?" 

"  It  has  no  merit,  except  it  is  told  by  the  child 
of  virtue  and  discretion.  One  day  after  our  army 
had  occupied  the  Province  of  Fumar  del  Baccho,  as 
General  Clay  and  his  wife  were  seated  in  their  tent, 
a  card  was  presented  to  them,  followed  by  a  man 
of  middle  age  and  pleasing  address.  He  said  that 
after  our  Civil  War  he  had  become  an  expert  in 
the  reconstruction  of  empires.  In  a  word  he  was 
hired  by  the  General  as  his  clerk,  at  a  salary  of  nine 
dollars  a  week.  You  have  never  seen  that  gentle- 
man there  before  ?     That  is  he." 

"  Never." 

"  Oh,  mole  and  son  of  a  mole,  how  fortunate  for 
you  that  your  friend  is  an  Argus  and  has  eyes  to 
burn.  I^^ow,  do  just  as  I  tell  you,  and  on  the  in- 
stant." 

Clem  thereupon  walked  with  an  indifferent  air 
towards  one  of  the  most  distant  rooms  of  Mrs.  Mc- 
Vickar's  house,  which  was  one  of  the  largest  in  the 
city.  He  felt  rather  than  saw  that  he  was  followed 
by  the  bewhiskered  Reconstructor  of  Empires.  A 
mirror  now  and  then  flashed  the  whole  situation 
upon  him,  and  he  observed  that  upon  the  hair  of 
the  shadow  trod  his  light-footed  friend,  Sergent,  like 
Ate,  whose  soft  feet,  avoiding  the  old  and  bald, 
press  heavily  upon  the  heads  of  hairy  men.  Clem 
at  length  reached  a  vacant  room,  when  the  action 
suddenly  quickened. 
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"Hands  all  around,"  said  Sergent,  and  in  a 
moment  Clem  had  turned,  sprung  upon  the  Recon- 
structor  and  was  encircling  his  wrists  with  fingers 
of  steel;  the  man's  face  became  crimson. 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?"  he  muttered  hoarsely, 
but  it  was  noticeable  that  he  made  no  outcry.  He 
struggled  desperately,  however,  to  free  himself,  but 
became  passive,  when  he  saw  that  his  efforts  were 
useless. 

"  Softly,  softly,"  said  Sergent,  stepping  forward, 
'^ youth  is  always  hasty;  we  are  all  friends  here^ 
remove  your  hands,  Clem,  our  guest  will  not  desert 
us." 

As  Sergent  spoke,  he  rested  his  right  hand  gently 
on  the  prisoner's  shoulder  and,  thrusting  his  left 
hand  into  a  pocket  of  his  swallowtail,  touched  the 
prisoner  with  the  end  of  his  coat.  This  acted  like 
a  magic  wand,  and  the  Reconstructor  sank  trem- 
bling into  a  chair. 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  Sergent,  "  I  want  to  tell  you 
a  tale.  Our  friend  will  listen  to  me  with  more  in- 
terest than  you,  Clem,  which  is  already  a  point  in 
his  favor.  There  once  lived  a  man,  who  was  great 
in  war,  great  in  peace  and  great  in  politics.  Thi^ 
hero  in  tripartite  had  a  beneficiary,  a  clerk,  who 
was  old  in  sin  and  seducive  arts,  but  thanks  to  his 
having  been  a  barber  in  his  youth  still  young  in 
appearance.  The  hero  and  his  clerk  had  a  little 
tiff.  It  arose  from  a  dispute  about  the  location  of 
a  jeweled  garter.  The  clerk  grew  somewhat 
heated  during  the  debate  and  retired  to  brood  over 
the  matter  in  parts  unknown.  But  though  wounded 
be  still  felt  grateful  and,  as  lovers  confide  the  names 
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of  their  mistreeses  to  the  tenacious  bark  of  trees, 
in  order  to  keep  his  benefactor's  name  fresh  in  his^ 
memory,  he  entrusted  it  to  small  pieces  of  paper." 

"  What  is  this  to  me  ?"  muttered  the  shadow. 

"  Nothing,  nothing,"  said  Sergent,  "  only  your 
face  shows  that  you  appreciate  clever  fables." 

Indeed,  in  more  truthful  answer  to  the  shadow's 
own  question,  Clem  saw  that  every  drop  of  blood 
had  left  his  face,  and  that  his  mouth  had  turned 
into  a  third  ear,  as  if  to  catch  the  hidden  meaning 
of  Sergent's  story. 

"  Some  of  these  pieces  of  paper  have  come  into 
my  possession,"  continued  Sergent,  at  which  a 
shiver  passed  over  the  shadow. 

"  The  law,"  continued  Sergent,  "  as  we  all  know, 
is  the  deadly  enemy  of  chirography.  Our  friend, 
the  clerk,  who  was  a  versatile  penman,  had,  with 
many  of  his  pupils,  been  often  made  the  victim  of 
this  hostility.  Strangely  enough,  while  the  clerk's 
pupils  at  such  times  entered  and  remained  in  prison, 
the  clerk  himself  through  the  kindness  of  the  prose- 
cuting attorney  was  always  allowed  the  liberties  of 
the  country.  But  in  this  case,"  Sergent's  voice 
sounded  like  cold  iron  grinding  through  a  warm 
body,  "  in  this  case  the  forger  will  not  be  allowed 
to  turn  State's  evidence." 

As  Sergent  was  speaking,  he  made  certain  passes 
around  the  shadow's  head,  and  the  next  moment  a 
wig  and  pair  of  martial  whiskers  were  lying  on 
the  table  beside  him. 

"  Cheeseborough,  as  I  supposed,"  said  Clem. 

"  Cheeseborough,  of  course,"  said  Sergent,  "  but 
it  is  Senor  Podrida,  whom  we  wish  to  identify. 
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This  worthy  Senor  was  once  at  a  picnic  near  Salt 
Lake  City;  there  he  was  so  unlucky  as  to  have  his 
left  ear  bitten  off  for  cause  by  the  thirteenth  wife 
of  a  Latter  Day  Saint,  a  Mormon  Elder,  named 
Increase  Monk,  a  French  convert,  whose  original 
name  was  Patrenotre." 

Sergent,  as  he  spoke,  deftly  removed  the  shadow's 
left  ear,  which  was  evidently  a  work  of  art  in  waK, 
and  placed  it  beside  his  other  trophies.  At  this  the 
shadow,  who  had  turned  into  stone,  clapped  his  hand 
to  his  head,  then,  uttering  a  stifled  cry,  threw  him- 
self at  Sergent's  feet  and  poured  forth  agonizing 
prayers  for  mercy. 

"  Tut,  tut,"  said  Sergent,  raising  him,  "  we  are 
all  friends ;  some  men  are  born  good,  others  become 
good  through  their  environment,  others  are  made 
good  against  their  will ;  wise  men  reject  none.  We 
wish  to  give  your  conscience  a  crutch;  we  want  to 
help  you;  we  offer  you  the  opportunity  of  a  life- 
time, or  of  a  life  sentence,"  he  added  in  more  dulcet 
tones. 

The  manner  of  the  shadow,  as  soon  as  he  saw  that 
he  could  escape  punishment,  at  once  changed.  A 
sly  knavish  look  took  the  place  of  his  expression  of 
terror. 

"  You  are  right,  friend,"  he  said  with  a  jumble 
of  figures  of  speech,  "  do  not  set  fire  to  the  mine ; 
it  is  a  fat  take ;  the  pool  swarms  with  big  suckers ; 
we  will  work  the  game  together;  I  will  take  the 
tacks  out  of  Mr.  Clough." 

As  the  shadow  spoke,  he  began  to  re-embody  him- 
self and  had  readjusted  his  waxen  ear,  when  Sergent 
stopped  him. 
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"  Not  SO  fast,"  he  said,  "  Mr.  Clough  wishes  to 
leave  the  house  without  being  known;  I  suppose 
there  is  some  one  on  guard  outside  ?" 

The  shadow  nodded. 

"  Clem,"  said  Sergent,  "  I  will  remain  with  the 
good  senor;  he  has  a  statement  to  make;  don't  say 
no  and  look  so  troubled  and  don't  try  to  run  away ; 
no  one  ever  got  away  from  me  yet.  A  written 
statement  always  makes  a  firm  foundation  for 
friendship  to  build  on.  Answer  me  a  few  questions 
first:  Holland  and  Drinkwater  are  conspiring  to 
have  Mr.  Clough  removed  from  his  office  as  Trustee 
of  the  Cooley  Estate,  are  they  not?" 

Cheeseboroiigh  nodded. 

"  They  charge  him  with  robbing  the  estate  ?" 

"  Yes." 

"  They  are  preparing  affidavits  and  tables  on 
which  to  base  their  charges,  are  they  not?" 

"  Yes." 

"  They  have  several  witnesses  ?" 

"  Yes." 

"  is  Roden  one  ?" 

"  Not  that  I  know  of/' 

"  When  are  they  going  to  move  ?" 

"  In  a  day  or  two  they  will  apply  to  the  Pro- 
thonotary  Court  for  an  order  to  show  Cause  on  short 
notice,  why  Mr.  Clough  should  not  be  removed  from 
his  office  as  executor." 

"  That  is  all,"  said  Sergent,  looking  at  Clem 
with  a  glance  of  pity,  in  which  perhaps  there  was 
mingled  something  of  triumph  at  the  tillth  of  hia 
own  prophecy. 

Clem  stood  silent   a   minute,   watching  his  two 
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friends,  one  of  them  a  friend  after  a  strange  fashion. 
Cheeseborough's  statement  •  confirmed  the  many 
warnings  which  Clem  had  received,  and  the  fact 
that  a  professional  criminal  had  taken  part  in  the 
conspiracy  gave  it  a  darker  color.  Clem's  heart 
grew  older,  colder  and  more  revengeful.  An  in- 
stinct before  unknown  to  him,  the  latent  fighting 
fury  of  generations  of  Puritans,  awoke  in  him.  The 
hand  of  some  Berserker  ancestor  swept  across  his 
heart  strings. 

"  What,"  he  thought,  "  shall  these  dog-faced  ba- 
boons practice  against  my  reputation  with  im- 
punity? Let  them  look  to  their  weapons.  Were 
I  alone  against  an  army  of  liars  I  would  crush  them 
all."  His  eyes  were  glaring  and  his  lips  felt  blood- 
thirsty. "  One  word,"  he  whispered.  He  must  have 
looked  changed,  for,  as  he  fixed  his  eye  on  Cheese- 
borough,  the  shadow  saxik  into  his  shadow,  "  one 
word,  my  friend.  You  will  do  well  to  be  true  to  us. 
A  wise  dog  never  bites  at  the  gods.  A  writer  has 
the  power  to  confer  on  the  most  insignificant  an  im- 
mortality of  infamy.  Do  not  betray  men  who  re- 
member their  friends,  and  who  do  not  forget  their 
enemies.  If  you  are  false  to  us,  I  will  punish  you 
in  such  fashion  that  hell's  tortures  shall  pity  you," 
and  he  added  a  curse  so  heart-felt,  that  it  seemed  of 
power  to  transform  a  populous  city  into  a  cemetery. 

"  Don't  be  hasty,"  said  Sergent,  placing  his  hand 
on  Clem's  shoulder;  "you  must  not  spend  your 
nervous  force  so  freely.  You  will  win  your  case 
by  figures,  not  fancies.  Our  friend  will  be  faith- 
ful; he  will  make  us  a  full  statement  of  what  he 
knows,     A  man  of  brains  is  never  wholly  bad.     I 
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will  bring  his  affidavit  to  your  office  early  to-morrow 
morning.  If  you  want  to  leave  the  house  to-night 
without  being  seen,  clap  on  his  head-gear;  bravo! 
your  own  mother  would  not  know  you.  Say  a 
plaisir  to  our  frank  friend,  the  senor.  ITever  fear, 
I  will  get  the  facts  out  of  him  if  I  have  to  turn  him 
on  a  gridiron.     We  will  get  to  work  to-morrow." 

A  few  minutes  later  Clem  left  the  house,  as  he 
fondly  imagined,  unknown  to  any  onlooker.  His 
step  was  singularly  light  and  airy. 

"  No  wonder,"  he  thought,  '^  I  have  been  trans- 
formed into  my  own  shadow ;  I  feel  for  all  the  world 
like  an  ex-President." 


CHAPTEE  V. 

Clem,  as  he  crossed  the  street^  turned  to  look  at 
Mm.  McVickar's  house.  It  stood  at  a  comer  of 
Sixth  Avenue,  on  the  north  side  of  Sixty-first  Street, 
tri  catch  the  winter  sunbeams.  The  center  of  the 
dwellings  of  the  gold-shod  denizens  of  New  York 
was  a  few  hundred  feet  south.  In  summer  the 
Central  Park,  with  its  varieties  of  trees  spread  a 
sea  of  foliage  before  it  Covered  with  fresh  vines 
and  vocal  with  the  chirping  of  sparrows,  even  then 
it  was  an  abode,  from  which  one  need  not  wander 
far  in  search  of  comfort.  Now  ablaze  with  lights, 
it  rocked  on  a  tremulous  sea  of  music,  while  across 
its  windows  like  miniature  yachts  floated  visions 
of  beauty.  A  group  of  spectators  had  gathered 
aroimd  the  door,  two  of  whom,  Clem  noticed,  de- 
tacilu^d  themselves  from  the  rest  and  went  in  op- 
I)OHito  directions. 

He  was  to  deliver  his  letter  at  eleven,  and  had 
luilf  an  hour  to  walk  a  mile.  As  he  strolled  on,  he 
rcfloctod  upon  the  comic  and  serious  sides  of  the 
])liiy,  in  which  ho  seemed  destined  to  have  a  part. 
Hurried  along  by  forces  beyond  his  control,  he  yet 
tried  to  find  some  rudder  by  which  to  guide  himself. 
Whether  the  mystery  surrounding  him  served  to 
hoighton  or  lessen  the  danger  he  could  not  tell. 
At  first  ho  had  not  believed  that  any  one,  whom  he 
know,  could  entertain  so  vindictive  a  hatred  against 
him,  or  resort  to  means  so  base  to  gratify  it,  and  he 
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felt  like   one  who   is   abruptly  challenged  by   a 
friendly  acquaintance  to  a  duel  d  la  mort. 

The  conviction  had,  however,  forced  itself  upon 
him,  that  he  was  engaging  in  a  struggle,  that  fore- 
boded ill  either  to  himself  or  others.  He  was  not 
unfamiliar  with  those  acute  or  lingering  legal  con- 
tests, from  which  one  or  both  parties  retire  bank- 
rupt in  purse  and  name.  Then  the  thought  of  Grace 
divided  his  mind,  appareled  common-place  objects 
in  beauty,  and  gave  even  the  quarrel  on  which  he 
was  entering  a  more  chivalrous  character. 

^^  Our  fears  must  be  exaggerated,^'  he  thought. 
"  Grace  will  be  pleased  to  have  me  win,  but  the 
fight  will  be  too  tame  for  a  spectator  to  enjoy  it; 
would  that  the  sides  were  more  evenly  matched; 
it  will  be  easy  to  prick  these  windbags ;  what  fools 
to  tilt  against  the  multiplication  table;  they  trust 
in  their  numbers,  but  the  wolf  never  counts  the 
sheep.  My  wrath  shall  fall  on  them  like  lightning 
on  a  house  of  cards ;  'tis  there,  'tis  gone.  Humph, 
I  fear  the  girl's  beauty  has  gone  to  my  head.  Per- 
haps her  trouble  is  greater  than  mine,  and  I  may 
yet  have  enough  of  field  fighting.  Beauty's  peril 
and  law's  hazard  may  each  suck  the  poison  from  the 
other,  or,"  he  added  with  a  glimmer  of  Yankee 
sense,  "  they  may  act  in  the  opposite  way.  'Tis 
a  pity  that  the  estate,  which  we  have  labored  so  hard 
to  save  from  wreck,  should  be  turned  into  a  free  law 
school.  What  Sergent  says  is  true.  'Tis  dangerous 
to  make  an  estate  prosperous ;  it  makes  it  too  shin- 
ing a  mark  for  sharks,  and  the  thanks  you  get  for 
fighting  them  are  those  given  by  burglars  to  a  cashier 
who  refuses  to  betray  the  combination  of  his  safe," 
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The  alchemy  of  youth,  however,  soon  changed 
Clem's  fear  into  the  pride  of  wearing  the  colors  of 
a  laily  in  distress.  Since  the  pleasant  days  at  Storm- 
crag  be  bad  seen  little  of  Grace.  At  such  times  he 
had  Ix-en  attentive  to  her,  but  had  never  renewed  the 
suit,  that  had  ended  oo  quickly  that  last  summer  even- 
ing. Grace  had  given  him  no  encouragement,  but  he 
wondered  why  that  had  sufficed  to  restrain  him. 
Except  his  boyish  love  and  the  unknown  whom  he 
had  seen  at  Saratoga,  he  had  never  met  a  girl  who 
had  so  attracted  him.  Her  presence  was  magnetic, 
the  charms  of  the  cloister  and  of  the  morning  peeped 
from  beneath  the  veil  of  her  beauty,  and  her  glance 
lit  the  thousand  candles,  that  illuminate  youth's  Pal- 
ace of  Delight. 

"  Yet,  alas,"  he  sighed,  "  she  has  not  fiUed  my 
heart  with  unreason ;  I  cannot  swear  that  she  alone 
18  Ix^autif ul ;  I  do  not  charge  her  with  a  crime,  if 
she  has  not  waited  for  my  coming;  I  do  not  wish 
to  kill  her,  if  she  has  ever  spoken  a  kind  word  to 
another.  Does  the  passion  of  first  love  debar  us 
from  a  kindred  madness?  Does  the  first  embodi- 
UKuit  of  our  ideal  like  the  ideal  itself  become  im- 
niortul  ?  Do  wo  blindly  change  a  woman  into  a 
pxldoss  to  rule  our  spirit  forever?  Even  if  we 
liav(^  erred,  can  no  witchcraft  lure  our  ideal  from 
tli(^  form  in  which  we  have  first  clothed  it  ?" 

(^lom,  as  ho  asked  himself  these  questions,  was  ap- 
])roaching  his  rendezvous,  which  stood  upon  the 
boundary  l)f  the  social  centre  of  New  York.  West 
of  this  strc^tohed  a  section,  which  embracing  many 
(*las9es  ended  at  the  river  bank  with  a  block  of  houses, 
which  had  been  christened  Hell's  Kitchen,     The  lo- 
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calities  of  this  composite  region  have  this  mark  in 
common,  that  they  have  banished  night,  and  uniting 
the  two  social  poles  merit  more  than  either  the  title 
of  the  land  of  the  midnight  sun. 

Clad  in  a  slouch  hat  and  a  long  overcoat,  Clem 
felt  secure  from  observation,  yet  for  the  first  time 
cast  scouting  glances  around  him.  All  his  life,  he 
thought,  he  had  been  in  search  of  new  sensations,  yet 
was  not  happy  at  the  prospect  of  his  wish  being 
gratified.  As  he  continued  his  walk  between  the 
eyeless  buildings  of  the  sleeping  city,  along  streets 
lit  only  by  gas  and  the  more  spectral  electric  lights, 
he  found  it  hard  to  believe,  that  the  tumults  fierce 
and  sweet,  which  had  just  filled  his  breast,  were  not 
unreal.  Soon  he  saw  signs,  that  he  was  approach- 
ing the  circumference  of  the  city's  night  life ;  here 
a  nighthawk,  the  unkind  title  of  the  guerilla  hack- 
man,  was  driving  his  deceptive  nag  at  breakneck 
speed;  there  a  band  of  rioters  were  rolling  home 
reeking  with  song  and  wine,  or  a  theatre  party  from 
the  country  were  hurried  on  towards  the  railroad 
station  by  the  rod  of  a  paterfamilias. 

Clem  had  now  reached  the  classic  haunt  known 
to  journalists  as  The  Hole,  a  restaurant  but  eight 
feet  wide  with  a  long  table  and  twenty  tributary 
chairs.  The  inner  wall  was  marked  by  a  hole  as 
large  as  the  eye  of  Polyhemus.  Through  this 
savory  aperture  peered  the  genial  face  of  the  Father 
of  Beefsteaks,  which  from  time  to  time  gave  way 
to  a  plate,  which  was  thrust  into  an  expectant  hand. 
On  this  plate  sizzled  a  steak  of  high  or  low  degree, 
ranging  from  the  humble  rump  through  the  bi- 
formed    porterhouse    to    the    true    Chataubriand 
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known  as  the  Horatian  from  its  being  the  sole  sur- 
vivor of  three.  Clem  looked  up  and  down  the  street 
but  no  one  addressed  him.  Then  he  entered  the 
grill  and  glancing  at  the  few  guests  saw  no  one 
who  seemed  to  expect  him.  Not  to  attract  atten- 
tion he  studied  the  pictures,  for  which  the  Hole,  like 
many  other  saloons,  is  famous. 

Preoccupied  though  he  was  he  could  not  but 
admire  the  works  of  so  famous  artists.  There  hung 
Washington  and  his  Horse  by  Hans  Holbein,  a 
subject  easily  distinguished  from  Death  and  his 
White  Horse  by  the  more  sober  appearance  of  the 
father  of  his  country;  on  either  side  of  this  patri- 
otic piece  smiled  the  Monk  and  the  Barmaid  or 
the  Idyll  of  the  Winecellar  by  a  pupil  of  La 
Trappe,  and  the  temptation  of  St.  Anthony,  an  in- 
fectious immortality  by  Fra  Angelico. 

Clem's  glance  again  searched  outside  and  inside 
the  restaurant  but  no  one  spoke  to  him.  He  looked 
at  the  clock,  it  was  after  eleven.  He  would  wait  a 
few  minutes  more.  What  should  he  do  ?  He  had 
just  come  from  a  dainty  spread,  but,  as  the  bouquet 
of  a  steak  in  transit  reached  his  nostrils,  a  savage 
hunger  seized  him.  Why  should  love  or  law  pre- 
vent his  enjoying  one  of  those  survivals,  to  enrich 
which  two  martyred  companions  had  given  their 
lifeblood?  Happy  hours  of  youth,  when  a  meal 
is  looked  upon  not  as  the  grave  but  as  the  cradle  of 
the  appetite! 

^'  I  must  wait  till  two  o'clock,"  he  thought  after 
burying  the  steak.  "  I  cannot  go  back  to  the  ball 
without  being  recognized.  How  shall  I  pass  away  the 
time?     I  will  visit  the  abodes  of  the  Duncans,  the 
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men  who  have  murdered  sleep,  the  nameless  namers 
of  fame,  the  magicians  of  the  press." 

Leaving  the  restaurant  and  stepping  westward 
he  soon  reached  a  region,  where  thousands  of  lights 
lent  life  to  the  scene.  A  dozen  theatres  were  pour- 
ing their  divergent  tides  in  all  directions.  Rows 
of  patient  hacks  were  breaking  up  and  bearing  their 
impoverished  inmates  to  hotel,  home  and  station. 
The  restaurateurs  were  bestirring  themselves  to  find 
seats  for  their  guests.  Here  a  policeman  was  lec^ 
turing  a  moistened  meanderer;  there  a  Spanish  in- 
cendiary was  selling  his  treacherous  stomachware 
to  the  copperlined ,  or  a  soft  voiced  damsel  inquired 
into  the  financial  standing  of  a  sport,  whose  pocket 
had  been  emptied  earlier  by  barkeeper  or  card 
sharper. 

Presently  the  low-roofed  temple  of  the  Northern 
Lights  lit  up  the  square,  which  Clem  had  reached. 
Its  servants  entering  in  and  issuing  forth  were  re- 
cording the  doings  of  the  world's  day.  At  this 
point  Clem  turning  south  eastward  soon  made  his 
way  to  an  apartment  house,  whose  portico  brought 
many  years  ago  from  Pompeii  made  it  a  landmark 
for  antiquarians.  Here  lived  Maurice  De  Wolfe, 
known  among  the  profession  as  the  Great,  a  friend 
of  Clem's,  who  finding  him  at  home  mounted  to 
the  tenth  story  and  was  cordially  welcomed.  It 
was  the  day  before  pay  day,  and,  as  De  Wolfe  was 
the  highest  paid  writer  in  the  city,  some  of  his  ad- 
mirers had  called  in  to  negotiate  what  they  am- 
bitiously called  tide-over  loans.  De  Wolfe  was  a 
man  in  the  early  prime  of  life  with  a  head  like 
Napoleon's,  of  a  graceful  figure,  with  searching 
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eyes  and  a  manner  without  pedantry.  A  man  of  the 
world,  a  professional  man^  or  a  German  specialist 
would  have  been  equally  deceived  in  thinking,  that 
his  character  had  but  one  facet. 

**  Clem,''  said  De  Wolfe  passing  him  a  cigar 
box,  '*  you  know  all  these  gentlemen,  if  you  have 
anything  to  say,  you  have  half  the  world  for  an 
audience." 

The  guests  laughed,  for  who  is  as  modest  as  a 
journalist  ? 

"  True  enough,"  said  Clem,  "  The  Corona,  The 
Xorthem  Lights,  The  Bema,  The  Star,  The  Day,  The 
Kazzle  Dazzle,  The  Lyceum,  they  speak  to  the  better 
half  of  the  world." 

"  Our  chief  had  rather  affacer  yesterday,'^  said 
the  Star  man ;  "  Potts  had  received  his  pay  for 
some  special  work;  as  he  lingered,  the  chief  asked 
him,  if  he  wanted  anything  else.  '  Yes,'  said  Potts 
meekly.  ^  What  is  it  V  asked  the  chief!  ^  I  would 
suggest,  that  you  change  the  name  of  your  paper.* 
^  What  shall  we  call  it  V  asked  the  chief  innocently. 
^  Suppose  instead  of  the  Star  we  call  it  the  Starver.'  " 

"  Well,  well,"  said  the  Day  man,  "  a  story  like 
that  wouldn't  be  listened  to  in  our  office.  'Twas 
only  yesterday  McDermot  asked  the  chief  for  a 
job.  *  I  haven't  a  job,'  said  the  chief,  ^  and  if  I 
had,  I  would  not  employ  you,  you  are  drunk.' 
^  Drunk,'  said  McDermot,  ^  of  course  Fm  drunk, 
do  you  suppose  that  any  man  would  be  such  a  fool 
as  to  ask  for  a  job  on  your  paper,  unless  he  were 
drunk  V  " 

"  That  story  is  a  classic,"  said  the  Lyceum 
man  sourly,     ^^  Our  paper  pays  us  largely  with  the 
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honor  of  writing  for  it.  A  short  time  since  I  went 
to  a  doctor  three  or  four  times.  At  length  he  said, 
^Who  are  you  and  what  is  your  business?  My 
drugs  would  move  mountains.'  *  I  am  on  the  Ly- 
ceum/ I  answered  proudly.  *  Oh/  he  said,  ^  why 
didn't  you  tell  me  before  '  " 

"  Don't  father  such  a  fly-blown  fable  as  that/' 
said  the  Bema.  "  When  I  was  on  the  Reformer,  the 
chief  asked  me  to  get  introduced  to  gambling  clubs 
and  publish  the  players'  names  and  games.  As  I 
had  a  wife  and  child,  I  did  not  want  to  tell  him  to  go 
to,  so  I  invented  a  dozen  clubs  and  filled  these  hells 
of  fancy  with  imaginary  sports;  the  police  had  a 
rare  himt  for  them." 

"  Clem,  if  you  have  any  bowels,"  said  De  Wolfe, 
"  give  the  toys  some  copy,  tell  them  about  the  habits 
of  millionaires,  what  they  eat,  drink  and  wear,  and 
how  they  nfake  their  money;  our  republicans  dote 
on  such  topics,  more  than  Egyptian  slaves  on  the 
gossip  of  the  palace.  What  a  strange  aristocracy 
the  press  is  manufacturing;  when  a  public  man 
passes  the  divide,  the  press  publishes  whatever  he 
says,  mostly  nonsense,  but  he  gets  thousands  of 
dollars  of  free  advertising.  Our  statesmen,  govern- 
ors and  presidents  are  all  deadheads  on  the  railroad 
of  fame,  their  fares  are  paid  by  penniless  journal- 
ists." 

"Yet  we  are  not  so  badly  o£F,"  said  the  Daz- 
zler,  "  we  earn  from  twenty  to  a  hundred  dollars 
a  week;  every  one  we  meet  likes  us  or  fears  us, 
which  amounts  to  the  same  thing." 

"  The  system  is  wrong,"  said  the  Lyceum. 

"How  would  you  alter  it,  Charon?" 
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Charon  was  a  nickname  the  Lyceum  man  had 
received  on  account  of  the  poetical  genius  he  showed 
in  his  funeral  notices^  wnich  had  lured  many  a 
lover  of  glory  to  his  grave. 

"  In  every  other  pi-ofession,"  said  Charon,  "  a 
man's  good  work  increases  his  reputation,  which  is 
his  capital.  But  as  journalists  cannot  sign  their 
names  to  their  articles,  after  twenty  years  they  are 
just  where  they  started." 

"  A  paper  with  signed  articles,"  said  the  Daz- 
zler,  "  stands  no  chance  against  an  anonymous 
paper.  Our  papers  have  the  mysterious  power  of 
Apollo;  unseen  our  archers  shoot  their  deadly  ar- 
rows out  of  the  night.  Our  great  dailies  have  led 
the  country  into  a  perpetual  ambuscade.  'Tis  a 
wonder  they  are  as  truthful  as  they  are." 

"  Journalists,"  said  Charon,  "  enter  their  pro- 
fession with  some  ideal  higher  than  money  making. 
Most  of  them  are  eating  their  hearts  out  v^ith  dis- 
appointed ambition.  From  the  outside  everything 
looks  happy  in  our  oflSces,  inside  a  hundred  martyrs 
are  writhing  in  agony  like  the  victims  of  the  Bull 
of  Phalaris." 

"The  Penumbra,"  said  the  ITorthem  Lights, "net- 
ted over  a  million  of  dollars  last  year ;  they  offered 
to  pay  any  accountant  we  wished  to  send  to  examine 
their  books. 

"  One-half  of  it  cold  blackmail,"  said  Charon ; 
"how  many  men  the  old  hangman  has  sodded;  no 
other  private  man  has  so  well  stocked  a  cemetery." 

"  I  got  an  Englishman  a  place  on  the  Pe- 
numbra a  fortnight  ago,"  said  De  Wolfe,  "he 
brought  me  a  letter  from  my  old  Oxbridge  tutof ;  ho 
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has  a  wife  and  three  children  j  he  has  been  boring 
me  ever  since  with  his  gratitude." 

"  I  have  met  him,''  said  the  Dazzler,  "  he 
always  has  some  bang  up  scandal.  They  have 
dubbed  him  Boanerges ;  ho  once  had  a  place  on  the 
Thunderer.  I  was  late  at  an  assignment  a  week 
ago,  and  he  let  me  read  his  copy." 

"  There  is  the  bell,  I  do  believe  he  is  here  now. 
Who  is  it  ?"  called  De  Wolfe  through  the  telephone. 

"Mr.  BuUwinkle." 

"  Tell  him  not  to  come  up,  I  am  out." 

"  He  has  gone  up  long  ago." 

"  I  will  not  introduce  him  to  you,  Clem,"  said 
De  Wolfe,  "  he  will  bone  you  for  copy,  and  he  has  a 
persuasive  touch." 

As  he  spoke  the  Englishman,  rosy-cheeked,  with 
his  collar,  cuffs,  shoes  and  h's  in  perfect  order,  but 
with  semi-criminal  pantaloons  and  a  carnal  necktie, 
entered  the  room  with  a  woe-begone  expression  upon 
his  genial  countenance,  and  seated  himself  beside 
De  Wolfe. 

"  I  wish  to  pay  you  my  debt,"  he  remarked  to 
De  Wolfe.  A  profound  and  incredulous  silence  fell 
upon  the  party,  .but  Boanerges  was  not  disturbed 
and  taking  from  his  pocket  a  small  ceramic  image 
passed  it  around. 

"  This  image,"  he  said  to  De  Wolfe,  "  was  stolen 
from  the  tomb  of  Rameses  I.  by  a  Hindu  priest. 
When  Delhi  was  looted  it  fell  into  the  hands  of  a 
British  officer,  from  whom  I  won  it  at  cards.  It 
is  an  image  of  the  God  of  Justice ;  ttere  are  hiero- 
glyphics on  it,  which  prophesy,  when  his  reign  will 
begin," 
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"  From  your  god's  appearance,"  said  Charon, 
"  his  reign,  not  to  speak  of  its  commencing,  is  about 
over,"  and  as  the  image  lacked  head,  legs,  wings 
and  arms  the  criticism  did  not  seem  void  of  a  certain 
cold-blooded  propriety. 

As  De  Wolfe  was  examining  it  courteously,  Bo- 
anerges again  said  to  him ;  *'  I  want  to  pay  you 
my  debt." 

De  Wolfe's  eyes  moistened,  and  again  a  thick 
silence  spread  over  the  room,  but  Boanerges  was  too 
absorbed  to  notice  it. 

"  I  owe  you  a  hundred  dollars,"  he  went  on,  "  this 
antique  is  worth  in  the  market  two  hundred  dollars, 
but  I  will  mark  it  down  to  one  hundred  and  fifty; 
take  it,  give  me  fifty  dollars  and  we  shall  be  square, 
except  my  debt  of  gratitude,  which  I  can  never  re- 
pay." 

De  Wolfe  took  him  into  the  next  room,  from  which 
they  soon  returned'  having  exchanged  countenances. 

'*  They  bounced  one  of  our  men  yesterday,"  said 
Boanerges  smiling ;  "  I  had  to  lend  him  five  dollars ; 
he  tried  to  foist  the  name  of  a  worthy  friend  of 
his,  a  tailor,  into  a  story  so  as  to  give  him  some 
free  advertising;  the  chief  caught  on  to  it  and 
shipped  him;  he  had  committed  the  unpardonable 
sin." 

"  The  old  camel-eater  doesn't  want  his  drivers  to 
swallow  gnats,"  said  Charon. 

De  Wolfe  went  into  his  pantry  to  get  some 
whiskey,  and,  while  he  was  gone,  Boanerges  remarked 
that  he  had  heard  that  the  chiefs  of  four  papers 
had  met  last  night  and  resolved  to  cut  wages  ten 
per  cent.    lii  storm  of  anger  followed  this  announce' 
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ment,  which  had  barely  subsided  when  De  Wolfe 
placed  on  the  table  two  bottles  of  whiskey  with  the 
trade-mark  of  Methuselah  &  Co. 

"  If  you  knew  what  I  know,"  said  Boanerges, 
as  he  poured  out  three  fingers  of  nectar,  "you 
would  not  be  so  cheerful." 

"  A  beat  ?"  cried  his  comrades  in  dismay. 

"  What  an  apple  of  discord  you  are,  BuUwinkle," 
said  De  Wolfe. 

"  It  is  not  a  beat,"  said  the  Englishman,  "  it  is  a 
rout,  a  tearing  up  by  the  roots,  a  wiping  out,  an 
annihilation." 

There  was  a  loud  jumble  of  words,  everybody  try- 
ing to  raise  his  voice  above  the  others. 

"  We  will  rob  him."  "  Give  us  a  piece."  "  You 
shan't  leave  the  room  alive." 

"  You  will  need  an  X  ray  to  get  it  out  of  me." 

"  We  shall  all  be  fired  if  we  miss  it." 

"  Oh,  give  the  boys  a  crumb,"  said  De  Wolfe. 

"  Well,"  said  Boanerges,  "  don't  betray  me.  The 
principal  is  an  executor  of  a  large  estate.  His 
family  are  connected  with  many  of  our  blue-blooded 
aristocrats.  He  is  short  fifty  thousand  dollars  in 
his  accounts.  His  confidential  clerk  has  been  en- 
gaged for  three  months  unknown  to  him  in  making 
affidavits  showing  his  shortage  by  hundreds  of  pages 
of  tables.  His  clerk  says  there  are  no  vouchers  to 
support  the  payments.  The  defaulter  has  been  ad- 
vised on  the  quiet  to  go  to  Canada." 

"  Is  he  innocent  ?"  said  Charon. 

"  Guilty  or  innocent,"  said  Boanerges,  *Tie  is  done 
for ;  they  will  sink  him  so  deep  in  their  cesspool  at 
the  first  push,  that  he  will  drown  before  he  comes  to 
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the  surface.  We  shall  give  him  a  whole  page  to- 
morrow; they  have  hurried  up  the  story  for  some 
reason ;  we  shall  make  it  a  leader,  that  will  be  some 
comfort  to  the  poor  devil ;  he  will  go  to  the  Inferno 
famous.  I  don't  dare  tell  you  more ;  the  chief  would 
blacklist  me,  if  he  knew  what  I  have  done ;  when  he 
fathers  a  case,  he  always  bargains  for  the  exclusive 
news.  You  can  make  a  column  out  of  what  I  have 
told  you.  You  have  heard  of  the  eccentric  Eli- 
phalet  Cooley;  it  is  his  estate." 

Clem  did  not  hear  the  words  that  followed;  he 
had  fainted ;  the  sudden  unmasking  of  the  plot 
against  his  good  name  had  been  too  great  a  strain 
upon  his  nerves.  He  knew  the  character  of  the 
Penumbra  and  its  chief,  who  was  one  of  the  most 
brilliant  blackmailers,  that  have  ever  directed  the 
destinies  of  the  Republic.  What  had  just  been  said 
of  him  was  flattery,  for  compared  with  him  Herod 
was  a  pelican.  In  a  country  governed  by  news- 
papers, what  power  has  an  individual  in  a  struggle 
against  a  great  daily  ?  What  chance  has  a  Prussian 
or  Russian  at  war  with  the  government?  And  his 
enemies  had  doubtless  retained  other  papers.  These 
thoughts  had  proved  too  much  for  Clem's  strength, 
and  he  had  fallen  prone.  His  ears  were  the  first 
of  his  organs  that  came  back  to  life. 

"  I  had  no  idea  it  was  he,"  said  Boanerges  with 
feeling,  "  can't  you  get  him  to  go  to  Canada  ?" 

**  I  couldn't  get  him  to  go  across  the  room,"  said 
De  Wolfe,  *^he  comes  of  fighting  stock.  Why  doesn't 
the  paper  call  and  get  his  side  of  the  story,  that  is 
the  usual  course." 

^*  The  paper's  story  is  taken  from  affidavits,  which 
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'will  Ve  filed  in  oourt^  just  before  the  story  is  pub- 
lisfhed ;  they  are  public  documents,  so  the  paper  will 
be  protected  from  a  libel  suit,  but  they  mean  to  kill 
him  at  the  first  blow." 

"  My  vouchers,''  thought  Clem,  "  has  Roden 
stolen  my  vouchers  ?" 

He  opened  his  eyes,  and  sitting  up  saw  himself 
encircled  by  the  keen  eyes  of  the  journalists. 

"  There  is  no  truth  in  the  statement  that  your 
paper  is  going  to  publish,"  he  said  to  Boanerges. 

"  I  know  your  accounts  are  right,"  said  De  Wolfe, 
"  tell  us  about  the  case." 

"  The  Cooley  Estate  owes  us  over  fifty  thousand 
dollars,  which  we  loaned  it  to  save  it  from  bank- 
ruptcy ;  even  if  my  clerk  has  stolen  our  vouchers,  I 
can  get  duplicates  of  them  easily  enough." 

"  I  wish  I  had  known  of  it  before,"  said  De 
Wolfe ;  "  is  there  time  to  stop  the  story  ?" 

"  You  can't  stop  it,"  said  Boanerges  solemnly, 
"  I  tell  you  in  confidence,  the  chief  is  to  be  paid  ten 
thousand  dollars  to  help  railroad  you,  and  I  over- 
heard a  lawyer  tell  him  yesterday,  that  the  judge 
was  fixed." 

"  That  is  a  lie,"  said  De  Wolfe,  "  there  is  no  more 
honest  judge  than  Reynolds.  Their  idea  is  to  oust 
you  from  your  office  as  executor  and  use  the  estate's 
money  and  your  own  to  keep  you  out." 

"  Meanwhile  they  vdll  bury  you  in  muck,"  said 
Charon.     "  Who  are  the  lawyers  ?" 

"  Smyler,  Tyreless  &  Stryker  are  one  firm." 

"My  father  was  killed  in  a  will  case  by  that 
firm,"  said  Charon,  "  they  were  younger  then  and 
they  used,  what  they  called  the  Tontine  system  in 
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their  tactics;  they  prolonged  the  litigation  till  the 
elders  died  and  left  them  to  scoop  the  pot." 

"  How  dare  they  invent  such  lies  about  me  ?" 
said  Cleni,  his  anger  slowly  rising.  "  How  many 
aflSdavits  are  there  ?'' 

"  Some  half  a  dozen,"  said  Boanerges,  "  there  is 
one  man  who  swears  from  knowledge." 

"  Koden  ?" 

"  That  is  his  name ;  the  rest  swear  on  information 
and  belief." 

"  Cowards  as  well  as  liars,"  said  Clem.  "  Every 
payment  was  made  by  check." 

"  Where  are  your  checks  ?"  said  De  Wolfe. 

"  In  my  safes ;  I  only  have  the  combinations ; 
but  my  vouchers  Koden  may  have  stolen,  them." 

Clem  looked  at  the  kind  faces  around  him; 
strange  that  his  friends  were  so  soon  to  become  his 
executioners. 

"  My  grandfather,"  he  said,  "  was  mobbed  for 
his  anti-slavery  principles.  When  his  friends  were 
binding  up  his  wounds,  they  asked  him  how  he  had 
felt.  ^  God  has  unveiled  himself  to  me,'  he  re- 
plied. Gentlemen,  the  press,  the  bar  and  the  purse 
are  powerful,  but  God,  the  multiplication  table  and 
myself  are  a  hard  combination  to  beat;  we  shall 
dowr.   hem  all." 

Suddenly  the  Englishman's  face  flushed  and  he 
reached  out  his  hand : 

"  I  have  a  wife  and  children,"  he  said,  "  but  say 
the  word  and  I  will  tear  up  my  story,  quit  the  vam- 
pire and  starve  like  a  gentleman." 

The  man  meant  it;  there  was  not  a  dry  eye  in 
the  room. 
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"  Friend,"  said  Clem,  taking  his  hand,  "  it  will 
do  me  no  good  for  you  to  ruin  yourself,  some  one 
else  will  write  up  the  story," 

"  Well,  I  will  suck  the  poison  out  of  it  and  make 
it  as  incredible  as  I  can." 

"  What  a  Janus  the  press  is,"  said  Charon,  "  it 
has  abolished  the  Bastile  and  the  Inquisition,  but 
is  not  the  remedy  worse  than  the  disease?  Their 
victims  were  occasional,  ours  are  our  daily  food." 

"  Nay,"  said  Clem,  "  but  for  the  press  we  should 
be  the  slaves  of  the  bigot  and  the  tyrant.  But  this 
conversation  grows  thirsty ;  please,  De  Wolfe,  order 
three  or  four  bottles  of  dry  Capet;  they  have  it 
here  freshly  cooled.  Gentlemen,"  he  said  gaily,  as 
the  glasses  were  filling,  ^^  ^Moriturus  vos  saluto/ 
will  you  not  drink  to  my  resurrection  ?  Neither  the 
praise  nor  the  blame  of  the  press  but  its  silence 
affects  the  true  believer;  drink  to  free  advertising 
blackletter  or  white : '  Cras  ingens/ 

*  To-night  we'H  drink  our  cares  away, 
To-morrow  brings  another  day.' 

Not  with  you,  messengers  of  gods  and  men,  is 
my  quarrel,  but  with  Agamemnon." 

The  gathering  broke  up,  and,  as  Clem  pressed  De 
Wolfe's  hand,  he  heard  some  one  whisper: 

"  By  God,  Charon,  what  a  nervy  stiff," 
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The  distant  stars  glimmered  through  the  garish 
lights,  as  Clem  passed  into  the  street.  The  wave  of 
passion,  that  had  swept  over  him,  was  at  its  flood, 
hut  so  potent  are  the  gentler  feelings  of  youth,  that 
soon  his  thoughts,  forgetful  of  himself,  returned  to 
Grace.  A  more  tender  feeling,  than  he  had  before 
felt  for  her,  softened  the  pain  of  his  own  wound. 

"  Is  sorrow,"  he  thought,  "  the  only  key  that  opens 
the  door  of  friendship  and  love  ?'' 

Whither  had  gone  the  confidence,  that  had  buoyed 
him  up  a  few  hours  before,  the  dream,  that,  as  hero 
of  the  tournament,  he  should,  after  a  few  swift  en- 
counters, jiame  Grace  the  Queen  of  Beauty  ?  Then, 
again,  the  eye  of  his  imagination  saw  her  with  the 
tell-tale  step  of  a  goddess  advance  from  the  throng 
of  her  companions  to  greet  him.  How  much  deeper 
than  before  was  the  meaning,  which  he  divined  in 
her  word  and  glance.  Then,  with  a  sudden  change, 
fancy  unveiled  a  flowery  isle  rocked  on  a  tumul- 
tuous sea  and  painted  him  with  one  fair  companion 
rescued  from  the  billows  and  happy  in  the  amorous 
solitude.  Revolving  these  follies  in  his  mind,  he 
moved  slowly  towards  the  rendezvous.  The  tide  of 
wayfarers  had  ebbed  away,  but  here  and  there  a 
tramp  was  driven  on  by  an  imaginary  locust,  or  a 
child  of  Mercury,  shod  with  rubber,  stole  ghostlike 
after  his  victim ;  or  a  physician  drove  by  with  mur- 
derous speed,  not  to  omit  the  vacant  but  costly 
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honors  of  the  death-bed.  Clem  dismissed  a  sus- 
picion that  he  Was  shadowed  by  the  reflection  that 
it  was  superfluous.  "  Why,"  he  sighed,  "  should 
my  enemies  waste  their  time  upon  a  corpse?  Some 
day  they  may  be  sorry,  that  they  did  not  cremate 
me." 

Then  occurred  an  incident  that  was  little  to  his 
credit.  As  he  was  approaching  41st  Street,  he 
caught  sight  of  the  words.  Turn  or  Bum,  which 
had  been  chalked  on  the  wall  by  some  member  of 
the  Reform  Club.  For  one  supefrstitious  moment 
he  was  divided  in  mind,  whether  to  carry  out  his 
trust  or  hasten  to  his  office,  telegraph  to  his  clerks 
and  at  once  begin  his  defence.  But  he  came  of  a 
family  famous  for  their  good  faith,  and  he  resisted 
the  temptation. 

As  he  drew  near  the  comer,  he  felt  what  a  differ- 
ence a  few  hours  had  made  in  his  life.  Suddenly 
he  was  bathed  in  sweat;  what  was  the  password? 
Had  he  forgotten  it  ?  What  would  Grace  think  of 
him?  He  remembered  once  going  to  call  on  a 
woman  and  forgetting  his  own  name,  when  the  serv- 
ant asked  for  it.  For  a  moment  he  felt  like  Ali 
Baba's  brother,  imprisoned  in  the  cave  soon  to  be 
his  tomb ;  "  Am  I  losing  my  mind  ?"  he  asked  him- 
self and  then  remembering,  that  the  letter  was  in 
his  pocket,  at  once  recalled  the  word,  and  that  the 
stranger  was  to  give  it  to  him. 

When. he  entered  the  restaurant,  he  found  two  or 
three  guests,  and,  what  was  unusual,  an  old  waiter 
bustling  about  the  table.  As  Clem  was  ten  minutes 
before  the  time,  he  took  a  seat  and  gave  an  order. 
Presently  four  more  guests  entered,  oika  ^  dfiftt^\^ 
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old  man,  another  an  Irishman,  the  third,  though  in 
an  American  dress,  clearly  a  Chinaman,  the  fourth, 
the  Chinaman's  companion,  a  woman,  who  from  her 
grace  of  manner  one  could  have  guessed  was  a 
French  woman,  and  who  was  well  known  to  Clem, 

"  Morty,"  he  thought,  "  what  is  she  doing  here  ?" 
He  looked  at  her  again,  but  received  no  sign  of  recog- 
nition. The  Irishman  called  for  some  mixed  ale 
and  mulligan,  the  old  man  for  a  Waldorf,  and  the 
Chinaman  for  a  Philipinoid,  a  mixture  of  arrack 
and  brandy,  as  he  explained  to  the  waiter.  Clem 
noticed  these  trifles,  as  he  glanced  furtively  at  the 
woman,  whose  face  was  like  a  window  opening  into 
another  world.  She  had  been  his  first  client,  and 
had  been  charged  with  having  removed  a  diamond 
stud  of  value.  Clem  had  had  her  bail  reduced  from 
five  to  one  thousand  dollars,  which  she  had  deposited 
in  court.  The  person  touched  had  been  paid  for  his 
stud  and  did  not  appear  against  her,  the  case  had 
been  called  and  dismissed,  and  she  had  been  repaid 
her  bail.  Clem  had  charged  her  nothing,  for  he 
had  not  wholly  liked  the  business,  and  in  return  she 
had  made  him  her  confessor.  She  had  been  im- 
ported by  a  society  known  as  the  French  Decoys, 
a  society  consisting  of  gentlemen  of  leisure  and 
women,  who,  in  addition  to  being  light  fingered,  had 
each  some  special  art  Their  nicknames.  Mile. 
Sauve  Qui  Pent,  La  Veuve  Rouge,  Mile.  De 
Rigueur,  Mile,  a  Quatre  Epingles,  Mile.  Faux  Pas 
Seul,  Mile.  Tout  Est  Perdu,  Mile.  Sans  Retour  and 
even  such  English  titles  as  the  Devil's  Divorcee,  the 
Melting.  Vampire,  Sleeping  Talon,  Cardinal  Kiss, 
Pocket  Moth  and  Blind  Alley,  were  suggestive  to 
a  word  fancier. 
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Clem's  client  had  been  known  as  I'Epouse  apres 
Mort,  the  Postmortem  Wife,  or  the  Prior  Wife. 
When  relatives  wished  to  contest  a  will  made  in 
a  wife's  favor,  Morty  figured  as  the  prior  wife; 
when  a  millionaire  died  unmarried,  she  unveiled 
herself  as  a  common-law  spouse.  She  never  lacked 
witnesses,  -and,  as  the  cases  were  settled  out  of  court, 
she  never  found  herself  overmamed.  Clem  had 
heard,  that  she  had  recently  made  an  alliance  with 
a  Chinaman  of  high  rank  in  the  Green  Goods 
Company.  Can  that  slender,  bright-eyed  knave, 
he  thought,  be  her  husband,  Fat  Sin  Appo?  The 
society  itself,  he  had  heard,  had  become  a  member 
of  the  Dark  Trust,  whose  uptown  offices  were  not  far 
distant.  '^  Now  that  the  green  goods  business  has 
petered  out  here,"  he  asked  himself,  "  what  will  Fat 
Sin's  layout  be  ?  Will  he  help  us  to  civilize  the  East 
and  undismayed  try  to  work  Manila  famous  for  its 
rope  ?  " 

The  old  waiter  now  drew  near  him  and  asking, 
if  he  could  be  of  service,  whispered,  "Ware  wolves." 
Clem  tried  to  appear  unconcerned  and,  seeing  that 
it  was  past  two  o'clock,  rose  and  left  the  room. 
The  last  four  guests  followed  him  into  the  street,  an 
incident,  which,  coupled  with  the  waiter's  warning, 
at  first  made  him  keep  his  eyes  about  him.  He  was 
not  surprised,  that  no  one  had  called  for  his  letter,  as 
the  person,  to  whom  it  was  addressed,  had  doubtless 
been  warned  before  him.  Full  of  regret  at  his  fail- 
ure, after  lingering  a  few  minutes  longer,  he  started 
to  return  to  Mrs.  McVickar's,  as  he  had  promised. 

Tired  and  baffled,  he  now  felt  that  he  was  playing 
the  game  of  life,  in  what  sportsmen  call  ill  luck. 
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that  in  fiome  mysterious  way  fortune  herself  was 
working  against  him.  Xothing  is  more  depressing 
than  this  superstition.  Over  men  vanity,  if  nothing 
else,  prompts  us  to  hope  for  victory ;  but  ill  fares  it 
with  individuals,  no  less  than  with  armies,  when 
they  begin  to  fear  that  nature's  unseen  forces  are 
hostile.  AH  that  was  now  left  of  his  high  spirits 
was  the  Anglo-Saxon  resolve  to  fight  to  a  finish.  He 
had  by  this  time  reached  a  point  between  two  of 
what  are  known  as  the  Cinq  Pates,  a  few  hundred 
feet  north  of  the  restaurant.  These  blocks  had  for- 
merly belonged  to  the  Astorgiora  Gerard  family  and 
were  noted  as  reaching  under  one  title  from  the 
center  of  the  elite  district  to  the  heart  of  Hell's 
Kitchen.  Had  Clem  been  less  concerned  about 
Grace,  he  might  have  continued  more  circumspect. 
Yet  the  gentle  easily  fall  into  the  error  of  thinking, 
that  the  base  have  exhausted  their  wrath  or  have 
reacluHl  a  moral  line,  beyond  which  they  will  not 
pass.  ^  My  enemies,'  he  reflected,  ^  think  that  they 
have  destroyed  me;  what  more  can  they  wish? 
As  ho  reached  the  middle  of  the  block,  he  was  aware 
that  the  woman,  whom  he  had  recognized,  was  walk- 
ing beside  him,  with  the  Chinaman  a  few  feet  be- 
hind her. 

"  Cheri/'  she  said  in  a  loud  voice,  "  will  you  not 
come  with  me?  I  won't  hurt  you,"  then  quickly 
whisj)orod,  '^  I  remember  you;  prenez  garde,  courez, 
vUe  !  rile  r  But  before  Clem  could  take  a  step,  her 
(H>uipaiiion,  swift  as  the  shadow  of  a  hawk,  was  upon 
him  with  hia  knife. 

**  Villain,"  he  cried,  as  he  aimed  a  blow  at  Clem 
too  sudden  to  be  guarded,  **  will  vou  assault  my 
wife  ?" 
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Clem  was  surprised  at  the  attack,  but  more  sur- 
prised to  see  the  knife  bury  itself  in  an  arm,  that  had 
been  thrust  forward  to  shield  him.  The  next  min- 
ute Clem  had  kicked  the  villain  off  and  held  him  at 
bay  with  his  blackthorn  cane.  But  Appo,  who  had 
Irish  blood  in  his  veins,  fought  like  a  Carolina  game 
cock.  Again  he  sprang  forward,  but  Clem,  using 
his  cane  as  a  rapier,  touched  the  Celestial,  where  the 
diaphragm  joins  the  lungs,  Appo  sank  with  a  groan, 
and  Clem,  striking  the  knife  from  his  hand,  secured 
it  and  turned  from  the  sullen  mass  of  inhumanity 
to  his  preserver. 

"  How  could  you,  Morty  ?  "  he  said  and  was  cut- 
ting the  dress  from  the  wound,  when  she  whispered : 
"  Laissez  moi!     Sauve  toi!  vite!  vite! 

He  did  not  answer  her,  but,  binding  the  wound  as 
well  as  he  could  with  his  handkerchief,  called  for 
aid.  A  minute  later  a  hack  drove  up,  out  of  which 
jumped  two  men,  whom  he  recognized  as  the  old 
man  and  the  Irishman,  whom  he  had  just  seen  at 
the  restaurant.  As  they  were  running  towards  him, 
up  sprang  Appo's  ghost  and  hissing,  "  I'll  choke 
your  life  out,  you  lady  dog,"  clasped  his  wife's 
throat  with  his  hands.  Before  Clem  could  pull  him 
off,  the  old  man  had  checked  him  with  a  word. 

"  Quit,  you  pepper  box  from  Hell's  Kitchen,  or 
I'll  snuff  you  out,"  he  cried. 

"  Isn't  this  a  free  country,  can't  I  kill  my  own 
wife  ? "  asked  the  Yellow  Terror  indignantly. 

"  Muffle  your  clapper,  or  I'll  toll  it  for  you,"  said 
the  old  man.  "  These  are  white  goods ;  who  gave 
you  leave  to  rouge  them ;  you  knew  it  wasn't  a  still 
deal." 


80  THE   DEUCE   OF  HEARTS. 

Theu  first  Clem  realized,  that  the  plot  against 
him  was  no  longer  a  thing  of  affidavits  alone,  but  of 
blows  and  bullets  as  well.  His  chief  thought  was 
how  to  help  his  preserver ;  perhaps  the  hackman  was 
innocent 

"  Driver/'  he  called  to  him,  "  I  will  pay  you  fifty 
dollars  to  bring  a  doctor  and  an  ambulance.'' 

The  hackman,  paralized  by  a  divided  duty,  looked 
from  Clem  to  his  passenger  with  glances  of  mingled 
fear  and  regret. 

"  I'll  serve  him,"  cried  the  Irishman. 

"  Why  take  the  trouble  to  serve  him  ?"  asked  the 
old  man. 

"  Perjury  is  too  precious  to  be  wasted.  Young 
man,"  he  turned  to  Clem,  "  you'll  be  wanted  next 
Tuesday;  be  sure  and  be  on  hand,"  and,  grinning, 
he  thrust  a  bundle  of  papers  a  foot  in  circumference 
into  Clem's  hands. 

"  Driver,"  said  the  old  man  sharply,  "  call  an 
ambulance  and  have  this  woman  taken  to  Flint  Hos- 
pital; she'll  not  squeal.  What  horse  luck!  The 
fool  has  set  a  trap  for  himself,  after  he  has  been 
caught  in  our  own.  I  arrest  you,"  he  said  to  Clem, 
throwing  back  the  lapel  of  his  coat  and  showing  a 
shield. 

"  On  what  charge  ?" 

"  On  any  charge  you  want,"  he  answered  obliging- 
ly, "  embezzlement,  theft,  assault,  murder,  if  you 
insist  on  it." 

Clem,  drawing  back,  clasped  his  stick  in  one  hand 
and  his  knife  in  the  other.  What  followed  he  would 
have  found  it  hard  to  describe,  the  sudden  onslaught 
of  the  three  men,  the  pleasure  of  catching  the  Irish- 
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man  in  the  stomach  with  his  foot  and  seeing  him 
double  up  with  a  sickly  expression,  the  old  man 
springing  upon  him  with  a  club  and  battering  down 
his  guard;  then  a  stream  of  blood  spurted  over  his 
face;  he  was  rolling  over  the  ground,  part  of  a  writh- 
ingmass  of  profane  bodies; he  called  for  help, but  be- 
fore he  could  repeat  his  cry,  he  was  gagged,  his  hands 
were  tied  and  he  was  tossed  into  what  he  supposed 
was  a  carriage,  where  he  found  himself  in  a  state  of 
rest,  still  half  alive,  waiting  with  the  composure  of 
exhaustion  for  a  conclusive  stroke.  His  fear  was 
not  without  excuse,  for  presently  he  heard  the  Irish- 
man exclaim  in  a  genial  voice,  "  Let  me  get  at  him ; 
it  was  a  foul  blow ;  it's  I  that  am  broken  in  two  in 
ten  pieces;  the  curse  of  Cromwell  on  him!  by  the 
Holy  Mother,  Til  knife  the  bloke." 

"  It  isn't  a  flush,  you  fool,"  said  the  old  man's 
voice,  "  he  is  to  be  delivered  without  a  crack ;  be- 
sides, if  a  man  is  to  be  physicked,  it  must  be  acci- 
dental ;  he  must  get  lost  in  the  shuffle.  Has  the  girl 
gone?  Come  in  and  sit  down.  Whip  up,  driver. 
I'll  choke  Fat  Sin  with  his  own  pigtail  for  this." 

The  debate  and  Clem's  fear  of  immediate  death 
came  to  an  end ;  the  carriage  began  to  move  slowly 
at  first,  then  mor^  quickly  and  after  a  few  long  min- 
utes stopped. 

^^  McNeil,  said  the  old  man,  "  look  alive  and  get 
a  cover ;  we  don't  want  every  one  to  see  the  works." 

A  man  left  the  carriage,  and  on  his  return  Clem 
was  thrust  into  a  bag,  carried  up  two  flights  of  stairs 
with  scant  ceremony  and  tossed  on  the  floor. 

"  Open  the  bag  and  let  him  breathe,"  said  the  old 
man,  walking  away. 

^^  Open  nothing,"  said  the  Milesian.     "  It  is  a 
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coffin  lid  I  should  like  to  shut  tight  on  him  and  ham- 
mer down  the  nails,"  and,  suiting  the  aotion  to  the 
word,  he  stamped  on  Clem  two  or  three  times  with 
his  eloquent  hoofs. 

Blindfolded,  gagged  and  half  suffocated,  Clem 
was  then  left  alone  to  his  reflections.  Presently  a 
man's  voice  made  him  prick  up  his  ears,  he  must  be 
in  error,  no,  he  could  not  be  mistaken,  it  was  surely 
Ketcham's  voice.  Clem  trembled,  for  Ketcham 
was  a  man,  whom  all  men  hated  and  feared.  Some 
years  before,  a  Judge  of  the  higher  court,  he  was 
said  to  have  made  a  million  of  dollars  by  the  sale  of 
his  decisions.  He  was  now  President  of  the  Society 
for  the  Abolition  of  Evil  and  said  to  be  one  of  the 
Trustees  of  the  Dark  Trust.  As  Clem  was  think- 
ing of  these  facts,  Ketcham  relit  the  gas  and  touched 

a  bell. 

"  Tell  Madame  to  come  here,"  he  said,  and  added 
snappishly,  "  Snakes,  they  are  hurrying  up  that 
Clough  case;  they  want  three  or  four  more  wit- 
nesses." 

"  Specialists  ?" 

"  Two  handwriting  and  two  imiversal  experts  to 
prove,  that  he  forged  something  or  other ;  it's  child 
play.  Why  don't  they  indict  him  and  have  done  with 
it  ?  They  can  send  him  up  on  a  dozen  charges ;  they 
are  novices,  but  ttey  have  millions  and  are  worth 
teaching.  Send  your  witnesses  to  Smyler's  office 
to-morrow.  The  messenger  went  away  and  a  lighter 
step  entered  the  room. 

"  Sauve,"  said  Ketcham,  "  we  want  half  a  dozen 
pictures  taken,  pick  out  handsome  girls  and  make 
the  dates  different." 

"  Is  he  a  married  man  ?"  asked  a  wpnian's  voice. 
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"  No,  they  want  to  break  off  a  match." 

"  How  soon  do  you  want  them  ?" 

"  To-morrow  or  next  day." 

"  You  shall  have  them  to-morrow." 

"  Please  send  Shang  to  me,"  said  Ketcham,  and 
presently  Clem  heard  a  heavier  step.  "  What 
news,  Shang  ? " 

"  Our  attorneys  say  there  is  great  excitement  over 
the  Fish  robbery ;  if  we  can  furnish  some  one  to  sat- 
isfy the  public,  the  burglars'  bankers  will  pay  well." 

"  How  provoking,  Clough  is  just  the  article ;  big 
interests  want  him  put  out  of  the  way,  but  *they  are 
squeamish ;  I'll  see,  if  I  can't  get  them  to  let  him  go 
up,  then  we  shall  win  both  ways.  Where  is  Homer  ? 
he  is  keeping  us  here  all  night ;  the  old  man's  eyes 
are  failing  him;  he'll  soon  be  as  blind  as  his  an- 
cestor," he  muttered,  as  his  last  visitor  left  him,  and 
he  again  rang:  "  Go  and  send  some  one  to  see,  what 
has  become  of  Homer." 

"  Homer,"  said  a  new  voice,  "  he  has  been  back 
half  an  hour." 

"  What,"  cried  Ketcham,  "  failed !  the  coward 
to  keep  away ;  send  him  here  at  once." 

Clem  was  bathed  in  sweat;  soon  Ketcham  would 
know  that  he  had  been  overheard ;  what,  then,  would 
Clem's  life  be  worth  ?•  A  minute  later  some  one  en- 
tered the  room. 

"  So  you  have  bungled  ? "  asked  Ketcham,  "  you 
didn't  dare  tell  me  ?" 

"Bungled,  no,  he  is  here,  there  he  is,"  said  the  old 
man,  in  a  voice  frozen  with  fear. 

"  Here !"  cried  Ketdham,  "  where  ?"  he  sprang 
from  his  seat  and  came  to  where  Clem  lay;  "by 
God,  if  I  thought  he — ^why  didn't  you  tell  me  ?" 
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"  I  thought  McNeil " 

"  Thought !     What  business  had  you  to  think  ?" 

Clem  felt  the  men's  eyes  burning  through  the 
bag. 

"  Take  him  out  and  lay  him  on  the  table ;  he  seems 
unconscious;  he  looks  like  a  countryman;  what  a 
come-on  he  is.'' 

"  If  he  has  heard  anything,"  said  Homer  in  per- 
suasive tones,  '^  it  is  but  to  place  him  like  a  cold  joint 
on  a  side  table  in  Hell's  Kitchen." 

"  There  was  nothing  for  him  to  hear,"  said 
Ketcham,  "  don't  make  any  of  your  villainous  sug- 
gestions to  me ;  you  might  test  him  though." 

Clem  knew  that  his  life  depended  on  his  discre- 
tion ;  he  felt  the  point  of  a  knife  tickling  his  eyelids, 
and,  opening  them  slowly,  saw  two  wolfish  faces 
bending  over  him. 

"  My  young  friend,"  said  Ketcham,  blandly,  "  did 
you  hear  what  was  said  ?" 

"  Yes." 

"  What  was  it  ?" 

"  You  might  best  him,"  said  Clem,  shutting  his 
eyes  sleepily. 

"  He  seems  safe,"  muttered  Ketcham,  "  you  must 
have  hypped  him ;  give  him  another  dose." 

Homer  did  not  contradict  his  chief,  and  Clem  felt 
a  morphine  needle  pricking  into  his  flesh.  He  pre- 
tended to  fall  into  a  state  of  coma,  and  the  old  man 
left  his  work  half  done. 

"  Go,"  said  Ketcham,  "  send  Shang  here  again." 

"  Shang,"  he  said,  when  the  newcomer  had  ar- 
rived, "  there  is  a  little  private  business  that  might 
profit  us  both.    This  man  Clough  here  is  in  the 
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way  of  men  worth  millions  of  dollars.  If  he  is  re- 
moved quietly,  we  shall  have  a  cinch  on  his  enemies, 
and  they  will  pay  us  big  money,  more  than  we  can 
get  by  selling  him  to  Middle  of  the  Night  Men  as  a 
substitute." 

"  No,  no,"  said  Shang,  "  such  tricks  are  for 
younger  men ;  no  dreams  of  the  gallows  for  me,  they 
no  longer  make  sleep  sweeter." 

"  You  misunderstand  me,"  said  the  President, 
^'  I  only  speak  of  removing  him  for  a  time ;  we  will 
keep  him  in  warm  storage.  The  millionaires  will 
think,  we  have  gone  farther  than  we  have,  they  will 
suppose  he  has  resigned,  they  will  be  bound  to  us  by 
hooks  of  steel,  through  their  fear  that  we  shall  be- 
tray them ;  they  will  pay  us  whatever  we  ask." 

Clem  did  not  hear  the  rest  of  their  conversation ; 
his  skin  had  turned  to  goose  flesh ;  the  hairs  of  his 
head  were  all  standing  on  end ;  his  heart  had  ceased 
to  beat.  He  felt  as  dumb  animals  feel,  if  they  are 
prescient,  when  they  enter  a  slaughter  house  to 
emerge  a  minute  later  in  a  hundred  new  and  useful 
forms.  The  murderer's  coy  understudy  must  have 
gone  away  softly,  for  soon  Clem  was  conscious  of 
but  one  ghoul  standing  over  him,  who,  after  a  min- 
ute's silence,  muttered: 

"  I'll  pretend  to  translate  him,  or  perhaps  it  will 
be  safer  to  do  him.  It  will  tether  Holland  to  me  for 
good ;  I  can  make  a  million  out  of  the  jealous  fool 
and  turn  saint.  He  will  always  be  afraid  of  my 
fastening  the  go-out  on  him.  Shang  shall  know 
nothing  of  his  flight;  it  is  but  a  piUow  and  a  puff  of 
wind,  and  the  fishes  alone  will  be  the  wiser." 

Clem  heard  no  more,  night  and  silence  wrapt  him 
bod;  and  soul. 


CHAPTEE  VII. 

Clem's  sleep  was  not  iintroubled ;  he  was  in  a  vam- 
pire's cave ;  one  of  the  foul  mouths  of  the  night  had 
fastened  upon  his  veins;  then,  hurried  away  by 
harsh  hands,  he  lay  bound  upon  the  altar  of  Mam- 
mon ;  grizzly  eyes  glared  at  him,  and  a  sea  of  bloated 
faces  surged  around  him ;  savage  voices  sang  the  Te 
Deum;  he  saw  the  flash  of  a  knife,  as  it  rose  and 
fell;  he  heard  the  thirsty  communicants  shrill, 
"Who  has  defrauded  us?  who  has  drained  his 
blood  ?"  He  gasped,  and,  wiping  the  icy  sweat  from 
his  brow,  dreamed  that  he  was  awake. 

From  force  of  habit  he  began  to  reason  calmly.  No 
lawyers  of  standing  would  conspire  to  ruin  him.  But 
a  few  weeks  since,  all  the  leaders  of  the  bar  had  re- 
fused a  case  fat  with  fees.  A  testator's  children  had 
disputed  a  will,  which  left  a  third  of  his  property 
to  their  stepmother,  and  they  had  been  obliged  to 
retain  two  professional  misogynists,  Armenians  by 
birth,  who  had  once  been  keepers  of  the  Sultan's 
Seraglio. 

How  could  Drinkwater,  a  patent  Falstaff,  be 
privy  to  so  wicked  a  plot  ?  It  is  true  that  Clem  had 
once  hurt  his  vanity.  In  arguing  a  motion  in  the 
Firebane  suit,  he  had  insisted  that  Clem,  his  co- 
counsel,  should  speak  first,  with  a  warmth  that 
showed  that  he  was  afraid,  that  otherwise  Clem 
would  borrow  from  his  argument.  Thereupon  Clem, 
who  had  intended  to  say  but  a  few  words,  being 
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master  of  the  subject  had  cut  the  ground  from  under 
Drinkwater's  speech.  For  so  trifling  an  injury 
would  he  take  so  cruel  a  revenge? 

Then  the  teeth  of  Clem's  reason  struck  against  a 
gritty  substance.  He  remembered  that  Judge  Mc- 
Nab's  office  had  always  served  their  papers  in  ad- 
vance of  other  firms.  The  Judge,  it  transpired, 
had  two  process  servers,  one  of  whom,  on  nearing 
the  house  of  a  man  to  be  served,  would  point  out  a 
passerby  and  ask  the  other,  ^^Is  not  that  our  party?" 
to  which  the  confederate  would  frankly  reply,  '^I 
know  him  as  well,  as  I  know  my  own  father, 
he  will  serve  as  well  as  another."  The  name  of 
one  of  these  worthies  was  Homer,  of  the  other  Mc- 
Neil. Clem  then  recalled  but  too  clearly  the  grin- 
ning process  server,  the  roll  of  papers,  the  return 
day,  Tuesday;  he  could  not  brush  them  away;  alas  I 
he  could  no  longer  even  dream  of  immunity.  Then 
overcome  by  the  opiate  he  fell  into  a  profound 
slumber. 

When  at  length  he  again  opened  his  eyes,  it  was 
broad  daylight.  Dreary  was  his  awakening  from 
so  melodramatic  a  nightmare.  Looking  around 
him,  he  found  himself  Ijdng  on  the  floor  of  a  room 
some  twenty  feet  square  with  barred  windows,  bare 
of  every  living  thing  except  himself.  How  he 
cursed  the  blindness,  that  had  led  him  into  the 
ditch!  Imprisoned,  when  his  enemies  were  free, 
helpless,  when  others  needed  aid,  like  a  rat  in  a 
trap,  he  would  only  be  let  out  to  furnish  sport  for 
cat  and  cur.  He  thought  of  his  mother,  his  brother 
and  Grace  with  poignant  agony. 
Grown  calmer  he  tried  to  reflect  on  tEe  causes, 
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that  had  brought  him  to  this  pass  in  as  Socratic  a 
method  as  possible.  Though,  perhaps,  had  Socra- 
tes, instead  of  posing  before  the  eye  of  the  world, 
lacked  even  the  glance  of  his  murderers  to  light 
him  to  his  tomb,  he  might  have  been  less  philo- 
sophic. Clem  now  measured  more  truly  the  forces 
that  were  uniting  for  his  destruction.  Drink- 
water's  ambition  to  be  the  sole  winner  of  the  pat- 
ent suit  had  started  the  plot  against  him.  Smyler, 
Tyreless  &  Stryker  and  the  other  lawyers,  who  had 
gained  control  of  the  Cooley  heirs,  had  joined  with 
him.  Could  they  oust  Clem  and  become  the 
estate's  attorneys,  fortimes  awaited  them  all. 
They  had  fired  Roden's  cupidity  by  promises  of  re- 
ward. For  months  they  had  been  inventing  state- 
ments and  tables  and  surrounding  them  with  life- 
like details  to  turn  them  into  deadly  affidavits. 
Holland's  jealousy  had  supplied  them  with  money. 
They  had  spread  rumors,  that  he  had  fled  to  Canada, 
They  had  had  him  served  with  an  order  to  appear  at 
court  on  Tuesday  next.  To-morrow  the  newspapers 
would  bury  his  name  a  mile  deep  in  mud.  Im- 
prisoned till  after  the  day,  when  he  had  been  cited 
to  appear,  who  would  answer  for  him  ?  The  con- 
federates would  laugh  and  say,  that  they  had  read  in 
the  papers,  that  he  was  fishing  in  Canada.  How 
could  he  open  his  default?  Who  would  believe 
the  Arabian  Nights'  tale,  that  he  would  oppose  to 
this  close  woven  rope  of  circumstance?  It  would 
hang  the  Angel  Gabriel. 

And  Keteham  with  his  murderous  crew  now  had 
the  ball;  how  far  would  he  carry  on  the  game! 
Clem  reflected,  how  often  an  agent  goes  beyond  the 
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command  of  his  principal,  sometimes  to  gratify  a 
private  grudge,  sometimes  in  hope  to  please  an  em- 
ployer by  carrying  out  his  unspoken  wishes,  some- 
times from  the  darker  purpose  of  getting  his  princi- 
pal in  his  power,  by  making  him  an  accomplice  in 
his  guilt. 

Strange,  Clem  did  not  hate  Ketcham  with  such 
fervor  as  Holland.  Crime  was  the  profession  of 
the  former,  of  the  latter  he  had  hoped  for  higher 
things.  Then  he  recalled  Ketcham's  words,  "per- 
haps it  will  be  safer  to  do  him."  He  shuddered  to 
think,  that  he  was  now  but  a  card  in  the  cold  deck  of 
a  sharper ;  that  his  life  or  death  hung  upon  the  ques- 
tion which  would  increase  the  fee  of  a  ghoul. 

Then  Clem's  passions  ran  away  with  his  reason. 
His  thoughts  came  clothed  in  sulphurous  oaths ;  they 
pierced  his  soul  like  rusty  sword  blades;  curses 
against  God  and  man,  mingling  with  prayers  for  his 
mother  and  brother,  gave  flesh  and  color  to  his  an- 
alysis. What  would  become  of  them?  How  his 
mother's  heart  would  be  rent,  when  she  heard  of  the 
breath  of  slander  fretting  his  name.  She  would 
never  believe  that  he  had  run  away,  she  would 
know  he  had  been  killed  and  would  go  mad  with 
grief.  And  Grace,  would  she  believe  that  he  had 
been  true  to  her?  Could  he  only  see  them  all  once 
more,  meet  his  enemies  sword  in  hand,  and  live  or 
die  like  a  man! 

But  to  be  nailed  up  in  this  temple  of  in- 
famy! "It  cannot  be,  it  cannot  be!'*  he  cried, 
"  Thou,  God,  will  not  permit  the  innocent  to  die 
unheard!"  Then,  like  an  ague,  a  wave  of  doubt 
swept  over  his  fever.     The  record  of  evil  deeds  un- 
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punished  unrolled  itself  before  him,  martyrs  to  the 
cross,  to  freedom,  to  truth,  nations  passing  under 
the  shadow  of  the  horsetail,  wasted  by  Spaniard  and 
Austrian,  annihilated  by  Hun  and  Mongol,  who  was 
he,  that  God  should  look  upon  his  ease  ?  "  But  Thou 
shalt  look  upon  it  I"  he  cried.  *^  Art  Thou  God,  the 
Forgetter  ?  Wilt  Thou  suffer  one  of  Thine  elect  to 
perish  at  the  hands  of  these  bastards  of  Baal?"  In 
his  anger  he  reached  up  his  hand  to  pluck  down  the 
Almighty  from  his  seat.  Then  he  grew  calmer; 
of  what  use  are  prayers  or  blasphemies,  since  none 
of  them  hastens  or  retards  the  step  of  fate!  If  we 
live,  we  live,  and  if  we  die,  we  die ! 

^TMCother,"  he  whispered  presently,  and  at  her 
name  repentant  tears  rolled  down  his  cheeks,  "may 
God  comfort  you  and  forgive  me ;  if  I  die  I  will  die 
like  a  Christian,  praising  His  name." 

Suddenly  he  thought,  what  folly,  I  have  but  to 
break  the  window  and  cry  for  help.  Springing  up 
he  searched  for  his  shoes,  but  they  had  been  taken 
away;  he  felt  in  his  pocket  for  his  knife  and  watch, 
they  too  were  gone;  he  looked  around  the  room, 
it  was  barren  of  furniture,  but  on  the  mantel  half 
a  dozen  pictures  caught  his  eye.  The  blood  rushed 
to  his  face,  for  in  each  of  them  he  saw  himself 
paying  court  to  a  different  siren.  "It  is  the  hand 
of  Holland ;"  he  said  fiercely,  "  they  are  meant  for 
Grace;  he  will  not  let  her  even  respect  me;  he  is 
thorough ;  may  God  not  bless  him." 

He  tried  to  break  the  window  with  his  fist,  but 
the  glass,  protected  by  bars,  was  too  thick  to  yield 
to  his  blow,  though  he  placed  his  coat  against  it 
«nd  struck  as  hard  as  he  dared. 
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"Alas,"  he  sighed,  "I  have  come  to  the  parting  of 
many  roads  j  my  reputation  goes  one  way,  my  love 
another,  my  liberty  another,  my  life  another ;  an  ex- 
pert has  charge  of  each." 

He  stood  gazing  stupidly  out  of  the  window  upon 
a  scene  not  unfamiKar;  the  free  Hudson  rolled  its 
waters  past  the  docks,  that  edge  its  banks;  in  the 
distance  rose  the  Jersey  Highlands;  just  beneath 
him  gloomed  the  group  of  huddled  houses,  known  to 
fame  as  HelPs  Kitchen.  How  happy  the  worst  of 
them  compared  with  his  present  abode!  South  of 
the  Kitchen  stretched  a  ferry  house,  and  near  it, 
like  Brobdignagian  cheeses,  rested  huge  gas  tanks. 
The  sun  now  stood  at  noon,  the  sacred  hour  which 
makes  all  colors  alike  in  the  Kitchen  and  shrouds 
it  in  peaceful  slumber. 

Clem  peered  about  him  with  the  hope  of  an  un- 
tried prisoner.  Liberty  is  so  much  a  part  of  life, 
that  it  is  hard  to  realize,  that  it  is  no  longer  ours. 
We  look  at  the  sky  and  the  water,  we  feel  the  wings 
of  the  wind,  and  fondly  imagine,  that  nature  herself 
will  aid  us  to  regain  it.  At  length  he  sank  upon 
the  floor  and,  for  lack  of  a  more  pleasant  subject, 
tried  to  recall,  what  he  had  heard  of  his  prison- 
house. 

For  two  years  after  leaving  college  he  had  been 
a  journalist.  This  experience  had  taught  him 
many  secrets,  known  only  to  the  press  and  the  Devil, 
and  enabled  him  to  tell  much  and  to  guess  more 
about  his  present  residence,  a  knowledge,  which, 
though  it  gave  him  food  for  thought,  did  not  im- 
prove his  digestion.  He  had  himself  written  about 
the  Dark  Trust,  and,  as  the  press  had  often  thrown 
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its  search  light  upon  it,  he  soon  remembered  much 
of  its  story. 

Newspapers  exaggerate  whatever  they  touch 
upon.  This  excess  of  truth,  to  which  the  vulgar 
gives  a  less  flattering  name,  comes  from  the  wish  of 
the  writer  to  secure  as  much  space  and  pay  for  his 
article  as  possible.  'Tis  for  this  reason  that  every 
woman,  who  commits  suicide,  is  of  surpassing 
beauty,  her  jewels  are  priceless,  and  her  shoes  fit 
for  Cinderella.  So  every  debate  between  razor, 
stiletto,  club  and  revolver  in  the  Kitchen  par  ex- 
cellence becomes  a  race  war.  From  this  cause  and 
also  because  no  man  of  brains  is  cruel  enough  to 
paint  his  worst  enemy  under  his  own  name,  a  novel 
is  the  only  accurate  picture  of  society. 

But  by  biting  off  a  proper  fraction  from  a  news- 
paper article,  as  an  archer  allows  for  the  wind,  an 
expert  can  at  times  glean  some  facts  from  the  press. 
Thus  the  Dark  Trust  was  really  no  trust  at  all  in 
a  legal  sense,  but  merely  a  gentlemen's  agreement 
between  wealthy  companies.  Many  covert  tales 
were  narrated  of  it  by  virgin  journalists.  'Twas 
said  there  were  subterranean  shoots,  by  which  Go- 
outs  were  expressed  into  the  discreet  river.  Clem 
had  heard  of  branch  Tri-Houses,  built  at  the  meet- 
ing of  three  States,  to  delay  arrests.  In  one  room, 
it  was  said,  the  ginnee  of  the  leading  Bears  showered 
gold  on  the  heads  of  walking  delegates  to  promote 
railroad  strikes.  Sometimes  candidates  for  literary 
honors  told  over  their  mugs,  not  without  a  secret 
sympathy,  of  engines  by  which  the  minds  of  misers, 
influenced  by  the  expansive  power  of  heat,  were 
enlarged  to  enable  them  to  sign  checks  of  ten  or 
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even  forty  thousand  dollars  for  their  fair  friends. 
There  went  a  fame  abroad  of  a  gigantic  mulatto, 
named  Washington,  who  watched  over  the  manners 
of  the  Trust's  ^mblirg  rooms,  and  after  the  third 
warning  seized  a  recalcitrant  highroller  bodily  and 
hurled  him  unshriven  from  the  tenth  story  window 
straight  into  the  Kitchen.  As  Clem  glowered 
around  his  barren  cell,  these  stories  were  less  amus- 
ing than  when  first  heard. 

Yet,  stripped  of  all  persiflage,  the  Trust  had  a 
history,  which  picked  out  piecemeal  from  the  news- 
papers, deserved  a  short  argument.  Clem  recalled 
what  he  had  himself  written  about  the  Society  for 
the  Abolition  of  Evil,  which  formed  the  backbone 
of  the  Trust.  This  company  had  begun  life 
humbly  by  sending  a  missionary  to  the  Athens  of 
America.  As  a  benevolent  body  it  paid  no  taxes 
and  soon  became  passing  rich.  By  taking  snap- 
shots at  scenes  in  the  private  lives  of  millionaires, 
it  soon  increased  its  clients'  love  of  benevolence 
and  its  own  receipts.  Ketcham,  its  counsel,  was 
also  retained  by  the  company  of  French  Decoys, 
which  had  fallen  into  some  disfavor  with  the  courts. 
He  had,  thereupon,  changed  them  into  a  religious 
body  under  the  title  of  the  Pastdue  Penitents.  The 
first  company,  whose  main  office  was  in  Thimble 
Street,  had  built  a  skyscraper  opposite  the  Kitchen, 
the  only  spot  in  the  city,  it  was  said,  which  they 
had  not  made  too  moral  for  further  effort.  It 
leased  part  of  its  building  to  the  Penitents,  and  an- 
other part  to  an  agency  that  gave  the  social  stand- 
ing of  any  one  about  whom  its  subscribers  inquired. 
The  Penumbra,   the   detective  firm  of  Watson, 
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Aaron  &  Cox,  and  the  celestials  Fat  Sin  Appo,  Un 
Gin  Foo  and  other  Green  Goods  magnates  had  also 
offices  in  the  building.  The  criticism,  which  the 
celestials  received  from  the  press,  Judge  Ketcham 
had  stated  publicly  were  wholly  undeserved.  They 
had  long  since  given  up  their  seventeen  for  one 
country  business,  and,  converted  to  Christianity, 
were  uniting  with  practical  philanthropists  in  a 
thrifty  effort  to  save  souls.  The  parent  society,  now 
grown  into  ati  opulent  trust,  was  always  ready  to 
become  surety  for  any  deserving  litigant,  to  ad- 
vance money  on  a  claim  of  merit,  to  finance  a  public 
contract,  or  to  aid  any  reform  party  in  politics  or 
religion.  They  aimed  to  abolish  the  evils  spring- 
ing from  wine,  women  and  cards  by  a  system  of  con- 
trol and  gradual  repression,  and  the  charge,  that 
they  had  a  comer  in  those  three  articles  of  com- 
merce, was  as  untrue  as  the  doctrine  of  total  de- 
pravity. 

Clem's  account  of  the  Dark  Trust  had  been  re- 
printed in  many  inland  papers,  and  had  gained  him 
no  little  credit.  Some  readers  had  admired  his 
logic,  others  his  wit,  others  his  imagination,  and 
most  his  skill  in  borrowing.  When  he  wrote  it, 
he  had  prided  himself  upon  his  fairness.  !N^ow  his 
opinions  about  the  Trust  were  less  judicial,  and  he 
could  have  improved  his  style  by  comparing  his 
long  essay  with  the  terms,  into  which  it  was  f  ocussed. 
Perjurers!  fences!  assassins!  hellhounds!  there  was 
nothing  lukewarm  about  the  rechauffe  dish  which 
Clem  now  served.  But  soon  he  ceased  his  anathe- 
mas, if  he  were  to  perish,  he  would  spend  his  last 
hours  not  in  railing  but  in  prayer. 
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Could  it  be  possible,  that  Ketcbam  meant  to 
starve  him  to  death?  He  amused  himself  with 
stories,  in  which  a  bed  sinks  suddenly  from  chamber 
to  grave,  or  a  room,  contracting  gradually,  gives  the 
dignity  of  deliberation  to  one's  suppression.  He 
examined  every  comer  to  find  a  trap-door  or 
weapon,  but  in  vain.  The  sun's  western  rays  were 
now  pouring  into  the  room;  he  remembered  the 
plaint  of  Sakontala's  lover,  "Thou  art  like  a  rounded 
piece  of  ice,  yourself  frozen,  yet  gathering  sun- 
beams to  bum  out  my  heart."  Had  he,  he  thought, 
but  a  penny's  worth  of  ice,  he  could  burn  his 
way  through  the  wall;  it  was  made  of  pine  and 
would  yield  easily;  he  set  his  teeth  against  it  but 
soon  desisted.  A  beaver  or  a  squirrel  might  have 
won  its  way  through,  but  how  helpless  is  the  heir 
of  all  the  ages  without  tools!  The  sun  struck  his 
dinner  hour,  and  he  began  to  order  a  repast  fit  for 
an  alderman.  What  madness!^  He  brushed  away 
the  mirage  with  his  hand.  Then  he  thought,  were 
the  window  bars  of  wood,  he  could  tear  his  clothes 
into  strips  and  using  them  as  strings,  cut  out  one 
bar  and  break  the  glass  with  it.  He  then  began  list- 
lessly to  feel  all  over  his  body  from  his  feet  up,  if  per- 
chance something  had  escaped  the  thorough  hand 
of  his  captors.  Suddenly  he  sprang  up,  no  longer 
with  eyes  of  despair,  no  longer  weak  or  miserable ; 
hunger  and  thirst,  evil  forebodings,  the  mysterious 
fear  of  the  unknown,  all  had  vanished,  brushed  away 
by  the  breath  of  hope,  as  the  mists  of  morning  by 
Aurora's  skirts. 

He  began  to  explore  the  room  anew,  he  tapped 
with  his  knuckles  along  every  foot  of  the  north  and 
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eastern  walls ;  he  studied  every  crack  with  a  spider's 
eye;  he  threw  himself  against  every  board  to  dis- 
cover its  weakness;  at  the  center  of  the  eastern 
wall  he  paused,  it  had  answered  his  summons  with 
a  hollow  sound;  he  was  jubilant.  What  was  the 
cause  of  this  sudden  change? 

On  his  suspenders  he  had  found  two  buckles  with 
teeth  of  steel.  Holding  one  of  them  between 
thumb  and  finger,  he  pressed  it  against  the  board. 
It  bites!  it  bites!  he  whispered  in  exultation.  He 
was  no  longer  a  man,  he  had  risen,  he  had  become 
a  rat.  Go  slow,  lest  the  devils  hear  you,  he  mut- 
tered. On,  on  he  toiled,  resting  every  few  minutes 
not  to  tire  his  hand.  Once  he  could  grip  the  wood 
God  would  give  him  the  strength  of  ten. 

The  sun's  beams  no  longer  dance  over  the  hill- 
tops; slowly  its  wheels  roll  down  their  western  path, 
but  the  moon  is  at  its  quarter  and,  though  clouded, 
still  lends  him  glimpses  to  work  by.  The  line  of 
hope  widens  and  deepens;  he  listens  from  time  to 
time  to  make  sure,  that  he  is  unheard.  After  three 
hours  of  toil  he  can  thrust  his  hand  into  the  hole; 
with  one  pull  he  makes  room  for  his  arm;  he  has 
won;  piece  by  piece  with  bleeding  fingers  he 
tears  away  board,  plaster  and  lath.  His  head  and 
body  press  through  the  opening.  Alas,  he  finds 
himself  confronted  by  a  secon^^wall  parallel  to  the 
first  and  about  eighteen  inches  distant  from  it. 
Through  this  he  gnaws  his  way  in  half  the  time, 
which  the  first  has  consumed.  Again,  he  thrusts  his 
head  through  hope's  door.  Swiftly  this  way  and  that 
he  divides  his  glances,  then  he  gives  a  heartrending 
sigh ;  he  has  but  cut  his  way  from  one  cell  into  an- 
other. 


CHAPTER  Vin. 

Clem  made  his  way  into  the  new  room  with  a 
heavy  heart  and  gazed  stupidly  about  him-  It  was 
about  twice  as  large  as  the  one  he  had  left ;  its  chief 
mark  was  a  skylight,  which  would  have  satisfied  a 
photographer ;  in  one  corner  lay  a  coil  of  ropes  and 
cords;  a  naked  gas  pipe  protruded  from  the  center 
of  the  south  side  of  the  room;  the  furniture  con- 
sisted of  a  table  and  five  chairs,  a  number  that  im- 
pressed Clem.  "  They  are,"  he  fancied,  "  the  seats 
of  Judges ;  the  room  I  have  just  left  is  the  prisoner's 
pen;  this  is  the  court;  where  is  the  place  of  execu- 
tion V 

He  debated,  whether  or  not  it  would  be  possible 
to  wrench  free  a  joint  of  the  gas  pipe,  break  his  way 
into  the  hall,  and  advance,  thus  armed,  against  his 
enemies?  He  could  shatter  the  skylight  and 
secure  fresh  air,  but  he  would  have  to  act  quickly 
or  he  would  be  asphyxiated  in  transit.  Suddenly 
he  caught  sight  of  something,  which  made  his  pulses 
leap.  A  wooden  bar  some  six  feet  long  stood  in 
the  comer  formed  by  the  west  side  of  the  chimney 
and  the  north  wall.  He  had  not  at  first  noticed  it, 
as  it  was  of  the  same  color  as  the  wainscot.  Its  use 
appeared  from  two  hidden  slots,  one  in  the  chinmey 
side,  the  other  in  the  wall  opposite.  This  club  he 
laid  hold  of  as  though  it  were  Excalibur  or  Du- 
randel.  What  confidence  a  weapon,  however  feeble, 
gives  a  man,  who  is  about  to  fight  naked !  "  There 
is  the  door,"  he  thought;  "  what  a  fool  not  to  have 
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guessed  it ;  the  only  way  they  could  have  concealed 
the  two  cracks  was  by  setting  it  in  this  space." 

What  should  he  do  now?  If  he  broke  through 
the  door  with  his  club,  would  not  the  noise  arouse 
his  sleeping  enemies?  Should  he  cut  his  way 
through  with  his  patient  saw?  His  forefinger 
and  thumb  were  already  almost  paralyzed.  He 
might  slide  down  the  rope,  which  he  had  found 
in  the  second  room.  He  returned  to  his  first 
cell,  shattered  the  glass  of  one  of  the  windows  and 
tried  to  pry  open  the  bars  with  his  club,  but  they 
were  of  steel  and  would  not  budge.  Should  he 
shout  for  help,  as  he  had  before  thought  of  doing? 
Ho  rofli>otod,  that  the  only  persons,  who  would  be 
likely  to  hear  him,  would  be  his  enemies,  and  that 
only  Indians  and  rattlesnakes  give  the  battle  signal 
lK»fon^  the  moment  of  attack. 

Thou  his  thoughtniividing  mind  urged  him  to  re- 
main in  his  nx>m,  await  events,  and,  if  attacked,  de- 
fend himself  Threatenotl  men  live  long,  he 
rt^asoneil;  the  chauiH^  art>  a^^ainst  a  man  in  mv 
jxvsition  Ixnng  munloriHi;  they  are  only  trying  to 
make  n\e  U^ss  stublxim  by  a  sy>i5tom  of  dieting;  when 
thov  find  thov  have  faiUxl,  thov  will  release  me. 

*rhese  arsrunients.  had  he  boon  judging  another's 
oa:^o^  wo\ild  pn^l^ibly  have  iMUvinccvl  him.  But  his 
mind  wa?i  bias^xl  bv  the  mvsterv  and  his  iirnoranee 
of  his  sum>nding^     Wo  do  not  walk  by  light  but 

bv  darkm^si^     As  individuals  or  nativ>n<  we  are  not 

* 

gv>voTvi\ovi  by  what  wi^  know^  but  by  whai  we  do  not 
know,  Mv^tt'^rv  and  ii:i\oranci^  an>  tho  two  in  one^ 
!bo  3^>^  or  jKVxldosssk  w1h>?>o  altar  nowr  lacks  wor- 
shipper OT  Tiotim*    X<Mr  diidi  his  ea^raess  to  jaerod 
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the  veil  that  surrounded  him  lack  the  sober  reasons, 
that  delay  was  dangerous  to  his  good  name,  and  that 
each  hour,  while  it  tended  to  solve  the  problem, 
robbed  him  of  his  strength  and  of  his  hope  of  appeal 
to  his  own  right  arm. 

He  returned  into  the  larger  room,  and,  as  there 
was  method  in  his  madness,  searched  it  by  the 
glimpses  of  the  moon  with  greater  care.  He  found 
nothing  more,  however,  except  a  long  wallet  filled 
with  papers,  which  had  been  hid  in  a  remote  comer 
of  the  chimney.  This  he  thrust  into  his  pocket,  as 
the  feeble  light  forbade  his  trying  to  read  its  con- 
tents. He  sat  down  a  few  minutes,  faint  with  the 
conflict  of  rage,  despair  and  hope  in  his  heart.  Then 
a  sudden  blast  of  passion  swept  away  the  aftermath 
of  cowardice. 

"  To  the  dogs  with  a  waiting  policy  1"  he  cried, 
"  in  a  few  days  I  shall  be  a  pinch  of  Fabian  dust ; 
in  prison,  my  reputation  is  lost;  free,  my  enemies 
are  ruined ;  if  I  must  die,  let  me  die  fighting  and  die 
soonl  Forward!  in  desperate  straits,  the  most  dar- 
ing course  is  the  safest"  Though  by  nature  timid,  a 
strange  lust  of  battle,  born  from  long  musing  upon 
his  wrongs,  now  possessed  him,  and  with  mind  pre- 
pared for  either  issue,  his  prayers  asked  no  more 
from  heaven  than  in  light  or  night  to  meet  his 
enemies  face  to  face. 

Then  he  bethought  himself  of  a  device  similar 
to  that,  which  storm  tossed  sailors,  provident  of  the 
future,  employ,  when  they  entrust  their  story  to 
their  rebellious  slave  the  sea  and,  breathing  a  prayer 
to  BacchuS;  seal  up  their  tragic  names  in  his  fragile 
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wares  and  drop  the  resurgent  bottles  into  the  riot- 
ous waves. 

Taking  a  nail  from  a  lath  and  a  small  piece  of 
wood  from  the  wainscot,  he  scratched  on  the  crude 
tablet  these  words ;  ^^  Clement  Clough.  Murdered 
Oct.  15,  1900.  Top  story  house  West  46th  Street 
and  20th  Avenue.  Five  hundred  Dollars  reward  if 
news  given  to  Mrs.  Rodney  Clough,  60th  Street  and 
7th  Avenue."  Three  of  these  patent  epistles  he 
wrote  out  as  legibly  as  possible  and  tossed  them 
into  space  in  the  hope,  that,  if  he  were  lost,  his 
death  might  not  be  unavenged. 

Then  returning  to  the  second  room,  he  waited 
until  an  intermittent  beer  wagon  rumbled  along  the 
street.  This,  he  hoped,  would  divert  from  him  the 
attention  of  any  possible  listener.  He  then  drove 
one  end  of  his  bar  through  the  door  near  the  wall 
and  thrust  his  hand  through  the  hole  to  find  the  key. 
What  was  his  surprise  to  learn  that  the  door  was 
unlocked  and  opened  at  his  touch.  A  strange  door 
it  was  reaching  from  floor  to  ceiling  and  from  the 
corner  of  the  room  to  the  angle  formed  by  the 
chimney.  Was  it  so  made  not  to  give  the  room  any 
mark  by  which  it  could  be  identified,  nor  to  suggest 
to  a  prisoner  a  possible  path  of  escape  ?  Angry  at 
himself  at  his  waste  of  time  and  grasping  his  weapon 
primeval,  he  stole  forth,  as  curiously  as  the  soul  of 
Kabelais  on  the  journey  to  the  great  perhaps. 

What  strength  like  the  strength  of  a  nation  strug- 
gling for  freedom !  God  gives  it  the  wings  of  the 
eagle  and  the  limbs  of  the  lion.  What  is  history 
but  the  record  of  this  spirit,  bursting  from  some 
comer  of  the  earth,  from  Marathon,  from  Nurem- 
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berg,  from  the  mines  of  Delecarlia,  from  the  plaina 
of  Lexington,  and  falling  upon  petrified  humanity 
like  a  bolt  from  the  blue !  So  with  an  individual, 
the  hope  of  liberty  urges  him  to  acts  of  daring,  that 
in  calmer  moments  seem  the  work  of  a  madman. 

Clem,  though  to  the  onlooker  advancing  to  certain 
death,  felt  a  strange  exaltation  and  stepped  lightly 
upon  his  delicate  path.  Chance  and  audacity  were 
his  only  guides ;  on  them  and  on  such  poor  mother 
wit  as  he  possessed,  he  must  rely  to  save  himself  from 
a  dishonored  grave.  It  will  hardly  be  believed  in 
our  agnostic  age,  that,  before  rushing  into  an  un- 
known so  big  with  possibilities,  he  knelt  down  and 
breathed  a  fervid  prayer  to  God,  thanking  Him  for 
His  past  succor  and  invoking  His  further  aid.  He 
rose  from  his  knees  and  grasping  his  weapon  half 
felt  his  way  along  the  wall,  for  the  light  was  of  the 
dimmest,  till  he  reached  what,  he  rightly  guessed, 
was  the  door  of  his  first  cell.  He  found  the  key  in 
the  keyhole  and,  withdrawing  it,  placed  it  in  his 
pocket.  In  case  of  retreat,  he  reflected,  it  might 
save  him  from  a  flank  attack.  He  then  peered 
eagerly  about  him,  like  a  skeely  skipper  upon  a 
troubled  sea  trying  to  take  his  bearings. 

It  was  now  about  the  noon  of  night,  and  the  dark- 
ness was  only  shaded  by  the  intermittent  rays  of 
the  moon  through  a  skylight,  and  by  the  reluctant 
beams  of  a  bug-light,  that  gloomed  far  below  him,  in 
what  presently  defined  itself  as  a  well  reaching  from 
the  bottom  of  the  house  to  the  top.  As  the  windows 
in  Clem's  eyes  opened  wider,  he  was  able  to  trace 
more  clearly  the  form  of  the  interior  of  the  building, 
the  weird  effect  of  which  was  doubtless  due  to  the 
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hour  and  to  the  f  ears^  which  stimulated  his  imagina- 
tion. Its  plan  was  simple  enough,  each  story  ran 
around  a  well  and  was  itself  bordered  by  a  hall  with 
a  railing  some  three  feet  high.  About  half  way  be- 
tween the  lowest  and  highest  story  the  well  grew 
narrower,  and  the  lower  stories  deeper.  Two 
stairways,  one  on  each  side  of  the  building, 
seemed  to  run  its  whole  heighth,  though  Clem  in 
the  darkness  was  in  doubt  whether  he  could  trace 
them.  The  house  resembled  a  colony  of  cliff- 
dwellers,  with  their  rooms  opening  on  either  side 
of  a  canyon,  or  the  inside  of  our  coastwise  steamers 
with  their  tiers  quadrupled. 

Everything  was  as  still  as  the  grave,  which  sur- 
prised Clem  the  more,  since  the  place  had  been 
famous  for  its  high  rolling.  For  a  moment  he 
fondly  hoped  that  the  police  had  taken  the  whole 
gang  into  custody,  and  that  fortune  had  left  him  an 
undefended  fortress.  It  then  occurred  to  him,  that 
all  public  gambling  had  been  recently  suppressed, 
and  that  this  hell,  like  the  others,  was  probably  on 
its  vacation.  With  eyes  and  ears  on  all  sides  of 
his  head  and  trailing  his  bar  by  his  side,  Clem  now 
stole  softly  along  the  western  side  of  the  gallery 
looking  for  the  stairway.  lie  passed  three  or  four 
doors,  beside  one  of  which  rested  a  high  screen,  used 
doubtless  to  prevent  the  honest  air  from  visiting  the 
occupants  of  the  room  too  familiarly.  A  little  fur- 
ther on,  his  hand  touched  a  gate,  which  opened  south- 
wardly to  give  entrance  to  an  iron  staircase.  A 
shadow  fell  upon  this  section  of  the  building,  and 
lie  began  to  crawl  dovra  the  steps  with  increasing 
caution^  partlr  induced  by  the  strange  angle  made 
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by  the  stairway.  He  had  advanced  about  twelve 
yards,  when  his  left  foot,  as  it  reached  out  for  the 
next  step,  rested  upon  nothing.  In  his  excitement 
he  almost  let  his  bar  drop  and,  with  all  his  caution, 
was  so  surprised,  that  he  had  hardly  strength  enough 
to  creep  back  to  the  gallery.  There  he  sat  for  a  mo- 
ment wiping  the  sweat  from  his  brow  and  meditat- 
ing with  little  pleasure  upon  his  want  of  nerve.  A 
new  fear  possessed  him,  could  it  be  that  his  only 
path  of  escape  lay  through  the  untrodden  air  ? 

The  house,  it  was  clear,  was  conducted  on  mili- 
tary principles.  No  guest  could  leave  it  without 
notice,  and  no  hostile  surprise  it.  Clem  remembered 
having  heard  that,  when  the  gambling  tables  were 
running,  the  whole  layout,  at  the  touch  of  a  button, 
sank  from  the  top  story  into  a  deep  cellar.  A  de- 
vice like  turning  a  stairway  into  a  portcullis  might 
well  delay  an  officer,  but  why  should  the  practice 
obtain  now,  when  the  decks  were  barred,  unless  to 
prevent  his  escape.  Alas,  he  thought  with  bitter 
conceit,  when  the  treasure  is  great,  the  precaution 
is  great,  however  small  the  danger. 

He  moved  a  little  further  on  and,  looking  through 
the  railing,  saw,  that  the  lower  part  of  the  well  was 
fanned  by  gigantic  wings,  that  to  his  heated  fancy 
suggested  mammoth  vampires.  His  tongue  froze 
to  the  roof  of  his  mouth,  and  his  courage,  what  little 
was  left  of  it,  oozed  out  of  his  hair,  which  was  stand- 
ing on  end.  But  as  he  regarded  the  grim  birds 
more  narrowly,  their  wijigs  stopped  beating,  and  he 
presently  concluded,  that  they  were  nothing  but  large 
ears,  framed  to  throw  feathered  beams  of  light  into 
the  windows  of  the  lower  rooms,     ^^  I  am  having 
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more  than  my  share  of  deaths!"  he  muttered  with 
self -contempt  and  again  began  to  explore  his  sus- 
picious way. 

He  had  advanced  a  few  more  yards,  when  he 
heard  a  door  closing  far  below  him.  He  at  once 
dropped  on  the  floor  and  applied  his  ear  to  the 
wooden  base  of  the  railing.  Soon  the  voices  of  four 
or  five  men  in  debate  reached  him,  as  clearly,  as 
though  the  scene  had  been  transferred  to  the  Mor- 
mon Temple  of  the  Eye.  After  a  little  while  he 
heard  what  sounded  like  the  creaking  of  a  pulley 
and  fancied  the  newcomers  were  lowering  the  stair- 
way, which  he  thought  he  could  trace  opposite,  and 
up  which  he  could  now  hear  their  steps  climbing. 
From  the  deliberation  of  their  appreach  he  judged 
they  would  reach  him  in  about  five  minutes  and 
from  a  good  natured  note  in  their  voices  inferred 
with  pleasure,  that  they  were  half  drunk;  soon  he 
was  listening,  not  without  interest,  to  their  ingenu- 
ous commentaries. 

"  How  many  of  those  signboards  did  you  pick 
upT 

"  I  hope  you  got  them  all." 

"  If  a  stranger  lit  on  one  of  them,  it  might  make 
peoplo  talk." 

"  The  rogue  knows  too  much,  he  must  be  a  Gypsy, 
he  can  tell  his  own  fortune." 

"  We'll  make  a  mole  of  the  leaky  lush,^'  said  a 
very  drunken  voice.  "  The  old  man  has  lost  his 
gal]  bag  and  swapped  livers  with  a  Plymouth  Rock 
chicken.  We'll  sell  the  stiff  to  the  Kitchen;  old 
square  toes  will  have  to  square  with  us,  or  we'll  say 
it  was  his  work," 
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"  Pinch  your  foghorn,  you  whiskey-logged  dere- 
lict;" said  a  more  sober  voice. 

"  What's  to  fear  ?  There's  no  one  in  the  house 
but  the  old  crows." 

"  Why  didn't  the  worm-eaten  fence  do  him  and 
have  done?" 

"  It's  never  too  late  to  mend." 

"  We'll  force  his  hand,"  said  the  very  drunk, 
"  the  old  ermine-vendor's  too  respectable,  he  hasn't 
turned  down  a  trick  for  a  month,  it  will  give  us  a 
pull  on  him." 

"  A  morsel  more  or  less  in  the  Kitchen  does  not 
matter,  they  are  not  good  at  counting." 

Clem  drank  in  this  cutthroat  humor  with  more 
than  a  literary  interest  and  swiftly  urged  his  mind 
backwards  and  forwards,  debating,  whether  he 
should  hasten  to  the  head  of  the  staircase  and  as- 
sume the  offensive,  or  lie  in  ambush  and  resort  to 
some  strategem.  Then  he  crept  stealthily  back  to 
the  screen,  which  lay  against  the  wall,  and  moved 
it  a  yard  or  more  to  the  gate.  The  latter  he  opened 
wide  and  tied  the  end  near  the  latch  with  his  hand- 
kerchief to  the  knob  of  an  adjacent  door.  He  then 
fastened  the  screen  securely  to  the  north  side  of  the 
gate  with  his  necktie.  It  was  all  done  in  a  minute, 
and  returning  to  his  scouting  post  and  pushing  back 
a  door,  which  was  ajar,  he  stood  behind  it,  waiting 
for  his  friends'  coming. 

After  a  few  minutes,  it  seemed  an  hour,  the 
party  were  shuffling  past  him.  One  of  them,  it 
seems,  had  stumbled  and  was  complaining  of  a 
bruised  leg.  Clem's  timid  heart  now  whispered  to 
him  to  steal  along  the  path,  by  which  his  jailors  had 
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come,  and  try  to  escape  by  the  lowered  stairway 
through  the  door,  by  which  they  had  entered  the 
house.  True  prudence  suggested  a  bolder  course, 
which  would  not  place  him  between  two  enemies, 
but  a  fit  of  cowardice  and,  let  us  hope,  an  aversion  to 
bloodshed  made  him  adopt  the  one,  which  promised 
a  momentary  safety.  Chance  overruled  his  de- 
cision, for,  on  stealing  from  his  room,  he  found  him- 
self face  to  face  with  a  Neoptolemus,  a  late  comer 
to  the  war.  It  was  Clem's  salvation,  that  the  new 
arrival  was  in  doubt,  whether  Clem  was  a  friend  or 
an  enemy.  His  doubt  was  of  short  duration,  for 
Clem,  using  his  bar  like  a  bayonet,  struck  him  be- 
tween the  short  ribs,  and  he  dropped  as  silent  as  a 
log.  The  next  instant  Clem,  bending  low  to  imitate 
the  height  of  the  fallen  man,  sprang  forward  with 
the  roar  of  an  angry  lion  upon  the  startled  squad  of 
ruffians.  He  was  just  in  time;  they  had  reached 
the  false  wall  and  were  puzzling  their  muddled  wits 
over  it. 

"  Where  in  hell  are  we  ?"  said  one  of  them. 

"  On !  on  I"  cried  Clem,  "  the  devil  is  behind  us," 
and  using  his  bar  now  as  a  bayonet  and  now  as  a 
singlestick,  and  aided  by  the  more  drunken  of  the 
enemy,  he  drove  them  down  the  stairway,  cursing, 
striking,  raging  like  madmen,  over  the  last  step  into 
space.  He  heard  the  sickening  thud  of  their  bodies, 
as  they  struck  the  floor. 

He  crept  back  to  the  gallery,  his  knees  sank  be- 
neath him,  and  he  fell  into  a  vomiting  fit;  a  child 
could  have  mastered  him.  Then  kneeling  down  he 
thanked  God  for  his  victory  and,  regaining  his 
strength;  hastened  back  to  his  first  victim.    Fate  had 
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dealt  with  him  gently,  for  he  was  still  alive.  Clem's 
surprise  was  increased  by  finding  that  he  was  a 
Chinaman,  and  no  other  than  the  assassin  to  whom 
our  hero  owed  his  capture.  What  to  do  with  him  ? 
One  could  not  kill  him  in  cold  blood.  Already  the 
faces  of  the  murderous  wretches,  whom  Clem  had 
launched  on  their  way  to  the  Inferno,  had  begim  to 
haunt  him.  He  had  but  a  moment  to  decide,  for  now 
voices  winged  with  oaths  rose  with  their  burden  of 
lamentation,  and  lent  a  savage  life  to  the  dolorous 
gloom. 

Clem  transferred  the  prisoner's  knife  and  re- 
volver to  his  own  pocket,  tucked  up  the  wee  bit  of 
a  celestial  body  under  his  arm  and  started  back 
towards  his  first  cell.  It  would  be  madness,  he 
thought,  to  engage  enemies  so  numerous  in  the  open, 
and  he  resolved  to  employ  some  new  device.  When 
he  reached  the  screen  and  the  gate,  he  untied  them 
and,  taking  the  former  with  him,  opened  the  door 
of  his  first  cell  and  thrust  the  screen  and  the  celestial 
into  it.  He  turned  and  was  stooping  down  to 
peer  through  the  bottom  of  the  railing,  when  some 
one  touched  an  electric  button,  and  the  whole  build- 
ing became  ablaze  wHh  a  hundred  lights,  and  at  the 
same  time  the  angry  voices  redoubled.  Clem  look- 
ing fore  and  aft  along  the  slippery  log,  on  which  he 
was  now  floating  down  the  rapids  of  time,  felt  his 
heart  grow  cold.  Alone  to  attack  so  many  despera- 
does was  to  show  his  weakness  and  invite  instant 
death ;  to  remain  like  a  badger  in  his  hole  and  wait 
for  the  dogs  to  draw  him  promised  a  result  as  fatal. 

^^  Short  and  glorious,"  he  sighed.  "  Nothing  now 
remains  to  me  but  two  adjectives.     But  I  will  mark 
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up  the  price  of  my  life,  it  shall  come  high,"  he 
added  with  the  commercial  instinct  of  a  Yankee. 
Then  a  ray  of  hope  flitted  over  his  path ;  perhaps  he 
might  again  take  the  ruffians  by  surprise;  at  least 
he  would  secure  companions  on  his  starless  road. 
Then  a  fancy,  such  as  our  novelists  call  weirdly 
crazy,  entered  his  mind.  Nature,  he  thought, 
has  ever  a  crude  sense  of  justice;  if  it  burns  one 
man,  it  drowns  another;  perhaps  as  Appo  led  me 
into  this  tangle,  through  him  I  may  win  my  way 
out  He  crept  back  into  his  first  cell  and  found 
that  his  captive's  strength  and  fear  had  increased 
by  equal  steps.  "  Listen,  my  good  friend,"  he  said 
gently. 

"  I  tell  all,"  cried  Fat  Sin,  in  a  voice  of  terror. 

"  Tell  nothing,  but  listen." 

"  I  tell  all ;  no  kill  me ;  no  one  harm  you ;  your 
enemies  big  men ;  pay  old  man  Ketcham  heap  cash ; 
you  eat  little,  drink  little ;  by  and  by  you  sign  name ; 
you  say  you  take  big  heap  cash ;  law  cats  shut  eye ; 
you  go  to  Canada;  no  jail,  no  kill;  keep  cash;  roll 
high ;  heap  happy." 

Clem  pointed  his  pistol  at  him :  "  Tie  up  your  bat- 
winged  tongue,  you  son  of  a  rat ;  listen ;  you  are  all 
in  a  trap,  and  I  set  the  trap ;  Holland  and  the  law- 
yers bribed  old  man  Ketcham  to  do  me,  but  I  paid 
him  twice  as  much  to  do  them,  and  to  do  your 
company."  Fat  Sin's  eyes  jumped  from  his 
head,  spurred  by  various  passions;  Celestials  wor- 
ship power  and  duplicity.  "  Twenty  locusts  and 
twenty  bayonets,"  continued  Clem,  "  will  soon  be 
here."    He  paused  and  made  a  gesture  with  his 
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mouth,  as  though  to  swallow  Fat  Sin  whole ;  the  poor 
wretch  dropped  on  his  knees. 

"  No  shoot,  no  shoot ;  me  no  want  couper  your 
throat;  I  swear  by  great  mokki  ki;  Josh  vous  be- 
nise. 

'^  If  you  wish  to  live,  Appo,  say  these  words  after 
me,  '  I  swear  by  the  maker  of  the  five  sacred  books 
and  by  the  bones  of  my  father  and  my  ancestors  and 
on  the  head  of  a  chicken  not  to  betray  you  and  to  do 
what  you  bid  me.'  "  Fat  Sin,  trembling,  repeated 
Clem's  formula.  "  Weigh  every  word  I  say,"  said 
Clem;  Fat  Sin's  eyes,  mouth  and  nose  all  turned 
into  ears.  "  I  shall  not  gag  you,  it  is  nothing  to 
me,  whether  you  speak  or  not,  but  it  is  something  to 
you;  keep  your  oath,  you  live;  break  it,  you  die. 
Do  not  speak  or  move  and  keep  your  eyes  fixed  on 
the  Kitchen." 

A  minute  later  Clem  with  Appo's  knife,  which 

was  as  sharp  as  a  razor,  had  cut  the  yellow  terror's 
pantaloons  into  strips  and  trussed  him  up  firmly  to 
the  bars  of  the  southern  window,  face  outwards. 
It  was  a  sober  page  in  heraldy,  a  tarantula  on  a 
field  azure,  crossed  by  bars  sinister;  yet  the  moon- 
light, now  unclouded,  caressed  the  child  of  hemp  as 
tenderly,  as  though  he  were  Endymion.  Crimi- 
nals are  often  superstitious,  thought  Clem;  per- 
haps the  sight  of  this  pendant  from  the  window 
may  cause  surprise  and  delay  and  throw  them 
into  confusion ;  rapidity  turns  one  man  into  many, 
and  at  the  finish  every  moment  is  an  enemy  the 
less." 

He  then  widened  the  hole  in  the  wall  and  thrust 
the  screen  through  it.     The  partitions  between  the 
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two  rooms,  as  we  have  said,  were  about  eighteen 
incbo^  apart.  This  space  had  been  utilized  by  two 
closets,  except  for  about  five  feet  south  of  Clem's 
holes.  The  waste  compartment  may  have  been  left 
to  deaden  the  soimd  from  one  room  to  the  other, 
or  may  have  been  a  fraud  of  the  builder,  to  avoid  the 
exfMmso  of  indenting  the  wall,  or  making  another 
closet.  (Uem  placed  the  screen  across  the  partition 
in  such  fashion,  that  it  would  conceal  him;  then, 
inoasuring  the  height  of  his  eyes  upon  it,  he  cut 
Hnuill  slits,  through  which  he  could  make  his  obser- 
vations. Hearing  no  footsteps  and  doubly  fright- 
dikhI  by  the  silence,  he  returned  and  looked  through 
the  railing. 

II 0  could  now  study  at  his  leisure  the  interior 
of  the  building.  The  fall  from  the  end  of  the  upper 
Hoction  of  the  elevated  western  stairway  to  the  wide 
hall  forniod  by  the  narrowing  of  the  building  was 
not  tnon^  than  thirty  feet.  He  saw,  why  his  assail- 
ants lind  not  boon  instantly  killed.  The  groans  had 
now  (H^asivl,  and  no  dead  or  wounded  were  visible. 
Thoro  was  a  sound  of  wheels  in  the  street,  and  he 
thought  it  probable,  that  they  had  telephoned  for 
anibulanoos  and  had  had  the  injured  men  removed. 
Ho  n>nionilH>rtHl  the  care  with  which  Bacchus 
watohos  over  his  devotees,  and  had  little  doubt,  that 
tlioir  fall  had  Invn  broken  by  the  hand  of  the  god. 
His  rtMuorso  at  having  killed  them  was  now  ex- 
ohangtHl  for  rt^gn^t  at  their  having  probably  escaped 
dtv^truotion.  At  any  rate,  he  reflected,  they  were 
out  of  the  fight,. 

As  ho  lay  stilK  wondering,  why  everything  was  so 
silent,  ho  §«w  a  party  of  six  men  is^ue  from  a  door 


THE  DEUCE  OF  HEARTS.  117 

and  heard  their  voices  in  muffled  debate.  Of  a  sud- 
den the  lights  were  extinguished,  and  the  scene  be- 
came as  clouded  as  before,  except  that  a  dark  lantern 
flashed  its  light  around  the  building,  cruel,  swift  and 
treacherous  as  the  glance  of  a  Cyclops.  Again  he 
shook  with  fear  inspired  by  the  darkness ;  his  teeth 
chattered  with  inward  cold ;  the  sweat  poured  from 
his  brow ;  he  felt  that  he  was  turning  as  white  as  a 
leper. 

These  men,  he  divined,  for  fear,  like  all  strong 
passions,  makes  us  mind-readers,  do  not  believe 
the  stories  of  the  broken-legged  brigade;  they  have 
found  one  of  my  wooden  letters  and  are  coming  to 
see,  how  it  fares  with  me.  They  have  not  asked 
aid  from  the  police,  they  are  no  friends  of  the  law 
or  the  press,  and  they  settle  their  little  differences 
among  themselves.  They  have  put  out  the  light  t,o 
avoid  publicity.  They  are  not  a  rabble  like  the 
first  gang,  but  doubtless  devils  tried  in  the  furnace, 
men  without  superstition  or  fear.  What  chance  has 
one  recruit  against  six  veterans?  My  doom  is 
sealed,  the  bitterness  of  death  is  past. 

He  committed  his  mother  and  brother  to  God's 
care  and  prayed  God  to  forgive  him  his  trespasses, 
but  he  thought  it  well,  before  concluding  his  prayer, 
to  wait,  until  he  had  killed  three  or  four  of  his 
enemies.  He  crept  back  to  his  station  behind  the 
screen  and  stood  a  moment  with  his  club  raised,  his 
pistol  in  his  pocket  and  his  knife  in  his  teeth.  The 
situation  was  melodramatic  enough  to  satisfy  the 
most  exacting  stage  manager.  He  waited  for  sev- 
eral minutes,  but  heard  no  step  and  wondered  what 
delayed  them ;  then,  as  a  new  precaution,  he  began 
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to  cut  through  the  laths  of  the  eastern  wall.  "  It 
will,"  he  thought,  "  give  me  a  back  door,  like  the 
Shenandoah  Valley  to  the  rebels  in  the  Civil  War ; 
hush  I  They  are  coming ;"  they  were  upon  him,  al- 
most before  he  was  aware  of  their  approach. 

"  Who  has  the  key  ?"  asked  a  voice  near  the  front 
room,  "  tell  Slugger  to  go  back  and  get  it  and  to 
bring  another  lantern.'^ 

"  By  God,"  cried  a  harsh  voice:  we  will  give  only 
samples  of  the  oaths  of  our  friends,  though  many  of 
them  were  original  enough  to  make  a  gentleman's 
reputation  in  the  days  of  Queen  Elizabeth :  "  some 
one  has  broken  through  the  door."  There  was  a 
rush  of  feet  towards  the  entrance  of  the  eastern 
room,  and  a  flood  of  oaths  rolled  into  it. 

"  Can  what  Lush  Low  said  be  true  ?" 

"  We^U  rip  him  open,  if  it  is." 

"  We'll  slice  the  cucumber." 

''  We'll  feed  him  to  the  fishes." 

"  We'll  toast  his  toes." 

"  Where  is  he  ?" 

"  How  did  he  work  out  ?" 

They  had  all  crowded  into  the  larger  room  and 
were  evidently  wondering  at  the  holes  Clem  had 
made. 

"  There's  a  leak  somewhere." 

"  The  old  man's  a  putty  head,  but  if  I  thought 

By  God  he's  hanged  himself."    At  this  every 

one  for  a  while  was  silent,  such  power  has  the  elo- 
quence of  death  over  the  human  heart. 

"  He's  bom  lucky,  he's  got  off  cheap." 

"  Go  in,  Hague,  and  cut  him  down." 

"  Cut  him  down  yourself,  Chicago,  it's  a  ghost." 
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"  Are  you  afraid  of  a  stiff  ?  One  live  man  bites 
harder  than  a  thousand  dead  ones." 

"  You  ought  not  to  be  afraid  of  a  corpse,  Hague, 
you  have  made  enough  of  them." 

"  Is  it  because  you  haven't  stamped  him  ?"  said  a 
wit,  "  I'll  put  a  hole  through  him  for  your  trade- 
mark" Even  at  this  suggestion  Clem  noticed,  that 
the  celestial  did  not  squeaL 

"  Give  me  the  lantern,  I'll  go  in,  no  one  shall  say 
that  Chicago  is  afraid  of  cold  meat."  The  next 
moment  the  hole  was  darkened  by  the  body  of  a 
man  crawling  into  the  front  room;  he  was  followed 
by  two  others,  and  the  last  two  of  the  gang  were 
even  more  eager  to  pass  through,  not  wishing  per- 
haps to  be  left  alone.  The  back  of  the  fourth  was 
not  through  the  second  hole,  before  the  head  of  the 
fifth  was  thrust  through  the  first.  Suddenly  a  bar 
fell  noiselessly  with  force  upon  the  neck  of  the  last 
man,  and,  as  the  forward  man  paused  to  see,  why 
his  follower  pressed  so  heavily  upon  him,  the  bar 
again  fell  upon  the  small  of  the  forward  man's  back, 
and  a  shriek  of  agony  burst  from  him. 

"  The  cursed  Dutchman  has  broken  my  back,"  he 
moaned. 

"  What  is  it,  Quaker  ?  How  did  he  do  it  ?  Has 
the  wall  fallen  ?" 

"  Save  me  for  God's  sake,  save  me,  I  am  done  for, 
damn  him,"  he  ended  with  singular  want  of  logic. 

Two  men  came  to  aid  the  moaning  moribund; 
a  hand  and  an  arm  were  thrust  through  the  hole  to 
drag  him  out;  the  arm  was  withdrawn,  the  hand 
remained;  Clem  had  amputated  it  with  Appo's 
knife.     He  had  then  pressed  the  muzzle  of  his 
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pistol  against  the  thigh  of  the  fourth  ruffian  and 
fired.  And  now  in  a  moment  the  silent  but  spectral 
scene  of  a  firalloVs  bird  kissed  by  Diana  became 
s.r.,^1,  migled  with  that  of  .^b™.  band  m  a 
chamel  house  and  realized  with  a  high  degree  of 
artistic  finish  the  phrase  heirby  moonlight.  Clem 
now  bethought  him  of  the  man  Slugger,  who  had 
been  sent  for  the  lantern  and  the  key  to  the  cell, 
and,  pressing  aside  the  cut  laths  and  the  plaster, 
issued  into  the  inner  room.  He  was  not  too  soon, 
for  within  a  minute  he  heard  steps  hastening  along 
the  gallery,  quickened  doubtless  by  the  hideous  up- 
roar. He  stood  a  little  to  one  side  of  the  chimney, 
that  the  light  might  not  fall  on  him.  A  moment 
more  and  a  burly  ruffian  pushed  open  the  door.  He 
held  a  dark  lantern  before  him,  whose  eye  he  directed 
towards  the  hole,  as  though  to  see  the  noise,  which 
was  pronounced  enough  to  excuse  the  fallacy. 

"  What  in  hell  is  the  matter  ?"  he  asked,  turning 
to  Clem. 

"Hush!"  said  Clem;  "it's  one  of  Heinrich's 
jests,"  and,  as  he  spoke,  he  thrust  at  Slugger's  solar 
plexus  with  his  bar.  As  the  man  doubled  up,  Clem 
struck  him  an  upward  blow  imder  the  chin,  with 
what  would  have  been  the  butt  of  a  musket.  "Hush 
it  is,"  he  thought,  for  the  man's  jaw  was  so  shat- 
tered, that  his  lower  teeth  pierced  through  his  upper 
lip,  and  the  wretch  looked  as  though  he  were  eating 
himself  alive.  The  horror  of  it !  Even  in  the  ex- 
citement it  almost  made  Clem  faint  away.  Slugger 
dropped,  a  moaning  mass,  upon  the  floor,  but  such 
was  his  bulldog  tenacity,  that  his  right  hand  of  its 
own  motion  groped  for  his  pistol.     It  was  an  evil- 
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fruited  instinct,  for  Clem  drew  his  knife  across  the 
tendons  of  his  wrist.  Then  taking  away  his  pistol 
and  his  key  which  matched  his  own,  Clem  stood 
a  moment  doubtful  and  wondering  at  the  favors  of 
fortune. 

Fear  no  longer  shook  him  like  the  palsy;  its 
force  had  taken  another  form ;  it  had  made  his  body 
aerial  and  given  to  him  the  lightness  and  power  of 
a  spirit.  The  world  had  ceased  to  be  a  reality;  it 
had  become  the  abode  of  dreams,  of  apparitions, 
of  madmen ;  himself  a  phantom,  he  was  surrounded 
by  phantoms ;  souls  good  and  evil,  no  longer  housed 
in  clay,  hovered  about  him ;  the  faces  of  his  mother 
and  brother  looked  down  upon  him  mingled  with 
the  features  of  demons;  voices  breathing  heavenly 
harmony  and  the  discord  of  the  damned  echoed  in 
his  ear,  and  ever  through  the  tumult  he  heard  the 
Word  of  God  speaking  to  his  heart. 

Again  he  kneeled  down  and  breathed  a  prayer  of 
thanksgiving  for  his  deliverance.  He  then  untied 
Slugger's  shoes  and  put  them  on  his  own  feet,  and 
with  Slugger's  pistol  cocked  in  his  hand,  for  it 
seemed  superior  to  his  own,  and  his  knife  in  his 
teeth  he  stole  to  the  door  of  the  outer  room.  He 
placed  his  bar  against  the  wall  and  for  a  moment 
stood  doubtful,  fear  urging  him  to  flight,  but  prud- 
ence forbidding  him  to  leave  an  unconquered  enemy 
in  the  rear.  He  had  read  something  of  the  man, 
whom  they  called  Chicago.  Originally  a  black- 
smith he  had  passed  through  the  lucrative  phases  of 
ballot  repeater,  prize  fighter,  wild  burglar  and 
protected  thief.  Alone  he  was  a  match  for  a  dozen 
men  like  Clem,  if  his  courage  were  not  impaired; 
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but  Clem  was  wise  enough  not  to  dwell  too  much 
upon  his  danger.  "  It  is  my  hour,"  he  said,  "  God 
has  answered  my  prayer.  He  has  set  me  face  to  face 
with  my  enemies,  in  His  hands  lies  the  issua" 

He  placed  the  key  in  the  keyhole  and  threw  open 
the  door.  The  sight  that  met  his  eyes  was  eloquent 
of  horror.  The  lantern  had  been  broken  in  the 
confusion,  and,  ghastly  in  the  moon's  unreal  light, 
two  men  lay  wallowing  in  their  blood;  the  third,  a 
huge  form,  stood  over  them,  vainly  trying  to  help 
theui. 

"  Thank  God,  here's  Slugger  with  his  lantern," 
said  the  giant. 

"  I  am  not  Slugger,"  said  Clem  softly,  "  hands 
up,  Chicago."     The  giant  threw  up  his  hands. 

"  Who  are  you,  in  the  devil's  name  ?" 

"  I  am  God's  witness,"  said  Clem  solemnly,  "  I 
am  his  avenger  upon  those,  who  betray  innocent 
blood ;  some  one  has  sold  you  into  my  hands." 

*^  Ketcham !"  cried  the  giant  in  a  tone  so  ferocious 
that  it  made  Clem's  blood  run  cold. 

''  Ketcham  I"  muttered  two  feeble  voices. 

"  I  will  spare  your  lives ;  I  am  Clement  Clough." 

"  Clough  I"  said  the  giant,  looking  at  the  window. 
"Appo,  by  God !"  he  added.  'Tis  strange,  but  the 
imagination  plays  as  great  a  part  as  the  eyes  in  de- 
termining objects,  and,  as  it  had  never  entered  the 
corpscmongers'  minds,  that  the  cameo  on  the  window 
was  other  than  Clem,  they  had  not  seen  Appo. 

"  Give  up  your  weapons,"  said  Clem,  and  he 
ci>verod  the  giant's  legs  with  his  pistol.  It  was  his 
first  mistake,  a  mistake  inspired  by  pity,  who  is 
often  a  pitiless  oounsellor. 
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"  A  ghost,"  muttered  the  two  wounded  men. 

"He  has  too  much  gab  in  him  to  be  a  ghost," 

cried  the  giant,  and  at  the  same  moment  his  right 

hand  sought  his  pocket,  he  himself  sprang  forward, 

and  a  stream  of  fire  leaped  from  the  muzzle  of 

Clem's  pistol;  the  next  moment  Clem  had  thrown 

his  pistol  in   Chicago's  face  and  knife  in  hand 

sprung  upon  him. 

Clem,  perhaps,  judged  wisely  in  preferring  the 

knife  to  the  pistol ;  it  is  a  more  trying  weapon,  and 
many  a  man,  who  loves  to  hear  the  whistle  of 
Mauser  bullets  on  the  battle  field,  relucts  to  feel  this 
close  working  instrument  fretting  his  vitals.  'Tis 
certain,  however,  that  Clem  did  wisely  to  jump  for- 
ward to  meet  his  enemy,  for,  large  as  Chicago  was, 
his  movements  were  those  of  a  panther,  and,  had 
Clem  stood  still,  he  would  have  been  shot  down  in 
his  tracks.  But  before  the  giant  could  draw  and 
fire,  Clem  had  driven  his  knife  into  his  arm,  had 
withdrawn  it  and  was  thrusting  at  his  heart. 

Twice  they  clinched  and  parted;  mailed  hands 
beat  upon  Clem's  head ;  arms  of  steel  encircled  him 
and  bore  him  to  the  ground;  two,  three  assailants 
were  now  fighting  over  him ;  murderous  eyes  glared 
into  his  face ;  wolfish  teeth  snapped  at  his  throat  or 
fastened  themselves  in  his  flesh;  fierce  breaths 
burned  his  cheek  like  a  fever.  His  one  aim  was  to 
keep  the  giant's  hand  from  his  pistol.  He  had  one 
advantage,  his  blows  fell  only  on  his  enemies,  theirs 
on  friend  and  foe.  On  they  fought;  hate  gave 
back  a  hand  and  a  leg  to  the  wounded  and  inspired 
them  all  with  the  strength  of  Titans. 

Olem  had  ceased  to  protect  himself;  he  remem- 
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bered  only  guarding  his  knife  hand  with  his  left  arm, 
his  head  and  his  feet;  again  and  again  his  thirsty 
blade  buried  itself  in  quivering  flesh ;  kicking,  biting, 
striking,  stabbing,  cursing,  the  four  men  writhe  on 
the  floor  like  wounded  snakes ;  now  the  giant's  hand 
has  its  gripe  upon  Clem's  throat,  in  vain  he  tries 
to  shake  it  off,  he  can  not  reach  it  with  his  knife,  a 
huge  bulk  holds  down  his  arm,  he  turns  the  point 
of  the  knife  inwards  and  makes  a  desperate  effort 
to  throw  the  giant  towards  it ;  then  a  pall  is  drawn 
over  him. 

When  he  opened  his  eyes,  he  found  himself  one  of 
four  islands  in  a  crimson  sea.  Like  a  huge  bat  the 
spectral  form  of  Appo  still  clung  to  the  window 
bars.  The  tender  moonlight  still  threw  its  filmy  robe 
over  the  shambles  and  apparelled  the  battle  field 
with  incongruous  beauty. 

He  had  not  lain  unconscious  long,  for  the  light 
had  stolen  but  an  inch  or  two  along  the  floor. 
As  he  turned,  he  felt  as  though  he  had  come  fresh 
from  the  embraces  of  a  boa  constrictor,  every  bone 
in  his  body  broken,  everv  muscle  racked.  When  he 
regained  his  feet  and  looked  ebout  him,  the  one- 
handed  was  lying  imconscious,  his  fingers  upon  his 
pistol,  which  he  had  not  been  able  to  cock.  The 
cripple,  who  lay  a  little  apart,  staring  wildly  and 
muttering  gibberish,  was  providentially  unarmed. 
The  giant  lay  close  to  Clem's  form,  a  model  of 
strength  and  grace.  Clem's  bullet  had  avoided  bone 
and  artery  and  pierced  the  fleshy  part  of  his  left 
lesr,  but  the  knife  had  pointed  closer  and  drawn 
copious  streams  of  vital  sap  from  his  trunk.  Clem 
might  have  avoided  all  this  confusion,  had  he  aimed 
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at  his  heart  instead  of  his  legs,  and  he  bitterly  rued 
the  weakness,  that  had  nearly  cost  him  his  lifa  He 
transferred  the  two  pistols  to  his  own  pocket ;  then, 
finding  that  the  giant's  pulse  still  gave  signs  of  vigor, 
afraid  he  might  soon  recover  and  eager  to  begin 
his  own  escape,  Clem  cut  the  cords  of  both  his 
wrists.  It  was  the  most  painful  thing  he  had  ever 
done ;  the  man  opened  his  eyes,  his  mouth  moved. 

"I  am  sorry,"  said. Clem,  "but  I  cannot  leave 
you  free  in  my  rear ;"  he  leaned  forward  compas- 
sionately to  hear  the  confession,  which  he  thought 
Chicago  wished  to  make. 

"  I  ought  to  have  given  up  pistols  long  ago,"  the 
grave-caterer  murmure4,  "  knives  are  safer." 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  Clem,  touched  at  the  con- 
sistency of  this  past-master  in  crime,  "  think  each  of 
you  upon  some  good  deed  you  have  done;  it  is  to 
that  you  owe  your  lives ;  I  will  send  you  a  physician, 
unless  I  am  detained."  It  was  a  hard  problem,  had 
they  understood  it,  which  Clem  gave  them. 

He  next  cut  down  the  King  of  the  Green  Goods, 
whose  limbs  scarcely  supported  him.  "  Appo,"  he 
said  solemnly,  "  you  have  escaped  the  death,  which 
the  good  God  has  decreed  against  all,  who  plot 
against  the  innocent ;  repent  and  remember."  The 
middle  monarchist  to  his  surprise  begged  to  go  with 
him,  saying,  that  his  former  friends  would  think  he 
had  betrayed  them  and  kill  him,  and  Clem,  after  a 
mementos  reflection,  consented.  Anxious  to  be  gone 
they  quickly  dressed  themselves  in  the  unstained 
garments  of  the  two  corpses,  which  they  dragged 
through  the  holes  in  which  they  still  lay. 

Leaving  the  arena  Clem  resumed  his  club,  and 
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the  two  stepped  softly  along  the  gallery  to  its  eastern 
side,  where  the  stairway  had  the  advantage  of  being 
continuous.  Clem's  last  debate  had  taken  longer 
than  he  thought,  and  it  was  time  he  made  his  dash 
for  freedom.  Already  the  faint  twilight  was  ming- 
ling with  the  waning  moonbeams,  and  the  house, 
which  he  knew  must  still  be  peopled  with  underlings, 
was  showing  signs  of  life.  It  began  to  yawn,  to 
whistle,  to  creak,  to  slam  and  to  go  through  the 
sounds  and  motions,  which  personify  a  human  abode 
and  transform  it  into  a  wheezy  old  woman. 

The  house  grew  more  wakeful,  and  it  was  clear 
that  among  the  servants,  a  class  too  prone  to  concern 
themselves  with  their  masters'  affairs,  the  fame  of 
tliia  night's  doings  was  exciting  some  adverse  com- 
ment. As  Clem  and  his  convert  were  descend- 
ing the  stairway,  six  or  seven  domestics  gathered 
around  its  base  and  were  evidently  debating, 
whether  they  should  ascend  or  remain  on  terra 
firma.  Clem  was  himself  divided  in  opinion, 
whether  he  should  surrender  and  ask  them  to  sum- 
mon tlie  police,  which  they  would  probably  do,  or 
again  try  to  break  through  the  resurgent  line  of  his 
enemies.  His  strength  was  greatly  sapped,  and  he 
felt  tired  to  utter  exhaustion.  Had  he  seen  a  police- 
man, he  would  have  given  himself  up,  but,  though 
ho  thought  the  men  less  dangerous  than  the  masters, 
ho  feanni  that  tlieir  first  impulse  after  seeing 
the  slaughter  room  might  not  be  friendly.  The 
thnnitening  gestures,  which  were  now  directed 
towards  Ap|x>  and  himself,  confirmed  his  resolution 
not  to  yield,  and  anger  again  partially  restored  his 
fitrex^gtk 
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"  It's  Appo  !'^  cried  one  of  the  men.  "  What  Lush 
said  was  true,  Appo  did  it:"  and  now  the  race 
hatred,  which  Italians  and  other  native  Americans 
feel  against  Chinamen,  showed  itself,  for  with  fierce 
threats  of  vengeance  against  the  impassive  celestial 
they  began  crowding  up  the  stairs. 

One,  who  was  neither  kith  nor  kin,  would  have 
found  no  little  diversion  in  the  scene  which  fol- 
lowed. "  Take  this,"  said  Clem,  handing  Appo 
a  pistol,  "  or  they  will  murder  you ;  we  will 
soon  brush  them  away."  As  he  spoke,  he  was  medi- 
tating some  gentle  stratagem,  and,  waiting  till  the 
knaves  were  half  up  the  stairway,  he  placed  his  bar 
athwart  the  banister  and,  leaping  up  behind  it, 
after  a  fashion  much  practiced  by  fractious  youths, 
bore  swiftly  down  upon  the  crowd,  who  were  now 
approaching  with  less  precipitation. 

"  Jump !  jump !"  he  cried  in  a  voice  of  command, 
and  three  of  them  were  foolish  enough  to  obey  him. 
One  man,  however,  had  the  presence  of  mind  to 
draw  and  fire.  The  shot  was  close  enough,  for 
Clem  felt  a  stinging  sensation  in  his  right  ear.  The 
next  minute  crash  went  the  bar  full  in  the  man's 
cheek  and,  lifting  him  clean  off  his  feet,  hurled 
him  to  the  foot  of  the  stairs.  With  him  fell 
two  more  of  the  cutthroat  fry,  tumbling  one 
ov€fr  the  other.  The  remaining  man  kneeled 
down  as  if  in  prayer  and,  clinging  closely  to 
the  farther  banister,  let  the  tide  of  war  sweep 
harmlessly  over  him.  Clem  was  nearly  thrown 
from  his  seat  and  only  saved  himself  by  letting  go 
the  bar  and  clinging  to  the  railing.  A  minute  later 
he  was  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs,  knife  in  hand.  There 
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remained  but  one  man  to  be  reckoned  with,  a  sturdy 
looking  varlet  dressed  in  sportive  style,  who  stood 
at  the  foot  of  the  stairs  and  evidently  preferred  to 
be  a  looker  on,  rather  than  an  actor,  in  games  of  this 
sort.  Clem  turned  upon  him  fiercely,  but  the  man 
only  stared  at  him  blankly  and  muttered,  "  They're 
off,  they're  off,  you  win,  you  win."  It  was  clear 
that  he  had  been  frightened  out  of  his  wits,  for 
grinning  vacantly,  he  started  for  the  kitchen  stairs. 

"  Stop !  stop !"  cried  Clem,  but  he  only  ran  the 
faster.  Appo,  who  had  now  joined  Clem,  whispered 
to  him,  that  he  would  open  the  front  door  for  him, 
but  Clem  had  caught  sight  of  a  toilet  room  and,  for- 
getting all  else,  rushed  into  it  and  applying  his 
mouth  to  the  faucet  drank  his  fill.  Never  had  he 
tasted  such  life  giving  nectar.  He  looked  in  a  glass, 
washed  the  bloody  evidence  from  his  face  and,  re- 
suming his  weapon,  felt  like  a  candidate  for  fresh 
laurels.  Well  was  it  for  him,  that  he  had  trusted 
Appo,  who  stood  nervous  but  silent  before  him,  for 
the  front  door  had  a  combination  lock,  which  Clem 
would  have  puzzled  over  in  vain.  At  the  touch  of  the 
dragon-worshipper,  however,  it  opened,  and  Clem, 
casting  a  glance  at  the  crippled  coffin-cappers,  who 
were  shrieking  for  help  around  the  foot  of  the  stair- 
way, passed  with  his  saffron  ally  into  the  free  air, 
feeling  as  though  he  had  just  aw^ened  from  a  night- 
mare. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

Clem  leaving  Appo  jumped  into  a  trolley  car  and 
made  himself  as  invisible  as  possible.  He  had 
passed  a  year  on  the  frontier  and  liked  to  have  a  wad 
buried  in  his  clothes,  and  he  now  learned  with  pleas- 
ure, that  the  thieves  had  overiooked  the  roll'  of  bills, 
which  he  commonly  carried  in  his  watch  pocket. 

There  is  this  difference  between  physical  and 
moral  ills;  when  the  former  are  cured  we  forget 
them,  and  Clem  even  now,  had  not  his  bruises  over- 
persuaded  him,  could  hardly  believe,  that  the 
scenes,  through  which  he  had  passed,  were  not  un- 
real. The  car  had  reached  Sixth  Avenue,  when  it 
was  stopped  by  a  beer  wagon,  which  had  fallen 
upon  the  track.  With  a  fugitive's  love  of  motion, 
Clem  jumped  off  and  looked  about  him  for  a  physi- 
cian, as  he  had  promised.  Sujddenly  he  was  aware 
of  a  messenger  boy  speaking  to  a  policeman,  who 
stood  at  the  diagonal  corner.  The  next  minute  he 
heard  shrill  whistles  and  the  wooden  notes  of  locusts 
coming  from  the  north,  east  and  west,  at  which  he 
turned  hastily  and  walked  south.  On  reaching  the 
middle  of  the  block,  he  heard  another  locust  strik- 
ing on  the  sidewalk  before  him,  followed  by 
whistles  from  all  directions.  A  dairy  stood  half 
way  between  the  streets,  and  Clem,  entering  the 
shop  and  going  into  the  back  room,  found  a  milk- 
man engaged  in  tempering  his  milk,  who  started 
when  he  saw  his  guest. 

"  What  is  the  matter  ?  "  Clem  asked,  "  the  police 

m 


130  THE  DEUCE  OF  HEABTS. 

are  all  awake;  the  Central  Office  must  have  sent 
out  a  general  alarm  to  *  comprehend  all  vagrom- 
men :' "  as  he  spoke,  he  smiled  on  the  milkman, 
placed  a  twenty  dollar  bill  in  his  hand  and  then 
added,  "  you  have  a  pleasant  view  here.'^ 

"  Will  you  not  take  a  walk  in  the  garden?  Make 
yourself  at  home,"  said  the  milkman,  opening  the 
back  door  and  bowing  Clem  out.  Clem,  though  he 
had  lived  all  his  life  in  the  city,  was  surprised  at 
the  scene  before  him.  Most  of  our  houses  are  built 
on  the  outer  lines  of  blocks  running  two  hundred 
feet  north  and  south  and  six  hundred  east  and  west, 
with  gardens  in  the  rear,  which  taken  as  a  whole 
resemble  a  college  quadrangle.  These  gardens  are 
divided  by  high  wooden  fences,  which,  by  making 
the  view  hideous,  have  destroyed  at  its  birth  any  love 
of  beauty,  with  which  the  city's  denizens  are  gifted. 

The  scene,  which  now  met  Clem's  eyes,  to  our 
shame  be  it  said,  was  almost  unique.  Even  on  this 
autumnal  day  the  quadrangle,  unmarred  by  a  fence, 
blossomed  like  a  rose.  Trim  vines,  varieties  of 
palm  trees  and  late  flowers  with  spots  of  emerald 
attested  the  taste  of  the  keepers  of  the  common 
garden.  Here  and  there  bird  houses,  half  hidden 
in  the  foliage  and  surrounded  by  twittering  spar- 
rows, lent  an  illusion  of  spring.  Marble  statues,  not 
without  artistic  merit,  were  scattered  at  intervals. 
Aviaries,  tenanted  by  peacocks,  pheasants,  parrots 
and  song  birds,  filled  the  air  with  choice  colors  and 
made  it  vocal  with  cheerful  music,  and  the  splashing 
of  tumbling  fountains  gave  a  pulse  and  mobility  to 
the  scene. 

Clem  could  not  have  invented  a  place  more  pro- 
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pitious  for  escape,  and,  but  for  the  gnawings  of 
hunger,  a  discomfort  to  which  youth  is  apt  to  at- 
tach too  much  importance,  he  would  have  liked 
nothing  better  than  to  while  away  an  hour  in  this 
pleasant  spot.  He  again  debated,  whether  it  would 
not  be  wiser  to  call  a  policeman  and  himself  bring 
charges  against  his  enemies.  He  did  not  share  the 
vulgar  fear  of  peaceful  people  of  being  clubbed  to 
death.  Secrecy  was  his  only  danger,  and  he  felt 
that  he  had  done  enough  to  merit  a  wide  publicity. 
A  lucrative  mark  for  a  hundred  reporters,  he  was 
sure  his  case  would  be  fairly  presented  to  the  public. 
On  the  other  hand,  if  arrested,  he  might  be  im- 
prisoned for  months,  before  he  could  secure  a  trial, 
and  the  conspirators,  with  their  array  of  suborned 
witnesses,  would  be  free  to  poison  the  air  around 
him.  It  would  be  wiser  to  escape,  to  consult  with 
his  friends,  to  put  his  affairs  in  order  and  then  at- 
tack the  least  criminal  of  his  enemies,  the  survivors 
of  the  Dark  Trust. 

He  had  but  to  wait  here  awhile,  till  people  were 
stirring  and  pass  through  one  of  the  houses.  He  was 
wondering,  whether  to  choose  one  of  those  opening  on 
the  avenue  or  on  the  street.  The  former,  he  knew, 
had  stores  for  their  first  floor,  the  second  were  dwell- 
ing houses.  The  merchants'  doors,  he  thought, 
would  be  more  securely  guarded;  of  the  private 
houses  a  boarding  house  would  be  most  easy  of  ac- 
cess and  exit;  but  which  were  the  boarding  houses  ? 
He  reassumed  his  newspaper  eye  and  nose,  and  peer- 
ing  and  sniffing  tried  to  discover  one  by  it^  odor  and 
out-at-elbow  look. 

In  common  with  his  countrymen  he  had  a  low 
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opinion  of  the  intelligence  of  the  police  and  had 
now  dismissed  all  fear  of  capture.  He  was  stand- 
ing beside  a  fountain,  looking  at  a  statue  of  Venus, 
the  chisel  of  a  sculptor  of  genius,  when  his  respect 
for  the  intellect  of  the  city's  guardians  rapidly  ap- 
preciated. A  chain  of  whistles  seemed  suddenly 
to  have  been  drawn  around  the  outside  of  the  block, 
and  it  required  little  wit  to  guess,  that  the  police 
would  soon  explore  every  foot  of  the  garden  and 
the  inside  of  every  house  at  their  leisure.  The 
thought,  that  his  apparent  immunity  was  but  a  pre- 
lude to  his  more  certain  capture,  struck  terror  into 
Clem's  heart  He  began  to  move  around  the  quad- 
rangle, like  an  animal  around  his  cage;  hiding  place 
there  appeared  to  be  none,  but  at  one  spot  he 
paused;  a  workman  had  been  digging  up  a  flower 
bed  and  covering  it  with  loam;  he  had  left  his  spade 
on  the  ground,  and  it  occurred  to  Clem,  that  he 
might  bury  himself  and,  leaving  his  nose  above 
ground,  elude  the  vigilance  of  the  detective.  But 
he  suffered  so  from  hunger,  that  he  had  no  fancy 
for  a  long  interment  and  could  not,  in  conscience, 
offer  so  tantalizing  a  meal  as  his  pinched  corpse 
to  unoffending  worms.  Besides,  if  discovered,  his 
grotesque  effort  to  escape  would  make  him  the 
laughing  stock  of  the  press  and  hurt  him  on  his 
trial. 

Though  moving  leisurely,  he  was  testing  all  ave- 
nues of  escape,  which  seemed  every  moment  to  be 
lessening.  Every  window  was  shut,  and  every  door 
as  tightly  closed  as  a  philanthropist's  safe.  He  was 
passing  by  one  of  the  two  wings  running  from  op- 
posite sides  of  their  houses^  when  a  large  dog  leaped 
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up  at  a  window  between.  Clem  drew  towards  the 
window,  seized  with  a  sudden  fancy.  The  dog, 
which  was  standing  upon  a  table,  resembled  a  dog, 
which  Clem  had  once  owned,  which  would  not  have 
felt  flattered  at  being  called  a  man.  Among  many 
tales  of  his  old  favorite  Clem  remembered  one.  His 
dog  had  hurt  his  foot  and  while  getting  well  was 
much  petted;  one  day,  when  the  dog  could  not  see 
him,  he  saw  the  dog  running  home  on  four  legs  as 
well  as  ever;  on  reaching  the  door  he  lifted  his 
lame  paw,  pressed  the  latch,  opened  the  door,  and 
limping  in  on  three  legs  begged  for  a  caress.  Tlie 
dog  at  the  window  did  not  bark,  but  stood  on  his 
hind  legs,  with  his  paws  on  a  level  with  the  window 
latch,  which  was  of  the  simplest  kind. 
I  Imitation,  thought  Clem,  is  the  magic  link, 
that  by  multiplying  itself  binds  the  present  with 
the  past.  Approaching  the  dog  he  snapped  his 
fingers  at  him  and  drew  him  from  one  side  of  the 
window  to  the  other.  The  dog's  paw  at  length 
pressed  upon  the  window  latch  and  threw  it  back. 
Clem  then  opened  the  window  and,  speaking  softly 
to  the  dog,  who  was  young  and  innocent,  began  to 
stroke  his  neck.  He  was  looking  around  to  find 
some  lever  to  force  open  the  bars  and  was  thinking 
of  returning  for  the  spade,  which  he  remembered 
was  lying  beside  the  flower  bed,  when  he  was 
startled  by  two  sounds,  one  of  which  hastened,  and 
the  other  stayed  his  step.  A  whistle  at  the  western 
end  of  the  quadrangle  and  another  in  a  lower  key 
calling  for  the  dog  suddenly  cut  off  Clem's  avenue 
of  escape  at  both  ends.  For  a  few  moments  he 
stood  stupefied,  then,  hearing  footsteps  approaching 
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the  hall,  he  withdrew  from  the  window.  One  hope 
only  remained,  that  some  one,  not  unkind,  might  un- 
bolt the  door.  The  steps  drew  nearer;  a  few  gentle 
words  were  interchanged ;  something,  that  might  be 
tortured  into  a  caress  followed,  and  the  next  minute 
the  bolt  was  drawn  back,  the  door  thrown  open, 
and  Clem  walked  into  the  kitchen.  Before  him 
stood  a  man  and  a  woman,  who  looked  as  though 
they  were  entertaining  a  nether  angel  unawares. 

"  Who  are  you  ? "  gasped  the  man  with  a  face  as 
pale  as  his  dainty  shirt  front. 

Clem  turned  from  one  to  the  other  of  his  reluct- 
ant hosts.  The  -woman  was  young  and  comely  and 
her  blithe  glances  showed  more  surprise  than  fear. 
His  feelings  began  to  rise ;  the  ray  of  hope  widened 
into  the  dawn ;  from  a  fugitive  he  had,  perhaps,  be- 
come master  of  the  situation. 

"  I  am.  one  of  us,^'  he  whispered  softly,  "  I  too 
walk  in  the  shadow." 

''  You  are  not  a  — ." 

"  Not  an  enemy  but  a  friend  in  need ;  in  proof  I 
beg  our  clerical  comrade  not  to  leave  the  house  at 
present ;  if  he  does,  he  will  be  arrested." 

"  Arrested  !  "  cried  the  man,  whom  from  his  de- 
portment Clem  had  guessed  to  be  a  clergyman,  "  ar- 
rested !  "  he  repeated  in  a  voice  that  tried  to  appear 
incredulous,  "  for  what  ?  " 

I  "  Partly  to  give  the  newspapers  something  to  talk 
about,  but  mainly  that  the  public  may  not  blame 
the  police.  ^Tis  said  that  there  has  been  a  revival 
in  Hell's  Kitchen;  if  the  police  cannot  find  the 
fiddlers'  employer,  they  must  take  a  substitute;  some 
one  must  pay." 
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"  Good  God!  man,  what  are  you  saying  ? "  cried 
the  pious  scapegoat,  "  I  shall  be  ruined,  if  I  am 
caught,  I  mean  if  I  am  known,  I  mean,  if  I  have  to 
explain  — /'  j 

"  Why  are  you  standing  there  like  two  sign- 
boards ?"  cried  the  girl,  and,  slamming  to  the  door, 
she  shot  the  bolt,  and,  applying  her  eye  to  a  small 
hole,  surveyed  the  field.  ! 

"  He  is  right,"  she  whimpered  presently ;  "  there 
they  go,  they  are  dividing  up  the  space,  they  are 
studying  the  doors  and  windows,  they  are  exploring 
the  summer  house,  they  are  smelling  the  footsteps, 
they  are  beating  the  bushes,  now  they  have  the 
scent,  now  they  have  lost  it,  it  is  for  all  the  world 
like  a  rabbit  hunt  in  the  Midi." 

"  Hush !  hush !  Lisette,"  murmured  the  clergy- 
man, who  was  trembling  with  fear,  "your  tone  is 
strangely  frivolous." 

"  'Twas  a  lucky  chance  for  us  as  well  as  for  you 
that  you  dropped  down,  or  however  you  came  among 
us,"  said  Lisette,  her  eyes  snapping  with  anger  at 
the  clergyman's  addressing  her  openly.  "  I  did 
not  catch  your  name,"  she  added  turning  to  Clem, 
"  but  let  me  introduce  you  to  the  Reverend  Mr. 
Hatch." 

"  My  name  is  Clough.  Doctor,"  he  added,  "  we 
have  known  each  other  over  the  red  and  white ;"  he 
glanced  admiringly  at  Lisette's  blushes ;  "  when  we 
part,  let  us  forget  each  other,  like  bankers,  who 
meet  over  the  red  and  black." 

"  Hush !  hush !  they  are  coming,"  she  cried,  and 
led  her  guests  into  the  hall.  Clem's  heart  was 
in  his  mouth,  and  the  clergyman's  seemed  to  have 
abandoned  him  altogether. 
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"  Men  are  so  much  braver  than  women,"  said 
Lisette,  surveying  her  cavaliers  with  little  admira- 
tion, "  if  you  are  so  chicken-livered  why  don't  you 
turn  into  nuns?  Why,  man,  you  cannot  die  but 
once,"  she  snapped  out,'  turning  sharply  upon  her 
spiritual  adviser. 
•     "  That  is  once  too  often,"  he  muttered. 

"  'Tis  true,"  she  continued  mockingly,  "  you 
have  not  confessed  and  I  have." 

"  Think  of  my  reputation." 

"  Think  of  me  and  let  your  reputation  take  care 
of  itself." 

"  I  fear  it  is  too  small  to  take  care  of  itself  yet," 
said  Clem,  always  considerate  of  children. 

"  Hush !"  said  all  three,  hearing  a  party  of 
men  approaching,  one  of  whom  tried  the  bars,  while 
another  rattled  the  door. 

"  Some  one  is  looking  through  the  keyhole," 
whispered  Lisette,  "  see  the  light  from  it  is  shut 
off." 

"  They  are  thorough,"  faltered  the  clergyman ; 
"  will  they  break  in  ?" 

"  Be  quiet,"  said  Lisette,  "  they  are  playing  puss ; 
they  are  pretending  to  have  gone  away ;  hark !  now 
they  are  feeling  over  the  cellar  door,  will  they  never 
have  done  ?  They  have  traced  footsteps  here ;  thank 
heaven,  they  are  going;  come  let  us  go  upstairs," 
and  she  led  the  way  into  the  upper  hall.  Clem 
followed  upon  her  heels  and,  as  a  reward  of  virtue, 
pressed  upon  her  a  large  bill.  She  shook  her  head 
and  modestly  refused  it,  but  Clem,  resolved  that 
she  should  not  go  unrewarded,  thrust  it  under  her 
waist.     He  soon  saw,  that  he  had  not  divined  her 
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motive,  for  she  inquired  in  some  confusion,  if  it 
would  not  bring  her  into  trouble. 

"  It  is  genuine,"  said  Clem,  "  don't  be  afraid, 
they  are  not  after  me  for  greens." 

"  They  are  so  eager,"  she  said,  "  I  thought  ther© 
must  be  money  in  it,  is  it  very  serious  'i  " 

"  No,  no,  it  was  only  a  chance  medley ;  it  might 
be  serious  in  Paris,  but  it  is  nothing  in  New  York. 
^Twas  an  affair  among  gentlemen;  it  would  not  have 
been  so  warm  had  it  not  been  near  the  Kitchen;  I 
was  wounded,"  he  pointed  to  his  ear,  which  had 
bled  a  drop  or  two. 

"  Don't !"  the  girl  turned  pale  and,  sinking  into  a 
chair,  was  on  the  point  of  fainting. 

"  Is  the  whole  force  called  out  to  look  for  a  piece 
of  courtplaster  ?"  asked  the  father  confessor  whose 
wits  were  sharpened  by  jealousy. 

"Lisette,"  replied  Clem,  not  finding  it  easy  to 
answer  directly,  "  neither  your  sacred  nor  profane 
admirer  wants  his  name  in  the  papers." 

"  Any  one,  it  seems,"  said  Lisette,  "  can  make  a 
fortune  by  putting  men's  names  in  the  papers  or  by 
keeping  them  out." 

"  Be  shrewd  and  help  us  to  escape,"  said  Clem, 
at  which  Lisette,  after  a  minute's  thought,  led 
them  into  the  drawing  room  and,  taking  an  opera 
glass,  looked  out  of  either  side  of  a  bay  window. 

"  There  is  a  policeman  at  each  end  of  the  street ; 
you  must  wait  till  people  are  stirring,  then  they 
will  not  recognize  you." 

"  We  will  give  you  five  hundred  genuine  dollars, 
if  you  will  run  us  out,"  said  Clem. 

"  There  come  more  policemen,"  she  said  present- 
ly;  "  they  are  beginning  to  search  the  houses." 
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"  Search  the  houses !''  echoed  a  piteous  voice  from 
the  grave. 

"  Women's  wit  makes  the  world  revolve/'  said 
Clem ;  "  I^isette  will  arrange  it  pleasantly  for  us 
all." 

The  girl  looked  flattered,  then  after  a  little  hesi- 
tation led  them  back  into  the  hall. 

"  If  they  come,  the  sooner  the  better,"  she  said, 
"  though  my  mistress  will  not  wake  till  eleven.  I 
never  thought  these  would  be  of  use  to  any  one,'' 
she  pointed  to  a  cabinet  in  which  were  hung  two 
suits  of  armor ;  "  put  on  these  iron  clothes,  and  no 
one  will  guess  who  you  are.  Bravo,  you  look  for 
all  the  world  like  two  images  in  the  museum.  I  will 
go  into  the  street,  engage  a  policeman  in  conversa- 
tion and  then  beg  him  to  search  the  house ;  in  that 
way  his  suspicions  will  be  disarmed."  She  left 
them  and,  soon  returning  with  hat  and  cloak,  stood  a 
minute  looking  at  her  own  knights.  "  One  can 
see,"  she  said  to  Clem,  "  that  you  are  not  a  con- 
veyer." 

"  How  ? " 

"  Your  hands  have  not  been  developed  at  the  ex,- 
pense  of  your  feet,  which  I  hope  will  not  betray 
you,"  and  leaving  this  Parthian  arrow  in  his  heel 
she  opened  the  door  and  disappeared. 

"  If  this  armor  is  genuine,"  said  Clem,  "  our 
harness  is  worth  more  than  our  hides;  I  hope  Lisette 
will  soon  return;  I  have  lost  an  inch  in  height  al- 
ready, and  I  am  growing  shorter  every  minute ;  no 
wonder  the  knights  were  undersized;  I  shall  be  a 
dwarf  anon." 

"  I  fear,"  moaned  the  man  of  God,  "  that  I  never 
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before  appreciated  the  heroism  of  the  old  defenders 
of  the  faith." 

"  Are  you  sure  Lisette  can  be  trusted  ?  " 

"  Never  fear;  but,  my  friend,  did  I  err,  or  did  I 
hear  you  say  that  we  would  give  her  five  hundred 
dollars,  if  we  escaped?  Was  not  the  use  of  the 
plural  pronoun  an  oversight  on  your  part  ?  " 

"  Oh  no,'^  said  Clem,  "  I  said  we,  I  did  not  say 
you,  I  mean  to  pay  my  share/' 

"  I  never  doubted  it,  and  I  would  not  have  you 
belittle  it  by  regarding  it  as  fractional.  Let  us  di- 
vide a  common  duty  fairly,  I  furnish  the  influence 
and  you  furnish  the  money.'' 

"  Humph  !  "  said  Clem,  "  there  is  nothing  so 
good  as  having  the  church  on  your  side,  I  mean 
there  is  nothing  so  good  for  the  church." 

"  Do  not  be  sacriligious ;  I  give  what  money  can- 
not buy  J  the  girl  is  a  member  of  my  flock;  had  I 
not  called  here  early  to  take  her  confession,  what 
would  have  become  of  you  ? " 

"Hush!"  said  Clem,  "here  they  are."  His 
voice  died  into  a  whisper;  a  latch  key  was  thrust 
into  the  keyhole,  the  door  pushed  open,  and  two 
officers,  followed  by  Lisette  in  a  state  of  trepida- 
tion entered  the  hall;  Clem's  heart  misgave  him, 
lest  a  cough  or  breath  betray  hitn,  and  he  was  still 
more  afraid  that  the  clergyman  would  collapse. 

"  Impossible  !  "  said  Lisette. 

"  They  say  so,"  said  the  taller  officer. 

"  All  by  one  man  !  "  said  Lisette,  "  what  kind 
of  a  looking  man  was  he  ?  " 

"  Some  say  he  was  a  giant  ten  feet  hi^h,  others, 
that  he  was  a  thin  dwarfish  man,  more  like  a  fancy 
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man  or  a  tailor-made  spark,  others,  that  he  was  an 
innocent,  like  a  girl  from  a  convent/' 

"  How  many  did  you  say  ? " 

"  IVe  heard  as  high  as  twenty,  but  I  don't  believe 
there  were  more  than  a  baker's  dozen." 

"  Diable  I "  said  Lisette,  "  how  these  ghosts  are 
given  to  exaggeration  shadows  always  have  that 
failing." 

"  I  don't  believe,  there  were  more  than  six,"  said 
the  smaller  minded  officer. 

"I  guess  his  name  was  James  Jams,"  said  lis- 
ette, "  I  think  they  had  all  been  on  a  spree  and  were 
working  oflF  the  effects." 

"  'Tis  a  serious  spree,  when  you  have  to  call  in 
half  the  ambulances  in  the  city  to  clear  away  the 
debris.  They  will  have  to  build  a  private  hospital 
and  cemetery  for  them,"  said  the  larger  minded. 

"  I  shouldn't  wonder,"  said  the  small  minded, 
"  if  it  were  a  little  pleasantry  over  a  game  of  poker, 
that's  what  Appo  says,  "  I  don't  believe,  there  were 
more  than  one  or  two  men  really  killed." 

"  Well,"  said  the  large  minded,  "  whoever  did  it, 

some  one  must  be  punished  for  the  honor  of  the 

force ;  the  public  demands  it,  and  a  man  more  or  less 

is  nothing  to  keeping  up  the  people's  respect  for 

law  and  order." 

*'  He  may  be  in  the  cellar,"  said  Lisette,  "  there 

are  many  hiding  places  there;  he  may  be  in  the 

cold  air  box  of  the  furnace." 

*^  He  would  have  to  go  through  the  furnace  to 
reach  it." 

*'  He  is  a  fire-eater,  whv  should  he  not  be  a  fire- 
walker?     He  may  be  a  descendant  of  Shadrach: 
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Jews  go  everywhere  nowadays.  Here  are  five  dol- 
lars to  help  you  find  him."  It  was  strange  that 
part  of  the  money,  which  Clem  had  given  to  aid 
his  escape,  should  be  paid  to  secure  his  capture. 
"If  you  are  going  upstairs,"  continued  Lisette, 
"  you  had  better  pull  off  your  boots,  my  mistress  is 
asleep." 

"  Is  she  such  a  tigress  ?  " 

"  She  works  hard  and  needs  her  sleep ;  at  eleven 
her  masseuse  comes,  at  twelve  she  is  going  to  a 
breakfast,  then  she  has  to  dress  for  a  drive,  and  this 
evening  she  is  going  to  a  dinner  and  theatre 
party." 

"  What  will  she  say  if  we  disturb  her  ? " 

"  Nothing,  she  will  simply  look  at  your  number 
and  smile,  and  your  occupation  will  be  gone."  The 
officers  resented  Lisette's  hypothetical  prophecy,  but 
stole  upstairs  as  softly  as  though  walking  on  their 
own  reputations.  Soon,  returning,  they  stamped 
downstairs,  where  they  remained  longer,  until  their 
gruff  voices  approaching,  had  Clem  needed  such 
proof,  told  of  their  failure. 

"  There  is  more  baggage  in  the  cellar  than  at 
the  tail  of  an  army,"  said  the  taller  one;  "  if  he  is 
among  the  trunks,  he  is  safe  enough ;  he  can  burrow 
through  them  like  a  mole;  it  will  take  a  month  to 
search  them."  With  that  they  both  walked 
bravely  out  of  the  house,  and  Lisette  chained  the 
door  after  them. 

"  I  think  I  had  rather  be  killed  in  my  shirt  than 
saved  in  armor,"  grumbled  Clem :  "  no  wonder  the 
Norsemen  became  berserks.  Can  you  not,  my  fair 
preserver,  give  me  a  crumb  of  bread  and  a  pinch  of 
salt,  I  am  dying  of  hunger." 
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"  These  stories  are  not  true  ? "  asked  lisette, 
looking  at  Clem  with  a  mixture  of  admiration  and 
horror,  the  latter  of  which  sentiments  were  clearly 
shared  by  the  holy  father ;  "  tell  me  about  it." 

"  It  was  nothing,"  said  Clem,  "  some  one  tried  to 
kidnap  me." 

"  Was  it  a  woman  ? " 

"  A  woman  was  at  the  bottom  of  it,  but  men  were 
on  the  surface  at  first,  though  some  of  them  could 
not  swim." 

"  Did  you  really  kill  them  ?  " 

"  No,  no,  when  finis  is  written  after  a  man's  name 
in  the  book,  everything  else  is  incidental,  a  knife, 
a  bullet,  a  straw,  a  smile,  what  matters  it  ?  They 
were  all  habitual  criminals ;  there  was  one  celestial 
among  them,  but  I  only  winged  him." 

"A  celestial  would  naturally  have  wings,"  said 
Lisette  innocently. 

"  You  take  too  careless  a  view  of  the  case,"  said 
their  seraphic  companion  severely :  "  I  hope  Mr. 
Clough  will  be  able  to  clear  himself,  but  it  is  a 
misfortune  for  the  cloth  to  be  mixed  up  in  such  a 
business,  however  remotely." 

"  Shall  we  call  in  the  police  and  surrender  our- 
selves," said  Clem. 

"Do  you  think  they  will  return  ?"  asked  Mr. 
Hatch  in  a  tone  of  terror. 

"  Policemen  never  go  over  their  work  twice,"  said 
Clem ;  "  they  say  they  are  thorough,  others  call  it 
laziness,  there  is  much  to  be  said  in  its  favor." 

Lisette,  who  had  disappeared,  now  returned  with 
a  copious  breakfast.  This  Clem  asked  his  comrades 
to  share,  and  on  their  refusal  fell  upom  the  dishes 
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with  such  vigor,  that  before  the  words  of  denial 
were  cold  upon  their  lips,  there  was  neither  crumb 
nor  drop  that  had  not  been  licked  up;  Clem  even 
snapped  his  teeth  at  Lisette,  as  though  he  would  de- 
vour her  also. 

"  Your  appetite  would  frighten  the  king  of  the 
Cannibal  Islands  out  of  his  propriety,"  said  their 
ghostly  monitor  frowning. 

"  Now,"  said  Clem  to  Lisette,  "  if  you  will  give 
me  a  place  to  sleep  for  an  hour  or  more  and  go  to 
my  mother,"  he  gave  her  the  address,  "  and  tell  her 
that  I  am  safe,  my  gratitude  and  my  purse  are 
yours."  Lisette's  heart  was  warmed  in  all  its 
chambers  by  these  words,  and  her  wonder  increased 
on  learning,  who  his  mother  was. 

"  My  mistress  will  not  wake  till  eleven,  you  can 
sleep  till  then.  You,  Mr.  Hatch,  are  so  well  known 
aroimd  here,  that  you  can  soon  leave  without  danger. 
If  Mr.  Clough  cannot  show  himself  without  being 
captured,  I  shall  have  to  send  him  away  in  a  hygeia 
trunk."  Clem's  vanity  was  flattered  by  perceiving 
that  the  clergyman  was  jealous  at  the  thought  of 
his  remaining,  even  when  caged  in  a  trimk. 

"  Can  I  not  at  a  pinch  pass  as  your  cousin  ?"  he 
asked  Lisette. 

"  I  have  so  many  cousins,  only  last  week  I  had 
to  give  up  three  or  four  real  cousins  in  order  to 
keep  my  artificial  ones." 

"  Will  not  some  one  see  me  ?" 

"  No,  the  coachman,  waiter  and  laundryman  live 
out  of  the  house,  and  our  meals  are  brought  from 
the  Hotel  Woodcock."  Lisette  then  bade  Mr, 
Hatch  good-bye  and  led  Clem  upstairs  into  the  draw- 
ing room. 
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"  Are  you  not  afraid  that  I  shall  make  away  with 
some  of  your  valuables  ?" 

"  You  don't  look  like  an  ingrate,"  said  Lisette ; 
"even  cannibals  don't  eat  theiir  hosts.  Besides," 
she  added  with  Gallic  shrewdness,  "you  have 
breathed  your  weapons  enough  for  one  day,  and 
you  couldn't  carry  anything  away  without  being  car- 
ried off  yourself." 

Clem  took  the  girl's  hand.  "Thank  you,"  he  said 
gently,  "  "^or  your  kindness.  Some  time  I  will  try 
and  repay  you,  but  above  all  thank  you  for  the  con- 
fidence you  show  a  stranger  in  trouble.  It  is  not 
misplaced." 

"  No  one  can  look  you  in  the  face,"  said  Lisette, 
"  and  believe  that  you  wish  to  harm  any  one,  unless 
he  tries  to  harm  you." 

"  When  you  go  to  my  mother,"  urged  Clem  flat- 
teringly, "  dress  yourself  to  look  as  homely  as  pos- 
sible, otherwise  she  will  think  Circe  has  cast  a  spell 
over  me." 

"  Oh,  have  done  with  your  nonsense,  what  will 
Mr.  Hatch  say  ?  He  was  reluctant  to  leave  you 
here ;  one  ha^  to  be  so  careful  of  the  cloth." 

Clem'  entered  the  drawing  room  and,  sleepy  as 
he  was,  looked  around  him  with  interest.  It  was  a 
room  compact  of  luxury,  in  which  all  colors  that 
soothe  or  delight  were  harmoniously  mingled. 
Whatever  of  beauty  lurks  in  either  continent  had 
been  stolen  by  hands  cunning  with  brush  and  pencil 
and  gathered  in  a  little  space.  Stealthily  hangings, 
rich  tapestries  and  silent  carpets  watched  to  appre- 
hend any  discordant  sound,  and  at  one  end  of  the 
room  an  open  piano  seemed  to  whisper  unbidden 
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melodies.  Beyond,  a  conservatory  glowed  like  a 
bit  of  tropical  landscape.  Beside  the  eastern  win- 
dows imprisoned  sunbeams,  like  skilled  artificers, 
worked  at  their  studies  in  green,  blue  and  crimson. 
A  hundred  gems  of  art  winked,  smiled  and  peeped 
from  every  comer.  But  the  one  object,  which 
rivetted  Clem's  fancy,  was  a  couch,  the  cradle  of 
Morpheus,  one  touch  of  which  would  have  laid  swift- 
footed  Achilles  by  the  heels. 

Lisette  had  given  him  an  Afghan  to  spread  over 
his  feet,  which  she  evidently  supposed  were  his 
weak  points.  But  before  Clem  trusted  himself  to 
approach  the  couch,  he  bethought  himself,  like  a 
wise  soldier,  if  he  could  not  throw  up  some  defence 
to  the  feeble  position,  in  which  he  would  soon  be 
placed.  Women,  he  had  heard,  are  often  asleep, 
when  they  ought  to  be  awake,  and,  alas,  more  often 
awake,  when  they  ought  to  be  asleep.  If  my  host- 
ess, he  reflected,  chance  upon  me  unawares,  she 
may  forget  that  I  am  a  guest,  though  self  invited, 
and,  before  she  learns  my  quality,  may  let  slip  some 
fond  exclamation  and  in  a  moment  turn  the  fat  into 
the  fire  and  the  neighborhood  into  a  pandemonium. 

As  he  cast  about  to  find  some  barrier  against  sur- 
prise, his  eyes  fell  on  a  photograph  of  a  woman  ?o 
attractive,  that,  drowsy  as  he  was,  he  could  not  but 
gaze  at  it.  She  had  a  face  hard  to  discover  and 
harder  to  forget.  Whoever  beheld  her  felt  his 
heart  wooed  by  all  the  fugitive  graces  of  the  sum- 
mer twilight;  softened  sunbeams  were  enmeshed  in 
her  dark  tresses  and  in  the  filmy  laces,  that  swathed 
her;  the  subtle  motions,  even  the  reluctant  whispers 
of  day^s  most  sacred  hour  flowed  from  her  eyes  and 
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lips;  haunting  mysteries  lurked  in  her  glance  and 
smile;  the  veiled  passion,  the  mystic  dream,  the 
long  denial,  that  make  beauty  a  religion,  were  re- 
vealed in  her  rapt  expression.  The  picture  re- 
sembled a  girl,  whose  story  formed  a  chapter  in 
Clem's  earlier  life,  on  which  he  rarely  looked.  As  his 
glance  drank  in  her  beauty,  he  sighed,  "  Can  another 
be  as  fair  ?  or  was  the  portrait  taken  in  paradise  ? 
yet  it  is  so  lifelike,  I  can  almost  smell  the  roses  scat- 
tered under  her  feet.''  He  turned  away,  and  began 
laboriously,  for  his  wits  were  heavy,  to  solve. the 
military  problem. 

"  My  hostess,"  he  said  to  himself,  "  is  most  prob- 
ably a  woman;  this  is  doubtless  her  portrait,  for 
jealousy  would  prevent  her  making  prominent  the 
picture  of  another  woman  as  beautiful.  Curiosity 
and  vanity  are  two  female  passions,  that  easily  de- 
vour all  others.  If  I  enlist  these  on  my  side,  I  shall 
secure  a  respite  from  attack.  Poetry  is  not  lucra- 
tive, but  as  an  alterative  nothing  is  better  for  a 
woman's  pride,  anger  or  resentment.  By  appeal- 
ing to  their  higher  and  lower  natures,  it  catches 
their  hearts,  as  it  were,  between  the  upper  and  the 
nether  sides  of  a  nut-cracker." 

Clem  then  drew  the  cartridges  from  his  pistol, 
and  his  knife  from  its  sheath,  hid  the  first  and  third 
on  the  mantel  piece  and  placed  the  others  on  the 
table,  as  heralds  of  peace.  Then  taking  a  pen  from 
an  escritoire,  he  wrote  four  stanzas  on  the  back  of 
the  photograph  and  turned  its  face  towards  his 
couch,  having  first  read  over  again  his  own  verses, 
as  an  opiate  to  offset  the  exhilarating  effects  of  the 
picture, 
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Thb  Habbob  Mistbbss. 

Enchantress,  whose  bewitching  face 

To  banish  sleep  is  framed, 
I  pray  you  of  your  beauty's  grace, 

Let  sacred  sleep  unblamed 

A  little  while  revisit  eyes. 

That  long  have  watchful  been, 
Yet  know  not  how  in  seemly  wise 

To  close  before  the  queen. 

If  too  securely  I  repose 

Beneath  your  glances  bright. 
Regard  me  but  as  one  of  those. 

Your  charms  have  robbed  of  light. 

Awake,  how  dare  I  hope  for  heaven 
Or  woo  your  coy  caress  ? 
In  sleep,  no  crime  is  unf  orgiven, 
Thou  Dream  of  Loveliness. 


CHAPTER  X. 

Clem  slept  or  dreamed  he  slept,  for  like  a  sorcer- 
ess the  portrait  before  him  controlled  his  thoughts 
and  called  up  flitting  pictures  of  his  earlier  life. 
The  reflections  of  our  waking  hours  are  usually  dis- 
torted, but,  when  the  mirror  is  broken,  they  are 
sometimes  truer  pictures  than  the  originals.  Clem, 
a  boy  again,  was  wandering  with  a  dark-eyed  girl 
over  the  fields  of  a  farm,  that  clung  like  a  tame 
flower  to  the  wild  mountain  side.  The  lass,  half 
gypsy  and  half  prude,  danced  through  the  oats  and 
barley  and,  turning  to  see  if  she  were  followed, 
picked  the  bearded  blades  with  feigned  indiffer- 
ence. They  came  to  a  comer  of  the  farm,  where 
a  large  boulder  rested  upon  three  small  stones.  The 
Tripod  overlooked  the  Devil's  Half  Acre,  a  ravine 
much  affected  by  truants  for  its  name's  sake  and 
for  its  abundant  snakes.  Up  this  prophetic  monu- 
ment of  the  glacial  age  Clem  helped  his  companion 
and  clambered  himself.  He  crossed  the  palm  of 
the  infant  Pythoness  with  a  penny,  and  she  began 
to  tell  his  fortune. 

"  You  will  wear  ragged  clothes  and  eat  crusts  and 
all  sorts  of  horrid  things;  a  princess,  a  dark  lady, 
will  pity  you  and  give  you  a  bag  of  silver ;  you  will 
fall  in  love  with  her,  but,  when  she  is  mending  a 
hole  in  your  coat,  a  giant  will  carry  her  away ;  you 
will  try  to  find  her;  she  will  be  peeping  from  a 
castle  window ;  you  will  see  her  face  in  a  well  and 
jump  into  it;  she  will  hear  you  cry  and  let  down 
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her  hair."  Then  a  white-aproned- wench  ran  from 
the  house  and  calling  Ivy!  Ivy!  carried  the  child 
away  to  see  the  minister,  who  had  brought  her  a 
book  of  fairy  tales. 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Ivy,  "  how  I  do  hate  those 
church  library  books;  they  have  nice  titles  like  The 
Five  Soldiers  and  The  Victor's  Crown;  you  think 
they  are  all  about  battles,  pirates,  cannibals  and 
lovers,  and  there's  nothing  in  them  but  missionaries, 
martyrs  and  prayers."  The  face  of  Ivy's  father 
darkened,  and  Clem,  who  had  crept  in  after  hier, 
and  who  wished  to  smooth  matters,  asked  softly : 

"  Mr.  Minister,  when  a  man  dies  and  is  put  to 
sleep  in  a  hole,  does  he  have  his  burial  stones  on  ?" 
The  clergyman  replied  gently,  and  Clem,  en- 
couraged, asked  him  a  question,  which  some  rogue 
had  put  on  his  tongue.  "  Tell  me,  Mr.  Minister, 
why  doesn't  Jesus  Christ  ever  come  to  Holyrood  ? 
Is  it  because  there  are  so  many  catfish  here  ?  " 

"  He  means  ministers  by  catfish,"  Ivy  explained, 
but  Clem  was  swiftly  removed  from  the  house,  and 
Ivy  found  him  lingering  at  the  gate.  "  How  do 
you  feel  ?"  she  asked. 

"  I  have  a  headache." 

"  What  shall  I  have  ? "  she  said  sympathetically. 

"  Ivy,"  he  answered,  "  you  shall  have  a  kiss  with- 
out asking  for  it." 

The  scene  changed.  Ivy  was  older ;  she  was  riding 
with  Clem  through  the  glades,  that  stretch  out 
from  the  Pine  Mountains.  What  a  masterpiece 
of  nature's  pencil!  hill  and  field  vivified  by  the 
rapids  of  gleaming  rivulets ;  emerald  intervals  dot- 
ted with  tufted  elms;  sky-encumbered  peaks  rising 
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like  huge  billows  and  rolling  far  away ;  clouds  idly 
passing  from  summit  to  summit,  and  at  times  the 
sunbeams  like  a  thousand  tiny  cupids  struggling 
with  the  cold  rain  drops.  And  Ivy,  fresh  from 
school,  what  a  picture!  A  wood  nymph  stepping 
from  a  bandbox,  art  and  nature  were  at  odds  over 
her;  it  was  a  pretty  quarrel,  whose  had  been  the 
more  cunning  hand  in  forming  her?  Whichever 
side  victory  favored,  she  appeared  the  more  charm- 
ing. 

A  cardinal  flower,  glowing  by  the  river  bank, 
tempted  them  to  venture  after  it;  her  shoe  stuck 
fast  in  the  mud,  but  he  fished  it  out  and,  securing 
the  flower,  placed  it  in  her  hair ;  then  stooping  down 
he  kissed  the  miry  foot;  she  boxed  his  ears  but 
blushed  with  pleasure.  Then  they  climbed  the 
Palisades,  that  hang  over  White  Water,  to  get  a 
view  of  Mount  Hope.  The  sky  darkened  so  soon, 
that  they  could  not  see  the  path.  Her  hat  fell  over 
the  cliff;  they  could  not  move  forwards  nor  back- 
wards; there  sat  Clem  on  the  cold  hillside  happy, 
till  the  moon,  a  strange  mentor,  pointed  out  the 
narrow  way.  They  hastened  homeward  and  found, 
that  the  water  at  the  ford  had  risen  above  the  floor 
of  the  wagon.  Alas!  why  had  not  the  generous 
flood  borne  them  far  away  from  the  loveless  world 
across  the  Sea  of  Forgetfulness  to  the  Happy  Is- 
lands ? 

"  You  are  going  away.  Ivy;  how  shall  I  fare  then? 
How  shall  I  place  one  foot  above  another  ?  " 

"  Nay,"  said  Ivy,  "  I  would  rather  you  were  dead 
than  have  you  lose  your  ambition." 

They  reached  home ;  Ivy's  mother  was  absent^  but 
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her  aunt  berated  the  girl  well;  she  replied  saucily, 
but  Clem  checked  her  and  bade  her  remember,  that 
that  her  aunt  had  the  floor. 

"  I  don't  want  the  floor." 

"  Then  take  the  ceiling,"  said  Ivy. 

"  Nay,  nay,"  said  Clem,  "  I  love  you.  Ivy,  and  I 
love  all  your  kith  and  kin." 

"  What  next !"  cried  the  aunt,  "  a  boy  like  you 
to  talk  of  love!  Ivy  will  go  abroad  in  a  few  days, 
and  your  fancy  will  have  time  to  cool." 

At  the  steamer  Clem  on  parting  gave  her  a  small 
kris,  which  his  grandfather  had  given  him.  "  Ivy," 
he  said,  "  you  are  so  venturesome,  this  dagger  may 
not  come  amiss." 

Again  the  scene  changed;  she  had  returned  and 
stood  alone  with  Clem  apparelled  in  beauty,  her 
dark  eyes  breathing  the  coy  passion  of  nature's 
priestess;  he  tried  to  caress  her,  but  she  repelled 
him. 

"  Clem,"  she  said,  "  my  mother,  my  sister  and 
myself  were  alone  in  a  hotel.  Mother  was  sick  and 
her  life  hung  by  a  thread;  she  and  her  nurse 
were  in  one  room,  my  sister  and  myself  in  another ; 
in  the  middle  of  the  night  I  thought  I  heard 
her  cough  and  went  to  her;  on  my  return  I  threw 
aside  my  dressing  gown  and  sprang  to  my  sister's 
side.  I  had  mistaken  the  room;  it  was  not  my 
sister,  whose  arms  received  me.  I  dared  not  cry, 
for  I  knew  a  scandal  would  be  my  mother's  death 
warrant.  I  wished  to  see  you  once  more  to  tell 
you,  that  I  loved  you  and  to  bid  you  good-bye." 

She  drew  him  to  her,  kissed  him  once  and  left 
him  to  stagger  away  like  a  drunken  man.     The 
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next  morning  she  was  found  in  her  room  with  the 
dagger,  which  he  had  given  her,  buried  in  her  heart. 
Grief  at  her  mother's  death,  it  was  said,  had  af- 
fected her  mind.  The  memory  of  this  scene  in- 
vaded Clem's  sleep  like  a  menad,  and  he  awoke 
in  horror. 

"  Ivy !  Ivy !  where  are  you  ?  Who  said  that  you 
were  dead?  The  sun,  the  stars  are  dead,  God  is 
dead,  but  you.  Ivy,  you  love  me,  you  cannot  die. 
Cruel  that  I  have  been,  forgive  me,  you  are  not 
gone!  do  you  not  hear  me!  I  love  you!  Speak, 
child!  "  He  sprang  up,  his  eyes  staring  wide,  his 
lips  on  fire,  "  Ivy !" 

"  Ivy !"  he  murmured  again ;  were  his  eyes  sane  ? 
Was  the  girl,  whom  he  had  loved  and  lost,  alive  be- 
fore him  ?  Was  the  smile,  which  he  so  well  re- 
membered, again  stealing  over  her  face  ?  Her 
dark  hair  fell  waving  to  her  waist,  her  throat  was 
bare,  and  the  beauty  curves,  that  bound  her  shapely 
neck  and  shoulders,  clasped  his  heart  like  cords  of 
steel.  Her  gown,  glowing  like  the  vest  of  the 
scarlet  ibis,  would  have  made  charms  less  vivid 
tame.  But  for  its  warmth  she  looked  like  some 
fugitive  vision  stealing  from  crystal  fountain  or 
haunted  forest  to  waylay  and  charm  the  belated 
traveler.  The  lines  of  her  lips  alone,  though  deli- 
cately turned,  were  too  firm  to  encourage  the  fancies 
her  blushes  awoke.  She  was  gazing  steadfastly 
at  Clem;  how  well  he  remembered  the  eyes  of  his 
idol ;  heaven  had  lit  them  to  rule  the  hearts  of  men ; 
dark,  gray  or  golden,  you  could  not  tell  their  color, 
you  could  only  feel  their  power  and,  haply,  follow 
the  pathway  to  paradise,  which  they  illumined. 
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"  Do  you  know  me  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  I  know  you,  as  youth  knows  its  pleasures  and 
its  sorrows,  your  name  is  Ivy  ? " 

"  Yes." 

"  You  are  dead  ?  " 

"  I  think  not." 

His  calmer  glance  now  noticed  that  his  hostess 
held  his  own  revolver  pointed  at  him  with  a  familiar 
grace.  He  looked  into  the  mouth  of  the  weapon 
and  smiled  with  a  bravery,  which  evidently  im- 
pressed the  fair  Amazon.  "  Alas  ! "  he  asked 
humbly,  "  do  my  verses  deserve  death  ? " 

"  I  have  not  read  them,"  she  answered  in  a  tone 
of  raillery,  that  made  him  think,  that  she  was  not 
telling  the  truth,  "will  you  not  recite  them  to  me  ?  " 
She  lowered  her  weapon  to  restore  his  courage. 
"  They  are  beautiful,  how  came  they  to  be  writ- 
ten ? " 

"  I  had  not  seen  you,  when  I  wrote  them." 

She  laid  the  revolver  upon  the  table  and  tight- 
ened the  cord  around  her  waist;  Clem  noticed  her 
shapely  hands,  her  rosy  finger  tips  and  her  almond- 
shaped  nails,  polished  like  ivory.  "  I  need  not  fear 
you,"  she  said  smiling,  "  I  can  tell  you  are  a  gentle- 
man from  your  impertinence ;  you  may  have  stolen 
the  verses,  but  that  is  clearly  your  own  property." 

"  Stolen  the  verses  !  "  cried  Clem,  startled  out  of 
his  decorum,  "  how  dare  you  utter  such  a  shameless 
error,"  he  concluded  tamely,  though  his  tone 
suggested  an  Anglo-Saxon  word.  He  was  answered 
by  a  laugh,  whose  notes  ran  through  his  veins  like 
quicksilver. 

"  How  quickly  you  fell  into  the  trap;  so  you  real- 
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ly  wrote  them,"  she  said,  holding  out  her  hand;  all 
my  life  I  have  longed  to  meet  a  poet ;  do  you  know 
who  I  am  ? " 

"  You  are  Ivy  Feroll,  or  her  avatar,"  he  replied 
sadly. 

"  My  name  is  Ivy  Langmuir." 

"  The  papers  have  printed  your  portrait  so  often, 
that  I  can  hardly  be  blamed  for  not  recognizing 
you.  How  came  you  to  be  stirring  at  such  an  un- 
fashionable hour?  You  might  have  embarrassed 
me." 

"  I  heard  some  one  talking  in  the  drawing  room, 
and  thinking  there  might  be  burglars  in  the  house, 
I  ran  downstairs  to  dispose  of  them,  before  I  fin- 
ished my  bath." 


CHAPTER  XI. 

Clem  had  fallen  into  a  long  sleep,  from  which  he 
awoke  refreshed.  Mrs.  Langmuir,  to  whom  he  had 
before  told  the  main  facts  of  his  story,  had,  mean- 
while, called  on  his  mother,  whom  she  had  met  be- 
fore her  own  residence  abroad.  Mrs.  Clough,  whose 
fear  had  been  relieved  by  Lisette's  message,  had 
been  again  disturbed  by  what  she  had  read;  but 
Mrs.  Langmuir  had  reassured  her  of  her  son's  safety, 
had  promised  to  aid  him  and  had  advised  her 
against  seeing  him,  as  she  was  doubtless  watched. 
Clem  then  wrote  to  De  Wolfe,  Sergent  and  Mr. 
Goodbody,  his  father's  comrade-at-arms,  to  meet  him 
the  next  day  at  Mrs.  Langmuir's  to  decide  what  to 
do  Tuesday,  which  was  but  three  days  distant. 
He  next,  not  without  trepidation,  asked  for  the 
morning  papers.  The  longest  of  the  brief  notices 
of  a  heated  hour  near  the  Kitchen  showed  a  pen 
avaricious  of  fame. 

"  The  story,"  it  began,  "  of  last  night's  checkered 
carousal  at  the  House  of  the  Dark  Trust  is  ex- 
clusively published  in  the  Razzle  Dazzle.  The 
closed  mouths  of  its  employes  have  made  it  im- 
possible for  other  journals  to  secure  the  details.  The 
hope  of  the  Trusties,  that  the  present  embargo  on 
gambling  would  be  lifted,  embodied  itself  in  a  gen- 
eral celebration  and  in  some  lively  side-events.  The 
house  was  built  by  contract,  and  something  similar 
to  what  happens  at  times,  when  a  traveler  through 
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a  snow-hung  Alpine  canyon  raises  his  voice,  took 
place  in  one  of  the  rooms.  The  sound  of  revelry 
disturbed  the  sensitive  equipoise  of  the  walls,  one 
of  which  gave  way  and  fatally  overlay  two  blame- 
less sports.  The  life  of  a  third  escaped  during 
some  careless  knife  play,  which  followed  an  inquiry 
into  the  informal  burial  of  the  first  two.  Other 
merrymakers  claim  to  have  been  maimed  by  a 
skittish  stairway.  But  though  their  drinking  was 
according  to  the  laws  of  the  Modes  and  Persians, 
and  none  did  compel,  it  was  not  over  moderate,  and 
they  doubtless  blame  their  own  missteps  on  the  silent 
scapegoat.  ^  Experimentum  crucis,'  surgeons  im- 
prove their  touch  by  practice,  and  science  profits  by 
such  windfalls.  A  riunor,  which  connects  the  name  of 
an  alleged  defaulter,  published  elsewhere,  with  this 
peripatetic  banquet  is  unfounded.  It  is  not  averred, 
that  he  squandered  any  of  his  trust  funds  over  the 
green  cloth,  and  the  suggestion  is  an  insult  to  Wall 
Street,  which  offers  so  much  more  attractive  a  fidd 
for  such  talents." 

Then  followed  a  eulogy  on  the  departed  heroes  and 
a  prayer  to  Mercury,  with  the  moral  added,  that,  how- 
ever high  a  man  rolls,  he  must  at  last  descend  to 
the  furrow,  and  the  advice  to  provident  knights  of 
the  deck  not  to  leave  chips  for  their  heirs  to  cash 
in. 

The  Penumbra's  leader  gave  three  double  leaded 
columns  to  an  account  of  Clem's  mismanage- 
ment of  the  Cooley  Estate,  with  the  head  lines  in 
crimson.  "  Alleged  Embezzlement  by  an  Alleged 
Trustee !  Eumor  That  The  Alleged  Executor  Has 
Fled  To  Canada !     Motion  To  Kemove  I     Damning 
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Statements  by  Opposing  Lawyers!  Hyperbole  of 
Peculation !  Crimes  Known  and  Unknown  Charged 
Against  the  Alleged  Wrecker !  Painting  an  Estate 
Ked!  Kum,  Rouge,  Eiot  and  Euin!  Probable 
Suicide."  Most  of  the  other  articles  were  fair 
enough,  and  even  in  the  Penumbra's  story  Bull- 
winkle's  friendly  hand  had  at  times  eluded  the 
frantic  blue  pencil,  which  the  City  Editor  must  have 
wielded.  It  was  constrained  by  the  customs  of  the 
press  to  add,  that  all  the  charges  were  denied  by  the 
executor,  and  that,  as  the  case  would  soon  come  up  be- 
fore the  court,  its  readers  should  withhold  their  judg- 
ment. Three  cartloads  of  dirt  and  three  drops  of 
water  to  wash  it  away,  thought  Clem,  when  he  had 
finished  reading  his  verbose  death  warrant.  I  wake 
up  and  find  myself  famous.  What  a  deal  of  free 
advertising  I  I  must  write  my  autobiography,  and 
transmute  pay-dirt  into  cash. 

His  hostess  now  returned  into  the  library,  in  which 
he  was  reading.  She  had  excused  herself  from  her 
dinner  that  evening  and  had  invited  the  Barclay 
Vinsens  to  stay  at  her  house,  while  Clem  was  in  am- 
bush. She  then  left  him  to  his  reflections,  while  she 
went  to  dress.  ^Nothing,  thought  Clem,  when  alone, 
pays  better  than  writing  rhymes,  if  we  also  practice 
aiming  them.  The  effective  power  of  poetry,  like 
that  of  firearms,  depends  upon  its  direction.  A 
hundred  cannon  fired  at  random  do  not  do  half  as 
much  execution  as  a  pistol  aimed  at  the  heart.  A 
volume  of  admirable  verse  may  explode  in  the  air 
and  nobody  the  worse,  while  a  single  line  may  make 
its  mark  a  slave  for  life. 

Equally  f  ortimate  was  the  chance  that  had  led  him 
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under  the  shadow  of  so  powerful  a  personage  as  his 
hostess.     During  the  last  two  decades  the  freedom 
enjoyed  by  American  women,  aided  by  a  small  edu- 
cation and  great  wealth,  has  produced  a  caste  of 
aristocrats  more  powerful  than  the  patrician  dames 
of  Kome.     Without  superiors  and  little  biassed  by 
public  opinion,  their  acts  often  show  that  impartial 
justice,  which  poets  once  fondly  feigned  was  the 
attribute  of  kings.     There  was  a  third  reason  for  his 
thinking  himself  lucky, which  strangely  enough  never 
occurred  to  him ;  this  was  that  Mrs.  Langmuir's  ac- 
quaintance with  him  had  been  so  sudden.     Men 
imagine,  that  the  longer  women  know  them,  the 
better  women  like  them.     But  has  this  been  our 
experience  ?     When  a  woman  once  sees  a  man  and 
hears  him  speak,  she  usually  likes  or  dislikes  him 
for  all  he  is  worth;  a  longer  acquaintance  lessens 
either  feeling. 

Clem  next  looked  around  the  library,  where  to 
his  surprise,  hidden  among  pictures  of  merit,  he 
found  a  small  bookcase,  which  held  rare  editions 
of  the  Arabian  Nights,  Boccaccio,  Gil  Bias  and 
The  Unknown  City.  As  he  was  studying  their  en- 
gravings, Lisette  entered  with  eyes  as  large  as 
saucers  to  show  him  to  his  room.  Clem  asked  the 
girl,  whose  education  was  clearly  above  that  of  a 
servant,  why  she  looked  surprised? 

"  People  are  strange  enough  in  Paris,"  she  re- 
plied, "but  nothing  to  what  they  are  in  New  York. 
If  I  stay  here  much  longer,  I  shall  be  as  wild  as  that 
poor  Count." 

"What  poor  Count?" 

**  Have  you  never  heard  of  tte  Count  V^ 
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"  I  have  heard  of  a  hundred  Counts,  real,  ficti- 
tious and  French,  but  I  never  heard  of  the  Count." 

"  Have  you  never  heard  of  the  man,  who  says  he 
will  kill  or  cure  the  baroness  ?" 

"  Is  he  a  doctor  or  a  fishmonger  as  well  as  a 
Count?  If  a  fishmonger,  why  doesn't  he  kill  her 
first  and  cure  her  afterwards  ?     Cure  her  of  what  ?" 

"  Cure  her  of  her  coldness  towards  him," 

"  Oh !"  said  Clem,  more  interested,  "  why  doesn't 
she  put  him  in  an  asylum  ?" 

"  He  is  so  handsome  a  man,  how  can  she  ?" 

"  It  would  be  better  for  your  sex,  if  all  handsome 
men  were  under  lock  and  key,"  he  answered  testily. 

"  Yes,  if  women  were  their  keepers."  She  opened 
the  door  for  him  and,  giving  him  a  Parthian  smile, 
ran  away. 

The  room  had  an  outlook  on  fountain,  turf  and 
flower  bed  and,  what  pleased  him  more,  opened  into 
a  room  paved  with  tiles,  which  held  a  porcelain 
Koman  bath.  His  mother  had  sent  him  his  clothes, 
and  he  soon  made  himself  as  fresh  as  a  water  lily. 
It  was  nearly  seven  o'clock  and  he  felt  as  hungry  as 
a  blue  fish.  On  coming  down  stairs  he  persuaded 
Lisette  to  smuggle  him  into  the  dining  room  before 
the  others  and  to  allay  his  thirst  with  a  febrifuge. 
He  found  nook  and  corner  filled  with  daisies  in 
pots,  which  imparted  a  homelike  vivacity  to  the 
scene,  in  contrast  to  the  sporting  pictures,  which  en- 
circled the  walls  and  ranged  from  treeing  a  coon  in 
Virginia  to  Diana's  stag  hunt.  Near  one  of  the  win- 
dows stood  an  aquarium  inhabited  by  a  crocodile,  a 
hellbender  and  a  fish  unknown  to  Clem,  if  possible 
even  more  hideous.     Hard  by,  a  cabinet  held  speci- 
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mens  of  a  Gila  monster,  a  tarantula  and  two  or  three 
more  of  nature's  favorite  deformities.  On  the  top 
of  the  cabinet  a  skull,  as  genius  loci,  rested  on  a 
pedestal,  the  base  of  which  bore  the,  words :  I  never 
told  a  lie. 

At  dinner  Clem  devoted  his  attention  to  some 
oysters  from  Saints  Bay,  and  to  the  strained  Ter- 
rapin soup,  on  whose  nectarous  stream  the  soul  of 
a  Bishop  might  sail  to  paradise.  All  women  look 
alike  to  the  starving,  and  Clem  at  first  blush  took 
scant  notice  of  his  hostess  and  Mrs.  Vinsen,  who  with 
her  husband  and  Mr.  Elmore,  the  banker,  completed 
the  number  of  plates.  It  was  not  until  the  third 
course,  that  his  glances  climbed  over  the  hedge  brist- 
ling with  American  Beauties,  which  Mrs.  Lang- 
muir's  deft  fingers  had  built  between  beauty's  visi- 
ble and  forbidden  domains. 

What  a  winsome  vision  she  was !  A  hundred  de- 
vices for  entrapping  men's  hearts  were  so  hidden,  as 
to  detract  nothing  from  the  charms  of  one  of  na- 
ture's works  of  art.  As  her  cheek  flushed  under 
Clem's  naive  admiration,  she  recalled  the  pictures 
that  pass  before  childhood's  fancy,  the  daughter  of 
the  Snow  Queen  veiling  herself  behind  a  crimson 
cloud,  or  a  statue  of  marble  glowing  under  rubies 
flung  over  it  by  a  magician  to  restore  it  to  life.  Her 
neck  was  alive  with  the  changing  light  of  pearl  and 
opal ;  the  dimples  on  her  shoulders  were  fairy  chal- 
ices for  Cupid's  kisses;  the  gems  sparkling  in  her 
hair,  or  rising  and  falling  with  the  spider-spun  lace 
edging  her  dress,  borrowed  light  from  the  magnetic 
currents,  which  one  could  almost  see  flowing  over 
her  supple  form. 
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"  Mr.  Clement,"  said  Mrs.  Vinsen,  for  Cleln  had 
been  renamed  to  preserve  his  incognito,  "  Mr. 
Clement  has  let  his  Turbot  go  untasted  to  admire 
your  dress,  Ivy." 

"  You  underrate  his  taste ;  English  fish  is  never 
good  here ;  the  cheapest  salt  water  fish  is  the  freshest 
amd  therefore  the  best,  but,  like  all  servants,  the  only 
crime  Truffle  knows  is  economy." 

"  How  well  his  mistress  practices  that  virtue," 
said  Clem,  looking  with  raised  eyebrows  at  the 
jewels  scattered  over  the  two  ladies,  like  glass  beads 
on  a  savage  princess ;  "  but  wealth  comes  from  divi- 
sion of  labor;  the  husband  draws  the  checks,  the 
wife  cashes  them.  Monseigneur  Truffle,"  he  added, 
glancing  toward  the  ivory-toothed  Black  who  waited 
upon  the  table  with  the  manners  of  an  Archbishop ; 
"  Monseigneur  is  generous  enough  to  give  us  two 
forks  for  our  fish ;  it  is  a  custom  far  from  universal ; 
yet  how  serious  such  questions  are!  A  friend  of 
mine  was  at  a  dinner  last  week  given  by  a  famous 
gourmet  at  the  Otway-Clarence.  The  imported 
head-waiter  offered  him  some  English  oysters 
and  then  served  a  heavy  wine  with  a  heavy 
fish ;  later,  would  you  believe  it,  the  Demidov  salad 
discovered  the  hearts  of  turnips  insteadof  artichokes. 
By  the  merest  chance  Doctor  Advent  was  present, 
and  my  friend's  life  was  saved  even  after  this 
third  shock.  But  no  other  doctor  could  have  hood- 
winked  death :  it  was  a  close  call." 

"  What  sybarites  our  young  men  are !"  said  Mr. 
Elmore  severely.  "  This  summer  I  went  to  a  Rhode 
Island  clambake.  We  heated  stones,  put  clams, 
lobsters,  sweet  potatoes  and  chickens  on  them  and 
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covered  everything  with  seaweed;  we  had  nothing 
to  drink  but  lager  beer :  that  was  a  banquet,  when  I 
was  a  boy." 

Clem  looked  at  the  banker  compassionately;  he 
had  clearly  reached  the  age  of  forty-five,  which  Clem 
had  generously  fixed  as  the  extreme  limit  of  human 
life,  and  Clem  could  have  no  quarrel  with  the  dead. 

^*  My  friend,"  he  said  gently,  "  much  must  be 
pardoned  to  an  idealist,  solid  or  liquid." 

"  Idealist  I     A  new  name  to  give  to  " 

"  One  of  Circe's  herd,  that  ran  violently  down  a 
steep  place,"  said  Mrs.  Vinson,  who  was  strong  on 
scripture. 

"  Which  of  Mrs.  Vinson's  novels  do  you  like  the 
best?"  Clem  asked  the  banker  maliciously. 

"  The  last,"  but  from  the  faltering  tone  in  which 
he  spoke,  Clem  guessed  that  he  had  never  heard  of 
any  of  them;  Clem,  however,  humanely  abstained 
from  pressing  his  advantage. 

"  You  may  be  right,"  he  said :  The  Knave  of 
Destiny  is  a  work  of  genius.  How  have  you  suc- 
ceeded, Mrs.  Vinsen,  where  others  have  failed,  in 
giving  us  so  lifelike  a  picture  of  society?  I  can 
see  where  you  get  your  heroes,"  and  he  nodded 
towards  her  husband. 

"Bless  my  soul,  I  must  read  them — again." 
It  was  a  word  of  salvation,  as  his  wife's  counte- 
nance showed.  How  often  our  happiness  hangs  on 
a  few  letters! 

"  I  have  no  doubt,"  said  Clem,  "  that  the  banker, 
who  makes  his  friends  rich  by  his  tips,  is  no  other 
than  Mr.  Elmore  ?*' 

"  You  donH  mean  so,"  said  Mr.  Elmore,  and  he 
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begged  his  hostess  in  a  whisper  to  tell  him,  where 
he  could  buy  Mrs.  Vinsen's  works. 

"  When  a  married  woman  writes  novels,"  con- 
tinued Clem,  "  she  must  be  tempted  to  overidealize 
her  hero,  who,  to  be  interesting,  should  not  be  with- 
out a  blemish." 

"  How  do  you  escape  that  danger,  my  dear  ?" 
asked  her  husband,  who  began  to  take  a  new  in- 
terest in  the  workings  of  his  wife's  mind. 

"  It  takes  some  finesse,"  she  replied  with  a  quiz- 
zical look,  "  unless  one  goes  outside  the  home  circle 
for  information,  which  has  its  disadvantages." 

"  One  difficulty  in  writing,"  said  Clem,  "  is  to 
realize  the  strained  relations,  that  exist  between 
words  and  ideas;  a  word  is  the  shadow  of  an  idea, 
but  as  the  men,  who  have  the  idea,  die,  and  the  word 
lives,  in  time  the  word  often  becomes  the  substance, 
and  the  idea  the  shadow.  My  small  brother  once 
said  to  me,  ^  Your  shadow  is  a  patch  on  you ;  if  you 
were  not  there,  your  shadow  would  not  be  there ;  if 
you  run  as  fast  as  you  can,  your  shadow  will  run 
just  as  fast;  you  can  never  beat  your  shadow,  but 
your  shadow  can  beat  you ;  sometimes  it  is  ten  times 
as  big  as  you  and  sometimes  it  stretches  out  so  far 
that  you  can't  see  the  end  of  it." 

"  What  is  your  address,  Mr.  Clement  ?"  said  Mrs. 
Vinson. 

"  My  present  address  is  Vermont." 

"  Vermont !"  said  Mr.  Elmore,  "  strange ;  but  it 
is  a  small  State ;  I  suppose  you  have  bought  it  ?" 

"I  want  you,"  said  Mrs.  Vinson,  "to  meet  a 
French  writer,  who  is  staying  with  us.  He  says 
all  Americans  are  idealists,  but  most  of  their  ideals 
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are  low;  that  even  our  Mammonites  care  more  for 
the  game  than  the  prize." 

"  My  friend  De  Wolfe  is  an  idealist  of  another 
fashion,"  said  Clem.  "  You  will  see  him  to-mor- 
row; when  he  had  spent  his  fortune  in  study,  he 
began  to  work  on  Arabic  and  Sanskrit;  it  was  of 
him  those  lines  were  written : 

'  And  thou  shalt  voice  the  scholar's  aim, 
The  insatiate  eye,  his  tongue  of  flame, 
Who  ragged,  starving,  racked  with  pain. 
Holds  kings  and  gods  in  high  disdain. 
Believing  truth  alone  is  great, 
All  else  beneath  or  love  or  hate ; 
Whose  footsteps  never  resting  run 
From  age  to  age,  from  sun  to  sun; 
Whose  touch  unbars  the  iron  gate, 
That  closes  fast  on  life's  debate ; 
Who,  pressing  on  with  torch  alight. 
Invades  the  very  soul  of  night, 
Nor  backward  turns,  though  on  him  glare 
The  sightless  sockets  of  despair ; 
But  on  to  realms  no  comet's  eye. 
Or  new  bom  world's  reproachful  cry, 
Draws  near,  whence,  like  a  slender  thread. 
By  nature's  deepest  fountain  fed. 
The  tangled  stream  of  heat  and  time 
Flows  dimly  forth  with  muffled  rhyme. ' " 


a  7 


"  What  a  eulogy !"  said  Mrs.  Vinsen,  with  a  sigh, 
Tis  a  pity  we  have  now  so  many  ideals.  For  a 
thousand  years  there  were  only  two,  the  Knight  and 
the  Monk." 

"  Both  of  them  soft  marks,"  said  her  husband, 
with  the  bravery  of  a  man,  who  knows  what  a  pro- 
vider's present  responsibilities  are. 
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'Tis  true,"  said  Clem,  ^'  too  many  ideals  scatter 
the  brains.  Love  is  an  ideal ;  so  is  beauty  of  sound, 
color  or  line ;  science  and  art  have  a  hundred  ideals, 
each  ambitious  to  possess  the  soul,  yet  each  imposing 
limits  on  the  other.  Every  ideal  grows  stronger 
in  the  shadow,  and,  while  with  generous  mind  we 
worship  one,  a  rival  issues  from  the  night  and  by 
stealth  enthrones  itself  in  the  heart." 

"  Mr.  Clement,"  said  Ivy,  "  you  talk  more  wisely 
than  you  know;  it  is  the  trick  of  a  scholar,  who 
scatters  words  about  to  attract  ideas,  as  men  scatter 
grain  to  decoy  birds." 

^^  What  that  Frenchman  says  about  game  and 
prize  is  true,"  said  Mr.  Elmore,  who  followed  a 
little  in  the  rear  of  the  conversation ;  "  after  you  have 
made  a  million  of  dollars,  the  rest  is  as  worthless  as 
sand." 

"  Fashion  is  a  bizarre  ideal,"  said  Clem,  "  which 
its  votaries  take  seriously.  The  real  society  of  the 
highly-gifted  is  scarcely  aware  of  its  own  existence 
You  can  tell,  whether  a  man  belongs  to  the  gay  world 
by  the  marks,  that  every  moment  is  crucial,  and 
every  idea  vital." 

"  All  ideals  are  tyrants,"  said  Ivy  thoughtfully ; 
"  I  once  had  an  ideal  of  beauty." 

"  Was  it  then  you  stocked  your  cabinet  and 
aquarium?"  asked  Clem. 

Mrs.  Vinsen  rose  to  look  at  them.  "  Why,  Ivy," 
she  exclaimed,  "  how  came  your  pets  by  so  attractive 
names  ?" 

"  Names !"  said  Ivy,  and  with  her  other  guests  fol- 
lowing Mrs.  Vinsen,  found  that  the  inhabitants  of 
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the  quick  and  dead  abodes  of  horror  had  been  trans- 
formed into  well  known  society  beauties. 

^*  It  looks  like  Mr.  Elmore's  writing,"  said  Mrs. 
Vinsen. 

^'  If  you  have  done  this,"  said  Ivy,  her  eyes  flash- 
ing, "  I  shall  never  speak  to  you  again."  The 
banker  was  so  paralyzed  with  anger,  that  he  could 
neither  admit  nor  deny  his  guilt. 

"  I  suspect,"  said  Clem  softly,  "  that  Mr.  Elmore 
is  not  chiefly  to  blame." 

''  Thank  heaven !" 

"  Thank  me  for  standing  your  friend.  If  I  may 
hazard  an  opinion,"  continued  Clem,  "  some  one 
has  been  so  wronged  by  lawyers  of  the  baser  sort, 
that,  compared  with  them,  these  monstrosities  look 
beautiful ;  while  in  this  frame  of  mind,  he  has  re- 
christened  these  terrors.  I  am  the  more  persuaded, 
that  this  was  an  error  of  vision  by  the  fact,  that 
the  unknown  has  made  all  these  animals  females, 
whereas  a  little  study  on  his  part  would  have  shown 
that  the  tarantula  and  crocodile  are  both " 

"  Mr.  Clement,"  said  Ivy,  "  if  you  have  com- 
mitted this  deviation,  it  is  a  different  matter;  a 
poet  is  insane  by  profession;  more  excusable,  per- 
haps, the  more  atrocious  his  actions." 

Clem  was  not  so  much  shocked,  as  one  might  sup- 
pose, at  this  new  rule  of  conduct.  "  Let  us  be  thank- 
ful," he  said,  "  that  none  of  these  queens  are  our 
guests.  But  these  questions  are  trifling  to  what  now 
invites  our  attentioai.  It  would  be  cold  death,  for  an 
epicure  to  be  robbed  of  this  course."  N"or  was  he  far 
wrong,  for  Truffle  was  placing  before  him  a  stratified 
pate  of  woodcock,  quail  and  canvasback  duck  with  the 
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hearts  of  young  lettuce  and  celery,  served  with 
Madeira  drawn  from  the  wine  skins  of  Nereus. 

"  Speaking  of  an  ideal  of  beauty,  Ivy,"  said  Mrs. 
Vinsen,  "  what  has  become  of  that  Count  Gandolpho, 
who  fluttered  our  dove-cots  last  winter?  He  was 
the  handsomest  man  I  ever  saw." 

Clem,  who  had  raised  his  fork  to  his  mouth,  re- 
placed it,  with  a  smothered  exclamation  of  annoy- 
ance. 

"  I  haven't  seen  him  for  a  long  time." 

"  How  devoted  he  was  to  you !  All  the  girls 
were  jealous;  who  introduced  him  here?" 

"  He  brought  letters  from  the  Prince  of  Bary- 
tolia." 

"  Indeed !" 

Clem,  who  had  glanced  at  Mr.  Elmore  and 
noticed  that  he  looked  far  from  pleased,  again  saw 
his  own  dish  removed  untasted.  Truffle  then  served 
some  Turkish  sherbet  and  afterwards  passed  around 
cigarettes  of  the  same  polygamous  brand.  Each 
of  the  ladies  took  one  and  chaffed  Clem  on  his 
abstinence.  A  band  of  musicians,  masters  of  the 
voices,  that  dance  on  tightened  string  or  haunt 
the  hollows  of  resonant  wood,  now  entered 
the  room,  and  after  a  few  more  courses,  for  which 
Clem  had  no  appetite,  the  semi-Barmecide  feast 
ended  to  slow  music.  The  ladies  and  musicians  re- 
tired to  the  drawing  room,  whither  they  were  soon 
followed  by  Clem,  who  found  the  patois  of  Wall 
Street  unattractive.  Mrs.  Vinsen,  with  a  courtesy 
beyond  her  sex,  complained  of  having  overdanced 
the  night  before  and  left  him  alone  with  his 
hostess. 
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"  I  am  sorry  that  your  anxiety  has  robbed  you  of 
your  appetite,"  said  Ivy. 

"  Give  me  a  knife  and  fork,  and  I  will  show  you 
whether  or  not  I  am  toothless." 

"  You  will  eat  me  ?  I  do  not  doubt  it ;  I  hear 
strange  stories  about  you." 

"  I  hear  strange  stories  about  myself,  but  I  give 
them  little  credit;  not  that  I  would  deny  your  last 
indictment,  for  you  must  admit  that  you  are  tempt- 
mg." 

"  Why  did  you  eat  nothing  at  dinner  ?" 

"  A  certain  Count  stuck  in  my.  throat." 

A  smile  of  pleasure  played  round  Ivy's  lips. 
"  Strange,"  she  said ;  "  he  is  well  liked :  there  is 
nothing  angular  about  him." 

"  Who  is  he  ?" 

"  He  is  a  relative  of  the  Prince  of  Barytolia,  he 
brought  letters  to  our  best  people."  She  seated  her-, 
self  on  a  divan  and  looked  at  Clem  with  a  demure 
expression.  He  had  never  seen  a  face  or  mien  more 
virginal  or  more  womanly.  Even  when  silent,  the 
echoes  of  her  languorous  voice  vibrated  in  his  ear. 
The  electric  light,  stained  crimson  by  filmy  shades, 
touched  rosebud  and  lip,  pearl  and  dimple,  the  orna- 
ments of  jet,  and  the  tangles  of  her  hair  with  a 
weird  charm.  An  evanescent  perfume  breathed 
from  her  presence ;  the  swish  of  her  dress,  the  rust- 
ling of  ribbons  and  laces  stirred  waves  of  dreamy 
music.  When  most  at  rest,  she  was  as  full  of  grace- 
ful motions  as  a  pine  forest  of  shadows.  Clem's 
heart  welcomed  her  like  an  impossible  prayer,  that 
has  just  been  granted.  A  subtle  intoxication  stole 
over  him,  as  though  nature  herself  were  paying  court 
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to  him  and  thrilling  his  heart  with  her  veiled  tu- 
multuous passion. 

Seated  under  palm  trees  edging  the  conservatory, 
the  band  began  playing  one  of  Nervani's  Dream 
Echoes,  and  Clem,  with  half  shut  eyes,  searched  for 
new  dimples  in  Ivy's  throat  or  in  whatever  can  be 
imagined  fairer.  One  of  her  tresses  was  loosened 
and,  falling  on  her  neck  like  a  sacred  serpent,  drew 
the  fancy  through  the  labyrinth  of  love  to  the  tree 
of  knowledge.  Her  figure,  as  Clem  gazed  at  her, 
grew  more  pliant  and  eloquent,  and  even  the  bows 
and  folds  of  her  dress  were  full  of  soft  flatteries. 

"  I  have  a  picture  of  Count  Gandolpho,  if  you 
wish  to  see  it,"  she  said  considerately  and,  going  to 
a  table,  gave  Clem  a  photograph,  which  he  looked 
at  with  eager  reluctance.  Mrs.  Vinsen  had  not 
erred,  a  finer  face  or  figure  one  could  not  find  in  a 
year's  search.  "  You  give  me  a  chill,"  said  Ivy, 
"  I  know  what  is  on  the  tip  of  your  tongue ;  why 
don't  you  ask  me,  whether  he  cared  for  me  ?" 

"  He  has  seen  you,"  said  Clem  innocently ;  Ivy 
looked  pleased. 

"  Why  don't  you  ask  me,  whether  I  care  for  him  ?" 
Clem's  eyes  were  full  of  questioning.  "  I  care 
nothing  for  him ;"  his  heart  grew  light.  "  Well,'^ 
she  added,  "  have  you  nothing  to  say  ?  You  have 
not  asked  me  a  word  about  myself." 

"  I  am  nicknamed  The  Silent,"  said  Clem,  "  and 
I  enjoy  hearing  you  so  much,  that  it  is  hard  for  me 
not  to  listen." 

"  What  shall  I  talk  about  ?" 

"  No  one  told  Sappho  what  to  sing ;  there  is  one 
subject  more  interesting  than  any  other,  but,  if  you 
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are  too  modest  to  talk  about  yourself,  talk  about 
the  baron ;  there  is  a  charm  about  husbands,  who  are 
no  more." 

'^  But  he  is  not  no  more ;  he  is  very  much  more." 

"  He  is  separated  from  you;  as  a  practical  man, 
what  other  form  of  death  would  he  not  prefer  ?" 

^''  The  unknown  is  full  of  a  poet's  friends,"  said 
Ivy  blushing,  "  strange  1  have  I  known  you  a  day  or 
all  my  life?  I  rarely  speak  about  myself;  but  1 
want  to  shut  my  eyes  and  tell  you  the  story  of  my 
life  from  the  beginning.  I  have  been  told,  that  you 
never  speak  ill  of  a  woman." 

"  Nay,"  said  Clem,  not  wishing  her  to  say  any- 
thing, which  she  might  regret,  "  like  all  the  world, 
I  already  know  everything  about  you  and  your  an- 
cestors." 

"  What  do  you  know  about  my  ancestors  ?" 

"  Your  great  grandfather  was  a  God-fearing  man, 
who  imported  slaves  and  West  India  rum  and  mo- 
lasses. He  lost  half  his  fortune  by  freeing  his  slaves, 
and  your  grandfather  lost  the  remaining  half  by 
signing  the  temperance  pledge.  Your  father  mar- 
ried a  Scotch  quakeress  of  Timoleon,  the  City  of 
Brotherly  Love,  who  brought  him  a  coal  mine  as  a 
dowry.  She  taught  him  to  look  above  for  the  gifts 
of  God  and  below  for  the  gifts  of  Mammon." 

"  How  events  enmesh  us  in  a  network  of  steel !" 
said  Ivy  soberly ;  "  father  invested  the  profits  from 
mother's  coal  mine  in  gold  mines  in  the  northwest. 
A  few  months  ago  I  was  visiting  one  of  those 
mines  with  a  party  of  ladies  and  gentlemen,  of  whom 
Count  Gandolpho  was  one.  He  was  mixed  up  in  a 
shooting  aflPair,  in  which  the  son  of  a  man  of  promi- 
nence was  killed ;  since  then  he  has  been  in  hiding.'^ 
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The  possibility  that  the  Count  might  soon  be 
hanged  gave  a  more  cheerful  tone  to  Clem's 
thoughts.  "  What  have  you  to  do  vith  Counts,  Mrs. 
Langmuir  ?"  he  asked  tantalizingly,  "  when  I  have 
just  been  reading  of  your  descent  from  royal  an- 
cestors." 

"  I  hope  you  believe  it  P' 

"  Why  not  ?  had  I  been  a  king,  I  should  have 
selected  you  as  my  descendant.  Besides,  many  sages 
hold,  that  a  descendant  ennobles  his  ancestors,  which 
gives  yours  a  far  better  title  to  the  crown,  than  any 
king's,  except  possibly  the  forbears  of  Zenobia  or 
Cleopatra.  But  if  I  were  to  hazard  a  guess,  you  are 
the  descendant  of  that  Christian  hero,  who  ran  away 
with  the  favorite  Sultana  of  the  Magnificent  Califf. 
There  is  a  subdued  Oriental  perfume  about  you  " — 

"  Do  not  jest  with  me ;  I  am  much  perplexed ;  I 
am  so  in  need  of  a  friend."  Clem  remembered  with 
a  twinge  another  woman,  who  had  asked  him  to  be 
her  friend." 

"  Ivy,"  he  said  gravely,  "  let  me  call  you  by  that 
name,  it  is  your  own  and  not  another's,  "  I  will  tell 
you  the  truth ;  a  beautiful  woman  had  better  seek  the 
fountain  of  youth  or  the  golden  touch  than  a  friend 
among  men." 

"  Well,  be  my  enemy,  between  persons  of  the  op- 
posite sex  it  amounts  to  the  same  thing ;"  there  was 
a  careless  witchery  in  her  tone,  that  won  its  way  to 
the  heart ;  "  but  you  must  listen ;  shut  your  eyes,  I 
cannot  talk,  while  you  look  at  me  so.  Had  mother 
lived,  I  might  not  have  been  so  unwise,  but  I  re- 
member nothing  of  her  but  her  face  and  voice. 
Father  died  of  grief  soon  after  her  death,  and  I 
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was  sent  to  school  and  later  to  Vashti  College.  Two 
years  after  I  was  graduated,  I  traveled  over  Europe 
with  my  aunt  and  then  for  a  while  made  Paris  our 
home,  where  our  fortune  and  perhaps  ourselves  at- 
tracted a  number  of  acquaintances.  Few  French- 
men have  the  pride,  true  or  false,  which  prevents 
their  seeking  rich  wives,  whom  they  repay  by  multi- 
plying their  capital  by  five.  Yet  perhaps  some  of 
their  admiration  was  not .  insincere ;  for  a  Jewish 
banker  told  my  aunt,  that  I  would  be  a  fortune,  if 
I  stood  in  the  midst  of  my  goods,  a  compliment 
which  one  must  go  abroad  to  appreciate. 

"  I  had  already  in  my  imagination  visited  the 
ancient  European  cities,  their  palaces,  their  temples 
and  their  art  shrines.  In  fancy  I  had  personated 
the  characters,  whose  spirits  haunt  the  hallowed 
scenes.  What  you  said  of  words  and  thoughts  is 
true;  carried  away  by  the  manners,  the  music,  the 
phrases,  the  product  of  centuries  of  genius,  I  tried 
to  find  living  forms,  that  embodied  the  magic  of  the 
past.  I  forgot  America,  nature  and  truth.  When 
Baron  D'Estienne  Langmuir  proposed  to  me,  I 
fancied  I  was  in  love  with  him,  but  I  was  really  in 
love  with  his  intermittent  ancestor,  who  fell  with 
Roland,  and  who  came  to  life  and  died,  whenever  the 
honor  of  the  family  required  it. 

"  For  a  year  after  my  marriage  my  life  was  a 
dream ;  month  after  month  found  me  a  favorite  in 
the  giddy  whirl  of  society;  they  called  me  the 
Divinity  of  the  New  World;  princes  begged  for  a 
smile  with  their  lives  in  their  hands ;  I  was  flattered, 
till  the  world  of  reality  dissolved,  and  ray  feet  trod 
on  roseate  air.     You  can  guess  what  an  innocent 
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I  was;  from  the  moment  of  my  marriage,"  Ivy's 
voice  sank  to  a  whisper,  "  I  never  received  a  real 
caress  from  my  husband.  When  we  met  and  parted, 
he  kissed  the  tips  of  ray  fingers ;  he  told  me,  that  he 
worshiped  me  like  the  Madonna,  and  that  any  more 
pronounced  attention  would  stain  the  purity  of  our 
relations;  that  it  is  easy  to  descend,  but  to  be  a 
Beatrice  or  a  Colonna,  that  is  the  glory  of  woman- 
hood. 

"  But  one  day  the  stage,  on  which  I  reigned,  van- 
ished with  all  its  actors.  As  I  was  returning  from 
a  fete  champetre,  I  saw  a  smug  country  lass  walking 
with  her  lover  behind  her  parents  along  a  village 
pathway.  Suddenly  clasping  her  waist,  he  snatched 
a  kiss  from  her ;  she  slapped  his  face  and,  half  laugh- 
ing, half  angry,  ran  to  join  her  mother;  he  pursued 
her,  stopping  only  to  pick  up  a  bunch  of  violets, 
which  she  had  flung  away.  The  importance  of  an 
incident  depends  upon  the  chain  of  thought,  which 
it  fastens  around  the  observer's  mind ;  I  felt,  that  I 
would  give  my  life  for  half  an  hour  of  honest  affec- 
tion. 

"  As  I  drove  past  the  Pare  aux  Cerfs,  I  met 
Estelle  D'Estamps,  the  prettiest  woman  in  Paris. 
There  was  nothing  surprising  in  that,  as  I  had  often 
met  her  before ;  but  that  her  coachman  and  footman 
wore  my  husband's  livery  was  suggestive.  I  had 
never  loved  the  Baron ;  I  had  been  enamored  of  a 
hundred  names,  fondly  thought  to  have  been  strung 
together  on  nature's  thread;  but  jealousy  not  only 
outlives  love,  but  can  be  excited,  when  love  has 
never  existed.  I  soon  learned,  that  I  was  the  only 
woman  in  Paris,  who  did  not  know,  that  the  Baron 
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had  married  me  to  support  his  former  flame  in 
luxury. 

''  For  three  days  he  had  been  assiduous  in  his 
attentions,  and  I  waited  as  long  again,  until  I  could 
speak  to  him  with  composure.  Then  I  told  him, 
what  I  thought  of  our  and  of  his  other  relations. 
My  fortune  had  supported  his  maitresse  en  titre  with 
ostentation,  but  of  that  I  said  not  a  word.  Sur- 
prised at  my  reticence  on  the  charge,  which  would 
have  touched  his  pride  most  nearly,  he  fetched  a 
sigh  of  relief. 

"  '  Belle  Petite,'  he  said  gently,  '  your  principles 
do  you  honor;  so  far  as  my  education  permits,  I 
follow  them  in  theory,  at  least,  more  strictly  than 
yourself.  But  the  strongest  of  us  must  yield  or  ap« 
pear  to  yield  somewhat  to  public  opinion.  I  assure 
you,  that  the  vicissitude,  which,  not  without  a  show 
of  reason,  you  call  a  deviation  from  the  norma  of  the 
church,  will  give  us  a  position  in  the  world  of  fashion, 
which  we  can  secure  in  no  other  way,  at  least  with 
so  small  an  outlay  of  conscience.' 

"  But,  my  dear  Baron,"  I  answered,  "  can  you 
afford  even  that  outlay?  Economy  in  a  million- 
aire is  extravagance  in  a  peasant." 

"  ^  Mignonne,'  he  said  soberly,  hurt  by  the  com- 
parison, *  I  hope  you  will  cultivate  assiduously  those 
elegancies  of  repression,  which  are  so  becoming  to 
persons  in  our  station.  So  far,  considering  your 
heredity,  you  have  acted  well  in  our  trials,  another 
woman  would  have  behaved  worse.' 

"  TsTo  man  could  have  spoken  better,"  I  replied. 

"  ^  Some  of  our  customs,'  he  said  in  a  tone  of 
apology,  '  are  hard  for  an  American  to  understand.' 
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"  Everything  arrives ;  we  cannot  grow  old  in  a 
day/' 

"  ^  Old !  Cherie ;  every  day  adds  to  your  beauty ; 
time  will  think  twice,  before  he  steals  a  hair  from 
your  head ;  he  will  never  again  have  so  charming  a 
mistress ;  au  plaisir.' 

"  That  evening  I  placed  my  wedding  dress  and 
the  presents  I  had  received  from  his  friends  on  a 
table  and  pinned  a  note  to  the  funeral  pyre. 
Bayard  bien  aime,  it  ran,  I  write  what,  if  spoken, 
might  offend  your  sensitive  ear.  I  leave  you,  be- 
cause I  cannot  breathe  before  so  ethereal  a  presence. 
The  enclosed  check  will  insure  your  success  as  a 
fencing  master  or  as  a  disillusionist  of  American 
heiresses.  If  you  wish  to  marry  the  object  of  your 
choice,  I  shall  not  oppose  you.  As  her  lover,  you 
have  had  many  rivals  in  Europe;  as  her  husband, 
you  can  easily  secure  a  position  in  America  as  one 
of  the  Three  Hundred.  Of  her  many  names  the 
one,  I  believe,  she  most  affects  is  La  Veuve  du 
Diable.  Out  of  respect  to  your  lineage,  I  trust,  be- 
fore the  final  word,  that  you  will  make  sure  that  her 
husband  is  dead.     Ivy." 

"  The  Devil's  Widow !"  said  Clem ;  "  well,  well, 
the  Inferno,  I  have  heard,  has  been  better  governed 
of  late.  What  a  snap  she  must  have  to  earn  such  a 
nickname!  has  she  no  others?" 

"  She  is  called  Le  Cimetiere  and  Sauve  Qui 
Pent." 

"  What !  Has  she  come  to  America  ?  Is  she  the 
same  woman,  who  is  at  the  head  of  the  French 
Decoys  ?  what  a  small  world  we  live  in !" 

"  When  the  Baron  ceased  to  be  a  millionaire,  she 
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left  him  to  come  here.  After  my  return  to  this 
country  Count  Gandolpho  brought  me  a  letter  from 
the  Prince  of  Barytolia,  whom  1  had  kno\vn  and  to 
whom  the  Baron  is  distantly  related.  The  Prince 
offered  me  many  induceme^its  to  become  formally 
reconciled  to  my  husband  and  to  live  at  his  court,  but 
the  Count  was  not  wholly  faithful  to  his  trust." 

"  He  made  love  to  you,  not^as  agent  but  as  prin- 
cipal ?" 

.  "  His  attentions  became  gradually  less  minis- 
terial," replied  Ivy,  correcting  Clem's  crude  repub- 
lican diction ;  "  he  was  self-willed  and  masterful. 
He  had  got  into  trouble  abrpad  over  some  lady,  but 
that  was  nothing  to  beinff  indicted  for  homicide. 
Family  pride  is  his  ruling  passion,  and  the  thought, 
that  he  has  become  declasse,  affects  him  more  than 
the  other  possible  consequences  of  his  acts.  He  has 
been  obliged  in  hiding  to  consort  with  rogues  and 
outlaws." 

"  What  a  change,"  said  Clem,  "  from  palaces  to 
hemes  and  blind  alleys,  where  thieves  hold  their 
fearful  residence." 

"  His  liking  for  me  increased  with  his  danger, 
and  he  often  forced  himself  into  my  presence  in 
spite  of  my  warnings.  One  day,"  Ivy's  voice  had 
a  half  concealed  note  of  jealousy,  "  the  Count  told 
me,  that  he  had  met  Sauve  Qui  Pent." 

"  Perhaps,"  said  Clem,  "  he  hoped  by  restoring 
your  husband  to  her  favor  to  induce  the  Baron  to 
countenance  his  own  suit  to  you.     Such  a  plot  has  a      \ 
Gallic  flavor,  that  recommends  it." 

"  You  are  wholly  wrong,"  said  Ivy,  who  was  now 
interrupted  by  her  two  other  male  guests.     Mr. 
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Elmore  soon  took  his  leave  in  a  sober  frame  of  mind ; 
but  Mr.  Vinsen  did  not  imitate  his  courtesy,  and 
Clem  did  not  again  see  Ivy  alone  during  the  evening. 
Youth  tortures  itself,  because  it  cannot  tell,  which 
of  two  fair  women  it  better  loves ;  how  enviable  is 
its  misery! 


CHAPTEE  XIL 

Clem  tried  to  sleep ;  but  he  was  a  lover,  and  love 
and  sleep  rarely  find  an  Endymion  to  unite  them, 
for  experts  hold  that  love,  though  fabled  blind,  has 
a  hundred  eyes,  one  of  which  never  shuts. 

Clem  was  in  love,  but  with  whom  ?  Some  cynics, 
whom  the  Inquisition  should  purge,  aver  that  rivals 
are  needed  to  awaken  love.  They  support  this  view 
by  reading  between  the  lines  of  novels,  a  good  reason 
for  suppressing  that  form  of  literature.  The  heroine, 
they  urge,  is  ever  wavering  between  the  hero  and  the 
villain,  with  a  natural  leaning  toward  the  latter, 
which  sometimes  becomes  so  strong,  that  in  order 
to  keep  the  story  upon  the  track,  the  villain  is 
obliged  to  reform.  Clem's  creed  bade  him  love  one 
woman  only,  but  Grace's  charms  had  broken  through 
his  rule,  and  Ivy's  resemblance  to  his  first  love  had 
reawakened  a  passion,  which  he  had  thought  dead ; 
so  that  his  confused  feelings  now  appeared  kaleido- 
scopic. 

The  untold  part  of  Ivy's  story  assumed  a  strange 
importance.  Was  she  married  or  free  ?  If  married, 
what  right  had  he  to  care  for  her  ?  What  were  her 
relations  with  the  Count  and  the  Prince?  Could 
she  have  had  any  scruples  about  annulling  her  un- 
natural union  ?  Why  had  he  neglected  to  ask  her 
the  one  question,  which  should  precede  or  preclude 
any  tender  feeling  ?  How  half -forgotten  words  sway 
us,  as  the  wind  sways  a  bough!     He  remembered 
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having  heard  last  season  of  a  man  in  society,  whose 
name  he  had  forgotten,  who  was  so  attractive,  that 
no  woman  could  help  falling  in  love  with  him ;  could 
this  be  the  Count  ? 

Clem's  mind  hovered  awhile  on  the  border  land 
between  the  two  worlds ;  then  his  thoughts  grew  more 
composed;  the  walls  of  sense  fell  away,  and  his 
spirits  communed  with  spirits,  who  had  thrown  off 
their  texture  of  clay.  Diagonally  from  him  and 
facing  an  open  door  hung  a  mirror,  opposite  a  glass 
in  an  adjoining  room,  and  their  reflections  multi- 
plied themselves  indefinitely.  Figures  more  real 
than  living  objects  and  swayed  by  more  subdued  and 
fiercer  passions  appeared,  paused  and  passed  across 
the  mirror's  magic  surface.  Where  had  he  seen 
faces  so  noble  and  brave,  where  faces  so  selfish  and 
demoniac!  Yet  one  thought  knit  together  their 
transparent  hearts  and  filled  their  eyes  with  in- 
satiate longing ;  a  flash  of  intuition  revealed  to  him, 
that  these  were  hapless  worshippers  at  the  shrine 
of  his  hostess.  One  commanding  form  standing 
apart  exclaimed,  "  The  Frozen  Venus !"  when  sud- 
denly the  moon  burst  through  the  clouds  and  flooded 
the  room  with  light.  The  clock  upon  the  mantel 
was  striking  twelve ;  the  extraordinary  scenes,  which 
he  had  witnessed  had  disappeared;  the  furniture, 
the  pictures,  the  shadows  were  all  commonplace  and 
natural. 

Strange!  thought  Clem,  'tis  a  night  inhospitable 
to  visions ;  there  is  neither  mist  nor  rain,  lightning, 
nor  the  rumbling  of  earthquakes,  nor  the  thunder 
of  falling  waters  or  warring  waves ;  all  these  I  have 
known,  not  to  speak  of  graveyard,  charnel  house  and 
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battle-field,  but  with  never  so  much  as  an  elf  or  demon 
to  lend  the  scene  local  color,  and  why  in  this  cold 
reasonable  air 

Again  all  was  dark,  and  again  the  weird  actors 
appeared  before  him.  Then  a  female  figure,  the 
brightness  of  whose  glances  masked  all  others, 
won  out  from  the  throng  and,  gathering  grace  as 
she  advanced,  stole  toward  him.  It  was  his  boy- 
hood's loved  and  lost  ideal,  reincarnate  and  breath- 
ing through  a  vestal's  dream  a  deeper  passion  and 
a  less  unconscious  hope.  So  eloquent  were  her 
mobile  features,  that  they  not  only  inspired  his  flut- 
tering heart  to  pray  but  taught  it  the  words  of  its 
prayer.  K'earer  she  drew,  her  feet  unshod,  her 
opaline  neck  fairer  than  fable's  fancy,  her  lips 
stirred  by  suppressed  melody,  her  smile  lining  the 
wing  of  night  with  crimson,  her  lovely  limbs, 
through  the  myriad-eyed  lace,  that  apparelled  them, 
awakening  mingled  fear  and  delight. 

"  Ivy !"  he  whispered,  and  at  the  word  house  and 
city  fell  to  the  ground ;  a  flowery  mead  embossed  with 
glooming  copses  spread  before  him;  countless  stars 
rained  down  their  influence ;  a  spirit  of  music  drew 
his  feet  onward,  and  Ivy  with  fond  pauses  followed 
his  beckoning  hand  over  the  glistening  threshold 
of  gold-misted  night ;  blossoms  fairer  than  rose  and 
lily  kissed  their  feet ;  the  sorrow,  the  pain,  the  misery 
of  life  vanished  in  the  light  of  beauty.  Doubt,  the 
gangrene  of  the  gentle  mind — suddenly  Clem's 
limbs  grew  nerveless,  his  teeth  chattered,  the  palsy 
of  a  cruel  suspicion  shook  his  heart ;  he  bent  a  jealous 
glance  upon  her. 

An  expression  of  despair  drew  over  Ivy's  beaming 
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eyes  and  staining  cheeks.  Through  her  translucent 
face  her  sorrowful  soul  shone  transfigured.  A  sigh 
so  soft,  that  it  would  have  been  inaudible  by  day,  so 
pervasive  that  it  shook  the  distant  stars,  stole  from 
her  bosom.  Her  clasped  hands,  her  sidewise  look, 
her  pathetic  mien  filled  him  with  a  wild  desire  to 
turn  backwards  the  wheels  of  time,  to  reorder  the 
past,  to  war  against  heaven's  decrees.  As  she  turned 
toward  him  with  the  mute  entreaty  of  one  who  pleads 
for  hope  and  life  imperilled,  love  and  love's  sacred 
rival  pity  subdued  all  his  thoughts  and  feelings. 

"  Ivy !"  he  whispered,  "  if  your  soul  has  a  blemish, 
it  is  but  a  beauty  spot.  Who  looks  upon  the  mu- 
tilated statue  of  the  Queen  of  Love  and  does  not 
restore  to  her  fairer  arms  than  she  has  lost  ?  Who 
does  not  feel  them  encircle  him  with  a  more  enduring 
warmth,  than  the  living  ever  promised?"  As  he 
spoke  he  heaped  fragrant  leaves  for  her  seat,  and 
with  soft  flatteries  recalled  the  love-light  to  her  moist 
eyes. 

Coyly  with  word  and  gesture  of  denial,  she  re- 
buked his  entreaties,  till  weary  lipfl  forgot  to 
whisper  nay,  nay,  under  the  shadow  of  her  smile. 
Irresolute  at  length,  and  murmuring  fond  prayers, 
that  echoed  her  doubts  and  fears,  her  lips  less  closely 
guarded  their  treasure.  Then  the  hand,  which 
shielded  her  eyes  from  his  ardent  glance,  yielded  to 
his  touch ;  she  suffered  her  rounded  arms  to  perform 
their  kindest  oflSce;  her  slanting  glances  shrank 
closer  behind  the  bars  of  drooping  lashes;  with 
one  long  breath  she  nestled  into  his  caress ;  and  with 
hearts  beating  as  one,  hidden  beneath  the  veil  of 
leaf  and  night,  long  they  sat  together  upon  the 
flowery  lap  of  trembling  earth. 
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Each  word  of  his  charmer  moved  rings  of  light 
around  it ;  forgot  were  life's  pale  desires ;  forgot  the 
inly  working  plotters  against  his  honor ;  forgot  their 
tools,  the  ruffians,  whose  thirsty  blades  encircled 
him ;  forgot  all  things,  save  a  form  too  fair  to  look 
upon  unmoved  beneath  the  moonlight's  changing 
spell,  raised  by  beauty  above  the  law  of  kind  and 
drawing  too  persuasive  a  power  from  nature's  master- 
spring.  A  flower  nourished  by  earth's  choicest 
mould,  framed  to  listen  to  honeyed  words,  and  vowed 
to  love's  mysteries  from  her  earliest  glance,  how 
sweet  she  looked,  peeping  from  her  veil  of  modesty ! 
Then  suddenly  her  self-forgetful  smiles  showered 
their  largess  upon  him. 

"  I  offer  you,"  she  whispered,  "  what  all  have  sued 
for  in  vain.  I  have  lived  for  love,  and  love  has 
mocked  me.  I  ask  not  for  your  life's  devotion;  I 
ask  nothing,  but  that  you  let  yourself  be  loved.  Pity 
me  for  the  sorrow  I  have  known,  for  hope,  for  faith, 
undone ;  pity  me ;  do  not  refuse  the  gifts  of  the  gen- 
erous." Then  languor  smoothed  the  way  for  rapture ; 
sweet  memory  and  hope  as  sweet  fanned  love's 
fever  and  flame  with  rival  wings.  No  longer  im- 
portunate, he  watched  her  delicate  blushes  and  dart- 
ing glances  awaken  like  flashes  of  electric  light. 
Each  moment,  that  his  touch  rested  on  her  glowing 
waist,  was  a  bliss  stolen  from  paradise  by  cunning 
hands.  Long  he  gazed  upon  her,  till  the  tangles  of 
her  dark  hair,  lustrous  as  the  bloom  of  clustering 
wild  grapes,  fell  over  eyes  tired  of  so  much  beauty. 

Then  his  dream  forsook  the  golden  stores  on  which 
it  had  hung  not  untempted.  'No  longer  his  impatient 
kisses  bj  reach  of  daring  fancy  luxuriated  among 
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lilies,  that  caught  the  warmth,  they  would  fain  deny. 
Again  the  shadow  of  a  cold  whisper  fell  upon  his 
spirit,  like  the  message  wafted  from  the  heart  of  an 
autumn  forest,  when  a  breeze  touches  its  leaves.  A 
sorrow  doubly  felt  by  contrast  contracted  his  heart ; 
doubt  and  sadness  returned  against  his  will. 

At  his  feet  a  blue  forget-me-not  looked  np  at  him 
with  reproachful  eyes.  The  sky  was  disturbed  by  in- 
distinct sounds;  the  air  grew  tremulous  with  the 
wings  of  the  immortals;  the  magnetic  ecstasy  of  a 
higher  spirtual  world  thrilled  him.  He  heard  the 
rustling  garments  of  another  vision;  a  figure, 
wreathed  in  splendor,  breathing  a  light  that  never 
clothed  Aurora's  feet,  or  flowed  from  the  jewelled 
girdle  of  the  night,  was  floating  toward  him:  her 
neck  was  bent  beneath  the  load  of  its  beauty;  her 
breast  rose  and  fell  like  an  unwearied  wave;  her 
calm  eyes,  deeper  than  the  blue  isles,  that  gem 
April's  clouds,  shone  underneath  a  crystal  forehead 
crowned  with  a  net  of  golden  hair.  Her  airy  shape 
was  radiant  with  hope  and  promise;  her  difficult 
charms  were  inwrought  with  the  secret  beauties  of 
heaven's  hidden  hand,  and  her  feet  descending 
touched  the  earth  like  sunbeams  lighting  on  a  crested 
wave. 

"  Grace !"  he  whispered,  and  his  soul  sank  as  low 
with  grief,  as  it  had  risen  high  with  pleasure.  As 
she  bent  her  clear  eyes  upon  him,  a  cloistral  holiness 
breathed  from  the  ground  on  which  she  stood. 
Within  her  shining  vest  were  gathered  the  glories  of 
the  visionary  world.  The  exhaustless  power  of  a 
virgin  goddess  was  betrayed  by  her  glowing  counte- 
nance,    No  spirit  dropped  down  from  the  skies  to 
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tell  U5  of  the  reward,  which  heaven  oflfers  to  those, 
who  struggle  for  the  highest,  could  be  imagined 
fairer.  Her  rapt  expression,  her  sympathetic  smile 
promised  easily  all  kindness  save  only  the  joy,  one 
would  give  his  life  to  win.  Her  earthly  charms 
half  seen,  half  guessed,  lost  themselves  in  her  diviner 
beauty,  like  a  bird  of  paradise  flying  in  the  eye  of 
the  sun.  Clem  gazed  upon  her  with  the  high  appre- 
ciation with  which  the  mind,  no  longer  passion's 
slave,  looks  upon  the  illuminator  of  the  poem  of  the 
soul. 

The  Vision  of  the  Heights !  he  thought,  who  am  I, 
that  she  should  regard  me!  Then  her  touch  un- 
barred the  door  of  night  and  revealed  to  him  fields 
rich  with  golden  harvests,  cottages,  whose  smoke 
curled  yellow  in  the  sun,  proud  cities  and  toiling 
multitudes,  ever  more  and  more  perfecting  the  in- 
visible godhead.  The  Angel  of  the  Valley!  he 
mused.  What  a  companion  to  ennoble  toil  and 
crown  life's  struggle  with  hope ! 

He  glanced  from  one  to  the  other  of  his  lovely 
visitants  with  insecure  delight.  Ivy's  face,  more 
winsome  than  a  poet's  idol,  gleamed  through  her 
dusky  ringlets,  white  as  a  drifting  bank  of  snow, 
gathered  beneath  the  shadow  of  a  cypress  forest. 
Grace  with  charms  beyond  the  dream  of  sense,  looked 
fairer  than  the  seraphic  visions,  that  haunt  the  be- 
lieving mind. 

"  Love  is  the  passion  of  kindred  hearts,"  whis- 
pered Ivy,  in  a  voice,  that  drew  the  iron  from  his 
veins. 

"  Love  is  the  prize  of  a  heroic  life,  to  be 
won,  not  to  be  given" :  her  rival's  voice  laid  upon  her 
hearer  air^  honda  hard  to  be  broken, 
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"  His  maiden  kisses  are  mine,"  said  Ivy,  "  will 
he  wish  to  change  them  ?" 

A  frown  drew  over  Grace's  face,  cruel,  terrible; 
her  glance  pierced  his  heart  like  a  knife ;  sternly  she 
raised  her  hand  before  him  like  a  wall  of  adamant ; 
her  delicate  robe  shrank,  as  it  brushed  past  his 
trembling  hands ;  slowly  she  drifted  away,  drawing 
his  eyes  from  their  sockets  as  they  vainly  followed 
her. 

"  Grace !" 

"  Farewell !"  she  answered ;  "  farewell !"  What 
agony  so  cruel  as  our  ideal  vanishing ! 

Suddenly  all  the  harmonious  pageantry,  the  gor- 
geous imagery,  the  resplendent  apparitions  with 
their  love,  passion,  ecstasy  and  despair  vanished, 
embodied  in  a  homely  sound;  the  clock  on  the 
mantel  struck  one,  two.  Clem  heard  his  heart  beat- 
ing; his  face  was  burning;  for  a  few  moments  he 
lay  half  unconscious  under  the  influence  of  some 
potent  enchantment.  Himself  but  a  lukewarm  be-* 
liever  in  the  supernatural,  he  racked  his  brain  to 
discover  some  other  solution  for  scenes  more  real 
than  any  of  the  commonplace  incidents  of  life.  Is 
it  possible,  he  thought,  that  the  material  world  is 
but  a  curtain,  that  hides  the  spiritual,  as  daylight 
hides  the  imperial  life  of  night?  Has  my  soul 
been  visited  by  the  souls  of  those  I  love?  Are  we 
all  poets  in  our  dreams,  or  are  poets  only  persons, 
whom  an  unkind  heaven  forces  to  record  their  true 
biography? 

He  opened  his  eyes;  his  pillow  was  strewn  with 
pinks  and  roses;  the  chairs,  the  tables,  the  dainty 
furniture  of  the  room,  the  curtains  and  the  statu- 
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ettos  all  looked  half  conscious,  as  though  oppressed 
by  the  weight  of  a  secret^  of  which  they  would  gladly 
unburden  themselves.  Ifo  wonder,  he  reflected,  for 
if  they  have  seen,  what  I  have,  they  can  almost 
preach  a  new  religion.  Xo  magician  of  string  and 
metal  can  conjure  up  half  so  goodly  a  company  of 
spirits  as  familiar  sleep. 

Again  he  became  imconscious;  till  he  was 
awakened  by  the  sound  of  light  footsteps  in  the 
hall  and  turning  his  head  looked  toward  it.  The 
moon  no  longer  lent  its  light,  and  he  could  not  see 
the  reflections  from  the  mirror.  As  his  eyes  tried  to 
pierce  the  darkness,  he  heard  the  clock  strike  three. 
The  muffled  steps  drew  nearer ;  his  heart  stood  still ; 
was  Ivy  approaching  ?  How  to  greet  her  ?  How  for 
her  own  sake  have  the  courage  to  reprove  her  ?  Can 
he  do  so  without  offense  ?  In  doubt  whom  he  better 
loves,  will  her  boldness  turn  the  scale  for  or  against 
her  ?  She  is  the  image  of  his  boyhood's  love  re-em- 
bodied; Circe  and  Cleopatra  could  have  supplied 
themselves  from  her  charms  without  diminishing 
thorn.  Never  has  he  felt  so  troubled.  Alas !  why  are 
wo  not  early  taught  to  resist  the  approach  of  love  ? 
What  shall  he  say  to  her?  He  will  tell  her  the 
truth.  Ah!  he  reflected  proudly,  to  tell  the  truth 
to  a  woman !  who  but  a  man  of  genius  would  think 
of  that ! 

ITcr  steps  were  stealing  into  the  room;  her  per- 
fumed breath  enriched  the  air.  Remembering  and 
forgetting  all,  he  stretched  out  his  hands  toward 
hor;  lio  trembled  as  one  fleeing  from  something, 
whioh  he  dreads.  How  look  upon  her  charms  with 
undelighted  eye?    Darkness  exalts  the  power  of 
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beauty,  and  her  glances  will  shine  more  potent  under 
the  hood  of  night.  How  shall  he  persuade  the 
truant  to  return?  Already,  such  is  the  creative 
power  of  jouth,  he  sees  her  slender  form.  She  is 
loosening  the  zone,  that  binds  the  delicate  handi- 
work of  her  dress ;  he  hears  the  click  of  the  bUckle. 
She  glides  towards  him  as  to  the  movement  of  a 
flute,  her  breast  fluttering  beneath  its  foamy  lace. 

"Ivy!"  he  whispered  reproachfully,  falteringly. 
Suddenly  a  match  was  struck  and  the  light  flared  up. 
Before  him  Clem  saw  the  figure  of  a  man,  his  face 
white  with  anger.  The  apparition  raised  its  hand, 
and  Clem's  eyes  turned  from  the  face  to  a  pistol, 
which  was  pointed  towards  him.  At  sight  of  the  di- 
dactic steel  a  killing  frost  fell  on  the  forbidden  roses, 
which  his  imagination  had  been  at  pains  to  repudiate. 
How  gladly  would  he  exchange  a  dozen  daughters  of 
Venus  for  the  tender  touch  of  a  lethal  weapon  upon 
his  itching  palm!  Could  this  be  a  plot  to  which 
Lisette  was  privy?  But  he  banished  the  ungrate- 
ful suspicion.  He  could  never  think  ill  of  a  woman, 
and  for  this  reason  perhaps  women  had  been,  if  not 
true  to  him,  at  least  frank. 

"I  intend  to  kill  you,"  remarked  the  stranger  in  a 
calm  but  uncompromising  tone,  which  carried  a  re- 
luctant conviction  to  Clem^s  heart. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

Clem's  mind  has  been  so  filled  with  visions,  that 
it  was  hard  for  him  to  believe,  that  this  was  not  a  new 
dream,  though  the  process  of  disenchantment  could 
not  well  have  been  more  rapid.  We  are  coming  back 
to  realities  with  a  vengeance,  he  thought,  as  he  fixed 
his  eyes  upon  the  stranger  to  inquire  into  his  sanity. 
Whatever  were  Clem's  faults,  his  enemies  could  not 
deny,  that  he  possessed  that  calmness  in  danger, 
which  is  a  mark  of  an  American  thoroughbred. 

"  Are  you  a  burglar  ?"  he  asked. 

"  I  am  not,"  answered  the  stranger  hoarsely ;  "  I 
seek  nothing  from  you  except  your  life." 

"  You  reassure  me,"  said  Clem ;  "  contentus 
parvo,  or  rather  parvae ;  would  that  you  had  a  loftier 
ambition!  you  look  more  like  a  gentleman  than  a 
burglar." 

"  I  am  a  gentleman ;"  and  indeed  Clem  himself 
thought,  he  had  rarely  seen  a  face  so  far  removed 
from  the  vulgar;  the  eyes  were  a  little  forbidding, 
but  circumstances  were  not  favorable  to  his  forming 
an  impartial  opinion  of  their  normal  appearance. 

"  Since  when  has  assassination  become  the  busi- 
ness of  a  gentleman  ?"  he  asked. 

"  Since  they  have  found  wolves  in  the  houses  of 
their  sweethearts."  Clem's  heart  felt  a  sudden 
pang  at  the  thought,  that  the  newcomer  might  have 
expected  to  find  some  other  person  than  himself  in 
the  room. 

"  Come,"  he  said,  "  you  are  not  a  Dacotah  nor  a 
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Malay,  but  a  Caucasian ;  a  Caucasian  does  not  like 
to  murder  an  unarmed  man." 

"  I  assure  you,  that  I  shall  kill  you  with  great  re- 
luctance." 

"  Then  we  have  found  a  ground  on  which  we  can 
meet,"  said  Clem,  who  cherished  the  hope,  that  the 
man  might  be  a  lunatic  and  more  amenable  to  reason 
than  a  lover ;  "  can  I  not  persuade  you,  that  your  re- 
luctance in  the  premises  is  no  greater  than  mine? 
May  I  ask,  what  necessity  there  is  for  my  taking 
off?" 

"  There  is  not  room  for  both  of  us." 

"  The  world  is  large,"  said  Clem ;  "  if  need  be,  we 
can  divide  it  between  us.  Act  like  a  man,  if  not  like 
a  gentleman.  Duelling  is  a  foolish  enough  mode  of 
settling  a  quarrel,  but  it  is  an  improvement  on 
murder." 

"  The  law  makes  duelling  impossible  here,"  said 
the  stranger,  whom  Clem  has  guessed  to  be  no  other 
than  the  mysterious  Count  Gandolpho,  who,  not  satis- 
fied with  robbing  him  of  his  dinner,  now  wished  to 
take  his  life. 

"  Then  let  us  go  elsewhere ;  I  will  follow  you, 
wherever  you  wish.  There  is  another  reason  for  you 
to  consider ;  you  are,  I  infer,  in  love.  If  you  mur- 
der me,  you  will  not  be  happy  in  your  love ;  a  living 
rival  is  not  half  so  dangerous  as  a  murdered  one.  A 
woman  is  a  creature  of  the  imagination ;  she  does  not 
think,  that  a  live  jackass  is  superior  to  a  dead  lion. 
If  you  turn  me  into  a  shade,  you  will  transform  me 
into  a  deadly  nightshade,  that  will  overhang  and 
poison  your  path."  The  Count  was  evidently  im- 
pressed by  what  Clem  said,  as  are  most  men,  s^ne  or 
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insane,  when  truth  dressed  in  plain  words  is  pre- 
sented to  them  calmly. 

"  Take  r.  Christian  view  of  the  situation,"  urged 
Clem ;  ''though  the  specter  of  a  murdered  man  is  not 
a  cheerful  wedding  guest  even  for  an  agnostic."  The 
Count's  face  twitched,  and  with  the  intuition  of  a 
man,  whose  life  hangs  by  a  thread,  Clem  divined 
that  he  was  thinking  of  some  former  act,  which  he 
regretted.  **  Of  course,"  continued  Clem,  "  the 
shade  of  a  man  killed  in  a  melee  or  duel  is  a  cheer- 
ful umbra  to  entertain  compared  with  the  ghost  of 
a  man,  whom  you  have  murdered.  As  far  as  pecu- 
niary expense  goes,  they  are  equally  cheap  boarders, 
but  the  latter  is  far  more  wasteful  of  a  host's 
vitality." 

"  Say  no  more,"  said  the  Count ;  "  are  you  mad  or 
am  I  ?  I  cannot  fight  a  duel  here ;  I  am  in  hiding. 
I  cannot  go  abroad  with  you ;  I  have  no  money." 

"  My  purse  is  yours,"  said  Clem,  and,  in  spite  of 
the  seriousness  of  the  occasion,  he  could  but  smile  at 
the  thought  of  offering  to  pay  for  a  man's  passage 
abroad  to  facilitate  his  own  longer  journey. 

"  Enough,"  said  his  visitor,  angry  at  seeing,  what 
to  him  was  a  tragedy,  taking  on  itself  an  impression 
of  humor,  "  one  of  us  must  die ;  Ivy  shall  have  no 
lover  but  me.  But  we  must  trust  in  each  other's 
honor ;  you  can  trust  in  mine,  for  I  am  the  loser  by 
any  change ;  I  will  trust  in  yours."  He  looked  into 
Clem's  eves  searchinglv.  "  Abroad  thev  sometimes 
fight  what  is  called  an  American  duel ;  the  two  prin- 
cipals draw  lots ;  the  one,  who  loses,  shoots  himself 
within  a  set  time.  I  will  fight  an  American  duel 
with  you." 
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"It  is  a  cold  proposition/'  said  Clem;  "the 
method  has  an  Oriental  rather  than  an  American 
flavor  about  it ;  it  is  direct,  quiet  and  simple,  so  far 
it  is  American;  at  all  events  it  is  an  improvement 
upon  your  first  suggestion." 

"  It  is  the  best  offer  I  can  make  you,"  said  the 
Count;  "  if  it  is  agreeable  to  you,  we  will  draw  lots. 
The  loser  kills  himself  within  an  hour  in  the  summer 
house  yonder  in  the  center  of  the  quadrangle."  As 
he  spoke,  the  Count  laid  his  pistol  upon  the  table 
and  walked  to  a  shelf  above  the  fireplace  for  a  book, 
which  lay  there,  presumably  to  tear  out  a  leaf  with 
which  to  make  the  lots.  Clem  in  a  moment  could 
have  leaped  from  his  bed  and  had  the  man  at  his 
mercy.  But  he  did  not  believe  him  insane,  and,  as 
the  Count  had  trusted  him,  he  would  not  betray 
him." 

"  Wait  a  moment,"  he  said,  as  the  man  returned, 
and  the  fear,  till  then  but  half  f elt>  began  to  press 
upon  him,  that  one  of  them  would  perish  with  the 
rising  of  the  sun,  "  wait  a  minute ;  I  have  one  or  two 
requests  to  make,  before  we  proceed."  The  Count 
had  taken  off  his  coat  and  rolled  back  his  sleeves  to 
insure  fair  play,  and  Clem,  dressing  himself,  took 
a  note  book  and  pencil  from  his  pocket  and  wrote. 
Mother,  I  have  accidentally  shot  myself ;  if  I  do  not 
recover,  remember  that  I  die  loving  you,  Grace  and 
little  Tig,  Clem.  "  If  I  fall,"  he  said,  "  promise  me 
to  give  mother  this  letter.  You  may  read  it ;  it  will 
not  compromise  you." 

The  Count's  face  softened.  "You  know,"  he 
said,  "  that  had  I  not  the  strongest  belief  in  your 
honor,  I  should  not  consent  to  fight  such  a  duel." 

Clem  bowed ;  he  felt  like  a  sublime  fool,  but  saw 


192  THE  DEUCE  OF  HEABTS. 

no  way  out  of  the  tangle  except  chance  or  the  grave. 
"  There  is  another  matter,  Count,"  he  said,  "  which 
I  will  trust  to  your  honor ;  for  I  confess,  since  you 
have  proved  yourself  a  true  sportsman,  you  have 
greatly  advanced  in  my  good  opinion.  Here  is  a 
letter,  which  I  promised  to  give  to  its  address.  It 
is  the  cause  of  all  my  trouble;  but  for  it  I  should 
not  be  here.  It  has  been  a  sort  of  intermittent 
death  warrant;  I  have  jumped  in  and  out  of  my 
own  grave  three  or  four  times  in  my  efforts  to  deliver 
it  Will  you  take  charge  of  so  fatal  a  missive  ?  I 
feel  that  I  am  going  to  lose  in  this  lottery;  if  this 
letter  is  as  dangerous  to  you  as  to  me  it  will  be  my 
avenger ;"  he  added  with  the  calm  humor  of  a  man 
who  looks  upon  the  approach  of  death  without  fear 
or  bravado.  "  I  am  forced  to  trust  to  a  stranger, 
but  I  know  you  will  not  be  false  to  me.  Are  we  not 
in  a  manner  linked  together  by  the  tie  so  sacred  in 
the  East  of  blood-brotherhood  ?  If  I  survive,  I  will 
do  whatever  you  ask  me.  The  letter  is  from  a 
woman,  who  is  dear  to  me." 

"  From  Mrs.  Langmuir  ?"  asked  the  Count  in  a 
metallic  voice. 

"  No,"  said  Clem,  "  from  Grace  Mitchell.  Give 
her  back  the  letter ;  tell  her  that  I  tried  to  keep  my 
promise." 

As  Clem  spoke,  the  Count's  face  showed  a  conflict 
of  emotions.  "  You  say,  that  you  have  risked  your 
life  trying  to  deliver  this  letter  ?" 

"  I  will  tell  you  about  it,"  said  Clem,  who  was  far 
from  wishing  to  hasten  the  event  "  It  is  early  to 
begin  business,  and  a  careless  tale  may  while  away 
the  waiting  minutes."     Perhaps,  he  thought,  if  I 
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msike  the  chapter  of  interest,  it  will  touch  the  jealous 
fool's  heart,  or  whatever  he  calls  the  storm  center 
of  his  feelings.  He,  therefore,  with  as  vivid  a  touch 
as  possible,  gave  a  realistic  picture  of  his  recent  ad- 
ventures and  was  flattered  at  seeing  the  Count  ab- 
sorbed in  the  story.  When  he  had  finished,  his  list- 
ener heaved  a  sigh. 

"  Alas  !*'  he  said,  "  you  have  made  it  impossible 
for  me  to  kill  you." 

"  God  forbid !  I  have  been  indiscreet ;  I  have 
taken  advantage  of  your  courtesy;  I  have  sapped 
your  will  power  by  too  tedious  a  narrative." 

"  Have  done  with  your  sarcasm ;  a  minute  ago  I 
would  have  sworn,  that  nothing  could  have  prevented 
your  death  except  my  own ;  now,  alas !  this  letter  has 
marred  all;  it  is  addressed  to  me."  He  opened  it 
eagerly  and  began  to  read. 

"  To  you !"  exclaimed  Clem  in  a  jealous  voice ; 
^^  have  I  risked  my  life  to  carry  a  letter  to  a  rival  ? 
I  suspected  as  much,  but  I  did  not  suppose  my  rival 
was  a  Mormon  or  a  Turk.  May  I  ask  you,  my  good 
friend,  with  how  many  women  you  are  in  love  ?  We 
will  go  on  with  the  game."  Clem  grew  more  angry 
on  seeing  that  the  Count,  engaged  in  devouring  the 
letter,  was  scarcely  listening  to  him." 

"  I  will  explain,"  said  the  Count,  glancing  up  with 
what  seemed  a  smile  of  triumph. 

"  Explanations  don't  work,"  answered  Clem  sav- 
agely. 

"  They  work  to  a  charm  in  this  case ;  perhaps  I 
might  ask  you  with  more  reason,  what  limit  you  set 
to  your  fancy;  with  how  many  women  are  you  in 
love?"  Clem  felt  that  a  link  was  missing  in  the 
chain  of  his  arraignment. 
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"  Enougb,"  said  the  Count,  "  I  am  not  Mias  Mit- 
cheir»  admirer." 

"  The  devil  1"  8aid  Clem  with  a  face  of  wonder. 

"  That  i»  what  I  have  been  called/'  said  the  Count, 
apparently  not  displeased  at  the  patrician  title ;  ^^  but 
in  the  present  case,  that  is  not  my  role,"  he  empha- 
sized the  personal  pronoun;  "  I  am  not  a  lover  but  a 
witness." 

"  A  witness !"  said  Clem ;  "  it  is  a  profession  as 
homicidal  as  that  of  a  lover." 

"  Read  the  letter,"  said  the  Count,  passing  it  to 
Clem,  who  might  have  felt  guilty  at  reading 
Grace's  letter  without  her  permission,  had  the  time 
l)C(jTi  propitious  for  scruples.  He  went  to  the  win- 
dow and  drew  up  the  shade.  The  morning  had 
jiist  b(?gun  to  scatter  its  beams  over  the  garden,  and 
ho  glanced  at  the  summer  house,  which  a  short  time 
beforci  he  had  regarded  as  his  own  prospective  mauso- 
leum. His  eyes,  returning  to  the  letter,  glistened 
at  Grace's  handwriting,  disguised  though  it  were. 

News  of  you  has  reached  me,  the  letter  ran ;  I  am 
myself  watched  day  and  night,  but  I  also  have  watch- 
ers. 1  fear  you  are  in  danger  from  the  men  whom 
you  trust ;  our  common  friend  heard  two  men  speak- 
ing of  yon  ;  one  of  them  said,  "  We  can  both  sell  the 
lamb  and  cat  him,  besides  having  the  ram  in  our 
j)ower,  whenever  wo  want  his  golden  fleece ;  there  Is 
a  groat  demand  for  substitutes  now."  Our  friend 
thinks  that  you  are  betrayed ;  he  will  give  you  what- 
ever you  wish ;  this  will  enable  you  to  vanish,  but 
lo«vo  your  address.  If  ill  befall  you,  what  will  be- 
ct>mo  of  us?  A  friend  brings  you  this  warning;  I 
hope  ho  runs  no  risk. 
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Risk,  thought  Clem,  I  have  been  walking  on  dyna- 
mite, ever  since  I  received  it.  "  What  will  become 
of  us  ?"  he  added  aloud,  "  Count,  with  such  a  danger- 
ous man  as  yourself,  a  jealous  mind  finds  food  in 
gender  or  number." 

"  On  my  honor  the  girl  is  nothing  to  me,''  said  the 
Count.     "  What  do  you  make  of  her  letter  ?" 

"  If  you  will  tell  me  your  case,"  said  Clem,  "  I 
will  try  to  interpret  it ;  I  have  some  esoteric  knowl- 
edge of  the  city's  rogues.  If  Miss  Mitchell  says  you 
are  in  peril,  I  have  no  doubt  she  tells  the  truth." 

"  I  will  confide  everything  to  you,"  said  the  Count.  . 
"  It  is  strange  what  a  small  world  it  is,  and  how  a 
thousand  different  lines  meet  in  a  point.  I  am  a 
Frenchman ;  that  is,  my  mother  was  an  English- 
woman and  my  father  an  Italian.  I  came  to  Am- 
erica about  six  months  ago  upon  a  mission  from  a 
relative,  which  I  carried  out  as  faithfully  as  was  pos- 
sible, after  making  due  allowance  for  human  frailty. 
But  we  will  pass  that  lightly  by,"  he  continued,  in 
doubt,  probably,  whether  from  the  point  of  view  of 
Prince  or  looker-on,  his  conduct  would  excite  praise. 

"  About  six  months  since  Mrs.  Langmuir  invited 
me  to  accompany  a  party  of  guests  to  the  Grizzly 
Bear,  a  mine  of  which  she  was  part  owner.  The 
town  of  the  same  name  a  year  after  its  birth 
had  died  in  the  high  Roman  fashion  by  falling 
on  its  own  sword,  for  the  railroad,  which  had 
made  its  fortune,  had  passed  through  it  and 
carried  its  life  and  fortune  farther  west.  Later  a 
fissure  vein  was  found  in  the  foot  hills  back  of  the 
town,  which  returned  to  life  with  a  rush.  Two  or 
three  large  mines  were  opened  near  by,  and  the  fumes 
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from  the  acids  used  in  the  works  shrivelled  np  every 
leaf  and  blade  for  miles  around.  The  citizens  to 
attract  visitors  gave  the  new  town  the  name  of  Dead 
Horse  Hollow.  Its  prosperity  again  drew  to  it  a 
choice  society  of  gtoiblers,  sharpers  and  gay  pett'- 
coats.  It  boasted  a  card  house  three  stories  high 
with  thirty  or  forty  gambling  tables,  which  ran  day 
and  night.  One  evening  Mr.  Holland,  another  gen- 
tleman and  myself  were  visiting  it." 

"  DeWitt  Holland  ?" 

"  Yes,  do  you  know  him  ?" 

"  By  reputation ;  go  on." 

"  As  we  were  watching  the  players,  a  check- 
charmer  begged  for  a  few  fishes.  As  I  turned  to 
speak  to  him  my  unnamed  friend  exclaimed :  '  You 
are  pinching  my  chips.'  ^  You  lie,  you  son  of  a 
sinner,'  said  another  voice  and  added  some  words 
derogatory  to  the  lady  in  whose  train  we  were.  As 
these  are  shooting  terms  among  miners,  there  was  a 
scramble  to  get  away  from  the  line  of  fire.  I  placed 
myself  between  the  two  men  and  told  the  stranger, 
that  if  he  wished  to  fight  with  my  friend  or  myself, 
there  was  a  place,  of  which  I  had  been  at  pains  to 
learn,  called  Ghosts'  Lane,  where  we  could  meet  con- 
veniently. In  reply  the  man  placed  his  hand  be- 
hind him,  which  on  the  frontier  is  considered  a  sign 
for  you  to  follow  suit  and  be  quick  about  it.  The 
next  moment  both  my  friend  and  myself  fired 
through  our  pockets,  and  the  man  fell  dead. 

"  In  the  mining  districts  property  is  prized,  but 
human  life  is  held  at  a  discount.  Our  assailant  was 
without  name  or  money ;  we  purchased  a  new  suit  of 
clothes  for  him,  hired  a  band  to  play  at  his  funeral, 
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provided  a  sumptuoua  dinner  for  his  now  numerous 
friends  and  won  popularity  by  our  liberality.  But, 
alas  for  fickle  fame,  a  week  later  we  learned  that  the 
man,  who,  as  they  term  it,  had  winked  out,  was  the 
scapegrace  son  of  the  Governor  of  Wyho.  It  at  once 
occurred  vo  me,  that  the  Governor  might  love  his  son 
more  than  the  good  old  customs.  I  was  the  more 
solicitous,  because  he  was  an  eloquent  advocate  of  a 
silver  currency  and  was  idolized  throughout  the 
mining  regions.  In  order  to  obtain  impartial  opin- 
ions, I  inquired  of  strangers,  what  they  thought  of 
the  situation. 

"  ^  The  Governor,'  said  one,  ^  as  a  man,  may  think 
his  son  was  justly  killed,  but  ex-oflScio,  to  preserve 
his  dignity,  he  will  be  forced  to  hang  the  homicides.' 

"  '  I  have  heard,'  said  a  second  comforter,  'that  the 
casher-in  was  not  heeled ;  I  do  not  believe  it,  but  if 
they  swear  that  on  his  perforators,  they  will  hang 
sure.  If  the  Governor  cannot  secure  an  impartial 
jury  in  this  county,  he  will  change  the  venue,  till  he 
finds  one  hospitable  to  hemp.  Though  why  should 
we  offend  him  for  the  sake  of  a  tenderfoot  or  Italian 
more  or  less  V 

"  As  the  speakers  were  representatives  of  average 
jurors,  their  opinions  were  worthy  of  consideration 
by  men  with  necks  to  stretch.  A  lawyer,  whom  we 
consulted,  told  us,  that  the  Governor  would  think 
nothing  of  putting  up  a  million  dollars  to  embody 
his  views,  and  that  to  best  him  we  should  need  to 
stack  up  two  millions  more.  He  advised  us,  in  the 
language  of  the  rainless  belt,  to  dust  out  of  town,  as 
fast  as  we  could,  and  wait  till  the  storm  blew  over. 
Mr.  Holland  lent  me  money  to  come  east  and  gave 
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me  a  letter  to  ex-Judge  Ketcham.  Since  then  I  have 
been  hiding  in  my  own  shadow.  You  have  my  ease ; 
what  do  you  think  of  the  letter  ?" 

Clem,  on  hearing  the  first  part  of  the  story,  felt 
certain  that  the  third  person  in  the  tragedy  was 
Grace  Mitchell's  fiance.  The  Count  was  too  hon- 
orable to  give  his  name,  and  for  many  reasons  Clem 
was  reluctant  to  ask  him  any  questions,  which  bore 
on  the  tender  passion.  When  the  Count  had  finished 
his  tale,  Clem  felt  a  strong  temptation.  The  Count's 
record  and  the  fighting  glare  in  his  eyes  proved,  that 
he  did  not  set  too  high  a  value  upon  human  life. 
Would  it  not  be  wise,  said  the  tempter,  to  turn  his 
homicidal  instinct  to  a  good  purpose  ?  The  Count 
might  get  away  with  three  or  four  victims,  before  his 
mind  was  finally  composed.  Why  not  suggest  men, 
who  could  be  best  spared  ?  Holland  and  Drinkwater 
as  well  as  Ketcham — "  Retro  Satanas !"  said  Clem, 
and  motioned  the  tempter  behind  him. 

"  I  will  explain  your  letter.  Count,  as  best  I  may. 
Like  myself  you  are  in  imminent  peril.  The  rogues, 
M'ho  surround  you,  doubtless  practice  the  laws  of 
honor  among  themselves  and  among  those  guests,  to 
whom  they  have  extended  the  hospitality  of  the  tent. 
But  Ketcham,  their  legal  adviser,  is  not  the  slave  of 
any  of  the  moral  obligations,  which  hamper  society 
from  the  Congo  River  cannibal  to  the  Christian. 
When  Holland  gave  you  into  Ketcham's  hands,  the 
latter  at  once  placed  your  name  among  his  list  of 
securities.  When  wealthy  criminals  find  the  hue 
and  cry  after  them  too  hot,  they  employ  the  ex- 
Judge  to  procure  substitutes.  If  the  price  is  satis- 
f  actorv,  von  will  become  one  of  those  substitutes." 
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"  Is  it  possible  ?"  cried  the  Count  aghast.  "  In  this 
free  country  are  men's  lives  and  liberties  bought  and 
sold  ?" 

"  Very  likely,"  continued  Clem,  "  if  Holland  has 
told  the  ex-Judge,  who  you  are,  he  will  put  you  up  at 
auction,  let  the  criminals  and  the  Governor  of  Wyho 
compete  for  you  and  knock  you  down  to  the  highest 
bidder :  if  to  the  former,  he  will  not  lack  witnesses." 

"  Where  can  he  find  them  ?" 

"  He  has  a  well  stocked  school.  There  are  the  rank 
and  file,  who  barely  make  their  mere  expenses  by  the 
labor  of  their  consciences.  There  are  others  of 
higher  rank,  who  have  been  drilled  as  specialists. 
There  is  the  Process  Server,  the  Time  and  Place 
Man,  the  Filler-In,  the  Universal  Expert ;  above  all 
there  is  the  man,  who  interprets  handwriting,  a  more 
terrible  pest  than  the  Black  Death ;  his  bible  reads, 
One  line  to  jail ;  two  to  the  chair." 

*/  By  heaven !  if  these  men  have  betrayed  me,  I 
will  turn  this  city  into  a  desert." 

"  Softly!"  said  Clem,  "  it  is  a  big  contract;  yoia 
might  undertake  it  in  a  hamlet,  but  hardly  in  New 
York.  If  you  win  out  of  this  ambuscade,  it  will  be 
by  your  wits,  not  by  your  pistol." 

The  Count  looked  grave,  and  Clem  was  silent, 
thinking  by  what  strange  twist  of  fate  they  two,  who 
a  few  minutes  before  had  been  heading  for  each 
other,  were  now  running  side  by  side.  How  long, 
he  asked  himself,  will  it  continue?  This  inquiry 
was  interrupted  by  the  sound  of  approaching  foot- 
steps. 


CHAPTEK  XIV. 

The  newcomer,  who,  as  Clem  had  guessed,  was  no 
other  than  Mrs.  Langmuir,  pushed  open  the  door, 
entered  and  closed  it  behind  her.  Clem,  as  he 
looked  at  her,  felt  his  face  flushing;  but  a  few 
minutes  ago  he  had  seen  her  in  his  dreams,  and  he 
fancied,  that  all  the  world  knew  of  the  fond  words, 
that  had  passed  between  them.  The  Count's  eyes 
devoured  her  with  that  cat-like  expression  of  soft- 
ness and  ferocity,  which  is  characteristic  of  the 
Latin  race,  and  which  so  endears  them  to  the  tender 
Bex. 

Their  hostess  alone  showed  no  embarrassment  ex- 
cept a  blush,  that  passed  and  repassed  over  her  face 
with  transitory  wing.  By  nature  an  actress,  did  she 
appreciate  the  fact,  that  the  dramatic  situation  to  be 
complete  needed  the  appearance  of  the  central 
figure  ?  As  she  glanced  at  Clem,  he  thought  he  de- 
tected a  subtle  smile,  as  though  she  were  conscious, 
that  she  had  visited  him  in  his  slumbers.  As  he 
looked  at  her,  he  began  to  realize  dimly  the  power  of 
Beauty  the  Changer.  He  thought  of  the  aAcxent 
men  on  the  walls  of  Troy,  with  shanks  and  voices  like 
grasshoppers,  pronouncing  Grecian  Helen  blameless 
of  the  world's  wreck.  A  slight  disorder  in  her  dress 
gave  evidence  of  her  haste ;  the  ribbon,  which  should 
have  bound  her  neck,  was  tied  around  her  waist ;  the 
crumpled  lace,  edging  the  upper  rim  of  her  gown, 
discovered  dimples,  which  a  more  deliberate  hand 
would  have  concealed.     The  careless  charm  of  her 


THE  DEUCE  OF  HEARTS.  201 

attire  had  little  effect  on  Clem's  puritanical  nerves, 
but  kindled  the  Count's  fancy.  As  Ivy  noticed  his 
ardent  gaze,  she  frowned,  and  her  fingers  played 
with  a  scarabseus,  that  clasped  the  neck  of  her  gown. 

"So,"  she  said,  "I  have  been  entertaining  angels 
unawares." 

"My  visits  are  few  enough,"  said  the  Count,  "to 
please  even  so  cold  a  heart  as  yours." 

"May  I  ask  how  I  happen  to  be  honored  with  your 
society  at  this  hour  ?" 

"It  is  my  good  fortune;  you  know  I  was  once 
called  the  lucky." 

"That  was  before  you  knew  me."  Her  voice 
softened  a  little,  and  the  Count's  face  lighted  up  at 
the  change  in  her  tone,  but  clouded  again  as  she 
continued.  "How  dare  you  endanger  my  reputa- 
tion ?" 

"I  cannot  come  by  day." 

"You  certainly  cannot  come  by  night." 

"Ivy!"  the  Count  plead,  with  an  intensity  of 
passion,  that  thrilled  Clem  with  an  unnatural  pity, 
and  which  caused  the  Count. to  forget,  that,  any  one 
except  Mrs.  Langmuir  was  present,  "  do  not  banish 
me  from  light  and  life.  I  try  to  run  away  from 
you,  but  when  I  hasten  forward,  some  power,  which 
I  cannot  resist,  draws  me  back.  I  cannot  breathe, 
when  the  air  is  not  vitalized  by  your  breath ;  away 
from  you  I  can  neither  eat  nor  sleep;  it  gives  me 
pain  to  look  upon  your  beauty  now ;  what  is  it,  when 
you  are  absent,  to  see  your  image  grow  real  and 
vanish  at  a  touch  ?  If  you  deny  me,  I  shall  lose  my 
reason;  I  shall  be  tempted  to  obey  the  voice,  that 
whispers  to  me  to  transport  your  soul  to  realms, 
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where  we  shall  dwell  apart  from  this  world  of  tor- 
ment." 

Clem  looked  narrowly  at  Ivy  to  see  how  she  re- 
ceived this  ghostly  suggestion,  but  she  gave  no  sign 
except  a  keener  glance. 

"Ivy,"  continued  the  Count,  "will  you  not  answer 
me  ?  I  was  not  always  indifferent  to  you.  If  there 
is  a  shadow  on  my  name,  it  has  fallen  there  from 
my  love  for  you." 

"The  allusion  might  have  been  spared,"  said  Ivy 
with  a  sharp  ring  in  her  voice,  which  made  Clem 
shudder  instinctively  and  affected  him  more  than 
the  Count's  rhetoric.  Just  then  the  sunlight  shone 
on  the  pistol  lying  on  the  table.  Ivy  catching  sight 
of  it  stepped  forward  and,  taking  it  in  her  hand, 
in  a  moment  was  transformed  from  a  languid 
daughter  of  pleasure  into  a  Valkyria.  She  looked 
as  though  she  intended  to  relieve  the  Count's  doubts 
as  to  her  love  for  him  by  a  slight  contraction  of  her 
forefinger. 

"So,"  she  said,  "you  were  going  to  turn  my  house 
into  shambles ;  you  were  going  to  make  our  names  a 
nine  days'  wonder.  Did  you  propose  to  murder  my 
friend?  or  did  you  mean  to  back  me  towards  the 
altar  at  the  point  of  a  pistol?  Whose  pistol  is 
this  ?"  she  added,  like  a  true  woman,  inquiring  into 
the  facts,  after  she  had  drawn  her  conclusions  from 
them.  "Whose  pistol  is  this  ?"  she  repeated,  glancing 
from  the  Count  to  Clem. 

"It  is  mine,"  answered  Clem,  who  from  a  defect 
in  his  nature  sympathized  with  the  defeated  party. 

"Mr.  Clough,"  said  Ivy,  more  gently,  "I  think 
you  are  a  novice  in  matters  of  love ;  there  is  one  rule 
I  hope  you  will  follow :  never  kill  a  rival  j  if  you  do, 
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you  turn  an  enemy  into  a  friend  after  a  strange 
fashion." 

"The  ghost  of  a  man,  whom  you  hav-e  killed,"  said 
Clem,  eager  to  relieve  the  conversation  of  its  ten- 
sion, "  is  not  long  satisfied  with  being  a  mere  ao- 
quaintance ;  however  distant  at  first,  soon  becoming 
an  intimate,  he  ends  as  a  damp  and  dismal  friend." 

The  Count  looked  at  Clem  with  an  expression  of 
friendly  perplexity;  then  he  threw  himself  before 
Mrs.  Langmuir.  "Ivy,"  he  cried,  "will  you,*who 
have  been  the  lodestone  of  every  eye  in  Europe, 
blight  the  heart  of  this  generous  youth  from  caprice  ? 
Forbear ;  be  content  with  your  conquests ;  you  have 
bound  me  to  you  forever  for  good  or  ill.  Nay,  do 
not  lower  your  pistol,  aim  higher ;  your  cruelty  has 
already  killed  all  of  my  life,  that  was  worthy  of  the 
name;  I  care  not  how  soon  you  put  an  end  to  the 
rest." 

Clem  did  not  know,  whether  to  be  pleased  or  angry 
at  the  Count's  allusion  to  himself.  Unskilled  as 
he  was  in  the  ways  of  women,  he  yet  felt  vaguely 
that  the  calmness,  with  which  Ivy  listened  to  the 
Count's  appeal,  showed  that  she  was  not  unused  to 
tragic  scenes,  of  which  her  beauty  had  been  the 
motive. 

"You  know.  Count,"  answered  Ivy,  "that  you  can 
have  any  money,  which  you  need  for  your  security." 

"Alas !"  he  said,  "you  are  the  only  person  in  the 
world,  from  whom  my  pride  forbids  my  borrow- 
ing." 

"I  know  nothing  of  the  kind.  But,  Count,  may  I 
ask  how  you  found  your  way  into  my  house  so 
easily  ?" 

The  Count  looked  embarrassed,  aaid  Clem  divined 
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that  the  person,  who  had  admitted  him,  was  no 
other  than  Lisette,  to  whose  wit  he  owed  his  own 
escape.  Wishing  to  save  her  from  the  displeasure 
of  her  mistress  he  said:  "I  think,  Mrs.  Langmuir, 
that  the  Count  must  have  come  through  the  win- 
dow." 

"Ah,"  said  Ivy,  "there  are  too  many  windows  in 
this  house ;  I  must  have  them  walled  up.  Count,  I 
have  other  guests,  whom  I  would  not  for  the  world 
have  know  of  your  visit;  it  would  ruin  me;  come 
with  me,"  and  she  led  the  way,  motioning  him  to 
follow  her. 

Clem  heard  them  going  down  the  stairs  and  the 
door  closing.  Soon  she  returned  and  whispered  to 
him  to  meet  her  in  the  drawing  room.  Clem 
glanced  a  moment  around  the  room,  in  which  three 
souls  had  appeared  to  each  other  without  disguise; 
then,  hastening  to  the  rendezvous,  he  seated  himself 
in  the  spot,  in  which  he  had  first  seen  her,  and  again 
looked  at  her  picture.  Everything  about  him  was 
the  same  and  yet  how  changed. 

Ah,  me,  he  thought,  what  a  mysterious  god- 
dess is  beauty ;  the  prize  of  all  the  struggles  of  gods 
and  men;  giver  of  all  pleasure,  yet  holding  in 
her  hand  the  key  of  the  closet,  in  which  Jove's  skele- 
ton lies  hidden.  Going  to  a  mirror  he  inquired  of 
his  image,  if  he  too  had  changed  with  the  (^hanging 
world.  Hearing  a  light  laugh,  he  turned  and  saw 
Ivy  entering  the  room.  As  she  drew  near  him,  she 
cast  down  her  eyes.  One  could  see  how  severe  had 
been  the  strain  of  the  Count's  visitation,  for  she 
moved  as  lightly  as  if  relieved  of  a  burden. 

"Clem,"  she  whispered  9oftly,  "I  dare  not  look 
you  in  the  face," 
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''Why  not  ?" 

"I  had  such  a  dream  last  night;  I  dreamed  that 
you  were  changed  into  a  woman,  and  I  into  a  man. 
Was  it  not  dreadful  ?"  Then  she  whispered.  "What 
is  worse,  I  was  not  half  so  timid  as  you  are.  Will 
you  ever  forgive  me  ?" 

The  question  arose  in  Clem's  heart  to  ask  her, 
whether  or  not  she  were  free,  but  his  tongue  refused 
to  frame  it. 

"We  shall  be  alone  for  a  few  minutes,"  she  said. 
"There  are  a  hundred  things  I  wish  to  tell  and  hear. 
You  know,  Clem,  I  am  many  women  in  one ;  but  al- 
ways, believe  me,  I  appreciate  an  ingenuous  heart. 
Did  I  not  see,  what  was  best  in  you,  at  a  glance? 
Promise  me,  you  will  never  regret  the  friendship,  we 
have  formed,  and  the  happy  moments  we  have  passed 
together ;  promise  me  more,  some  day  you  will  weave 
our  thoughts  together,  so  that  time  shall  never  tear 
them  apiart." 

She  seated  herself  beside  him,  as  she  spoke,  and 
poured  so  sweet  flattery  into  his  ear,  that  f orgetful- 
ness  of  all  things,  except  her  presence,  fell  upon  him. 
So  fondly  the  time  passed,  that  Ivy  and  he  seemed  to 
meet  and  part  at  the  same  moment,  and  her  first  and 
last  words  to  kiss  one  another,  though  an  hour  had 
rolled  between  them.  Then  she  rose,  looked  at  him  a 
moment  and  disappeared,  like  a  rainbow,  that  hovers 
above  a  cascade  and,  vanishing,  leaves  behind  It 
gray  rocks  and  a  waste  of  waters. 

After  breakfast  Clem  spent  half  an  hour  with  Mr. 
Vinson.  Clem  learned  from  him,  that  he  had  in- 
herited a  small  fortune  from  his  mother,  which  he 
considered  sacred,  and  that,  without  encroaching 
upon  it,  he  was  able  to  support  himself  without  oa- 
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tentation  by  his  wife's  pen.  He  attended  church 
regularly  twice  every  Sunday  and  asked  Clem  to 
accompany  him  on  this  morning.  He  told  Clem 
that,  if  a  young  man  ever  expected  to  marry,  he 
should  accustom  himself  to  such  ceremonies  and 
hinted,  that  after  marriage  a  man  needed  all  the 
support,  which  religion  affords,  to  enable  him  to 
bear  its  burdens.  There  was  one  favor  for  which 
he  thanked  heaven,  and  that  was  that  he  had  never 
known  a  feeling  of  jealousy. 

Soon  after  Mr.  Vinson  had  gone,  Clem's  friends 
dropped  in.  Sergent,  who  was  the  first  to  arrive, 
greeted  Clem  with  the  cordiality  due  a  friend,  who 
has  risen  from  the  dead.  He  listened  to  his  narra- 
tive with  the  eyes  of  an  old  sport,  who  has  placed 
his  money  upon  an  unknown  horse  and  sees  its 
nose  overlapping  the  favorite's.  "We  win,  we  win," 
he  cried,  as  Clem  finished ;  for  sporting  narration  is 
so  active,  that  it  never  uses  any  other  than  the 
present  tense. 

"I  hope,"  said  Mrs.  Langmuir,  "that  Mr.  Clough 
will  be  his  own  lawyer." 

"  Tis  said  that  a  man,  who  is  his  own  lav^yer,  has 
a  fool  for  a  client." 

"Well,"  she  answered,  "fools  and  children  speak 
the  truth,  and  the  truth  carries  greater  conviction 
than  learning  or  rhetoric." 

"When,  as  in  my  case,"  said  Clem,  "the  fees  of 
the  opposing  lawyers  are  contingent  on  success,  they 
become  masked  witnesses  and  masked  parties  in  in- 
terest ;  yet  it  is  hard  to  get  your  own  lawyers  to  treat 
them  as  such,  especially  if  they  are  all  friends. 
Your  lawyers  usually  have  a  worse  defect;  accus- 
tomed to  shield  the  guilty,  they  defend  an  innocent 
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client  instead  of  assuming  the  offensive ;  a  man  only 
needs  to  be  defended  vigorously  enough  to  be 
ruined." 

Soon  De  Wolfe  and  Clem's  counsel,  Mr.  Good- 
body,  made  their  appearance.  The  latter  had  been, 
a  friend  of  Clem's  father  and,  though  he  was  presi- 
dent of  the  Empire  Reform  Club,  his  integrity  had 
never  been  impeached.  He  could,  it  was  said,  never 
make  proper  allowance  for  the  failings  of  Jove  Al- 
mighty, but  he  was  so  virtuous,  that  what  would 
have  been  blasphemy  in  another  seemed  modesty  in 
him. 

Clem  told  his  story,  concealing  nothing.  "The 
enemies'  plan  of  attack,"  he  said,  "was  to  have  me 
imprisoned,  until  the  motion  day  had  passed;  then 
they  would  say,  that  I  had  fled  to  Canada,  and  who 
would  believe  the  story  that  I  had  been  kidnapped  ? 
In  fact  if  that  foolish  process-server  had  held  his 
peace,  I  should  not  have  known,  that  the  motion  to 
remove  me  was  coming  up  next  Tuesday ;  he  was  too 
conscientious;  I  never  had  a  chance  to  look  at  the 
papers." 

"They  kept  it  close,"  said  Sergent;  "I  never 
heard  of  it." 

"Now,"  said  Clem,  "events  have  made  them 
change  their  method ;  they  will  try  and  have  me  in- 
dicted for  killing  those  rogues  and  still  keep  me 
caged." 

"I  have  just  learned  something  new  from  Cheese- 
borough,"  said  Sergent.  "Do  you  remember  in  your 
accounting  you  swore  to  having  kept  a  journal  show- 
ing your  services  to  Mr.  Cooley  ?  You  swore  that 
the  entries  were  made  several  years  ago.  Maire 
Van  Nest  had  six  handwriting  experts  at  the  ret 
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eree's  office  a  few  days  ago  and  tried  to  make  them 
swear,  that  your  entries  were  not  made  years  but 
weeks  ago.  Three  agreed  to  swear  to  whatever  he 
wished,  but  three  refused." 

"Three  refused!"  cried  Clem;  "heaven  forgive 
me ;  I  have  wronged  the  guild.  Three !  that  is  one 
more  honest  person  than  Sodom  contained.  I  wish 
they  had  tried  it." 

"What  Van  Nest  meant  to  do,"  said  Sergent,  "was 
to  have  you  indicted  for  perjury." 

"The  plot  thickens,"  cried  Clem ;  they  overdo  the 
business;  they  are  plasterers,  not  artists.  If  you 
want  to  paint  a  devil,  let  there  be  a  sudden  viperine 
glance,  a  cruel  smile  at  another's  torture,  a  sus- 
picion of  a  cloven  foot ;  don't  throw  a  pail  of  black 
paint  over  him." 

"What  shall  we  do  ?"  said  the  counselor. 

"I  wish,"  said  Clem,  "that  you  would  go  to  the 
District  Attorney's  office,  state  my  case  simply  to 
him,  tell  hini  I  wftnt  time  and  liberty  to  have  new 
accountants  go  over  my  bopl^s  in  place  of  Koden ;  lei 
him,  if  he  wishes,  have  a  deputy  shadow  me.  Truth 
never  fears  the  light.     I  shall  h^  in  court  Tuesday.'' 

"How  will  you  get  there?  Every  path  is 
guarded." 

"I  shall  fly,  if  necessary,"  said  Clem. 

"A  week  ago  Drinkwater  began  to  sober  up;  I 
might  have  guessed  what  it  meant,"  said  Sergent. 
"It  is  a  lesson  to  see  him  return  to  reason  after  one 
of  his  merry-go-rounds.  Compared  to  it,  the  resur- 
rection of  Lazarus  was  an  informal  affair.  He 
knows  by  instinct,  when  he  must  appear  in  court. 
Some  days  before,  he  shuts  himself  up  in  his  rooms 
in  the  Hftlf  Hoou  House,  goes  to  bed;  gives  his 
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clothes  to  his  valet,  and  dismisses  him.  He  is  now 
without  a  fig  leaf  to  cover  his  elephantine  nakedness, 
and  he  cannot  dress  himself  alone.  He  gives  orders 
to  the  office  to  let  no  one  answer  his  call.  For  a  night 
or  two  the  whole  hotel  is  kept  awake  by  the  tintin- 
nabulation of  the  bells.  But  when  his  day  in  court 
comes,  he  is  on  hand  as  fresh  as  a  daisy  and  as  full 
of  poison  as  a  cobra's  head." 

Lisette  then  came  into  the  room  and  told  her  mis- 
tress that  she  had  just  met  one  of  the  policemen,  who 
had  searched  the  house ;  he  had  told  her  that  Chicago 
had  died  from  his  wounds.  The  effect  of  this  news 
upon  Clem  was  a  surprise  to  himself.  "It  is  well," 
he  said,  soberly,  remembering  his  own  suffering. 
"Gk)d  is  good  to  the  poets ;  the  unseen  powers,  that 
watch  over  the  innocent,  are  fighting  for  me.  So 
perish  all  my  enemies,  the  unjust  judge,  the  subor- 
ner, the  perjurer!  Come,  my  friends,  this  thing 
will  not  be  done  in  a  corner.  When  you  have  jus- 
tice on  your  side,  the  most  public  arena  is  the 
safest.  These  wretches  would  mew  me  up  in 
prison;  they  would  chain  down  my  tongue;  they 
would  poison  the  air  around  me,  till  I  perished  un- 
heard. But  God  will  not  suffer  this  silent  wrong; 
He  will  turn  His  search  light  upon  this  cavern  of 
vipers.  I  shall  appear  in  court.  I  shall  summon 
my  fellow  journalists  to  aid  me.  With  the  bull- 
dogs of  the  truth  around  me,  what  have  I  to  fear  ex- 
cept the  assassin's  knife  or  the  corrupt  judge  ?" 

"I  should  think  that  was  enough  to  satisfy  a  timid 
mind,"  said  Mrs.  Langmuir.  "  Come,  you  must  all 
be  hungry,  and  dinner  is  served;  wait  a  minute; 
that  must  be  Mr.  Elmore." 

Soon  they  took  their  seats  at  a  function  which 
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Truffle  had  evidently  strained  his  genius  to  make 
attractive.  All  the  plates  had  cartes  du  jour,  except 
Clem's,  who  borrowed  Ivy's.  Clem's  hand,  which, 
speaking  broadly,  had  touched  nothing  edible  for 
several  days,  swept  over  the  table,  like  a  cyclone  over 
a  field  of  headed  dandelions ;  but  none  of  the  other 
guests  tasted  anything.  Truffle's  face  grew  as  white 
as  the  tablecloth,  and  Ivy  looked  annoyed.  Clem 
was  helping  himself  freely  to  an  entree,  which  had 
the  flavor  of  the  livers  of  woodcock  and  reed  birds, 
and  had  motioned  to  Truffle  to  refill  his  glass  with 
Chateau  1'  Indolence,  when  Ivy  borrowed  a  bill  of 
fare  from  De  Wolfe,  who  sat  at  her  right  hand. 
GlSjicing  over  it  she  gave  an  exclamation  of  anger 
and  asked  Truffle  to  bring  her  her  salts. 

"What  is  the  matter?"  asked  Clem,  and  hastily 
scanned  the  bill  of  fare,  to  which  she  pointed  in 
reply. 

Menu. 

Huttres  Chinoises  antiques. 

Crdme  de  bottes  du  Juif  errant. 

Sac  d'encre  de  poulpe  en  casserole. 

SeUe  de  vieux  cheyaL 
Saucissons  de  f  riandises  de  n^gres. 
Bons  morceaux  &  la  P^lias  en  papUlotte. 

Tripaille  Italienne  aux  cheyeux  fins. 

Pieds  de  b6b6s  au  lait  de  Diane  d'Eph^se. 

Tin  myst^re  rapide  4  la  Lucr^ce  Borghia. 

Fromage  gangreneux. 

Oaf  6  au  yitriol. 

"Who  has  done  this?"  she  asked,  as  soon  as  she 
had  recovered  her  strength. 

"It  looks  like  Mr.  Elmore^s  writing,"  said  Mrs. 
Yinsen. 
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"Heaven  help  me !"  cried  the  banker,  his  head 
turning  into  a  peony  glistening  with  unhappy  dew. 

"Mr.  Elmore,"  said  Ivy  severely,  "if  you  have  in- 
sulted my  guests  in  this  witless  fashion.  I  shall  never 
speak  to  you  again." 

"My  dear  Mrs.  Langmuir,^'  the  banker's  voice 
could  go  no  further. 

"Pardon  me,"  said  Clem,  "but  there  is  reason  to 
believe,  that  Mr.  Elmore  is  not  guilty  of  the  charge 
brought  against  him.  If  I  may  hazard  an  opinion, 
some  revengeful  starveling,  thinking  he  had  been 
robbed  of  his  share  of  a  previous  dinner,  has  resorted 
to  this  means  to  keep  others'  hands  off,  while  he  re- 
coups his  former  losses  and  perhaps  lays  up  an  in- 
surance store  for  the  future."  Clem,  as  he  spoke, 
threw  himself  upon  a  dish,  which,  though  described 
in  the  bill  of  fare  as  human  flesh,  had  the  flavor  of 
wild  turkey  stuffed  with  chestnuts.  "The  culprit's 
reason,"  continued  Clem,  "had  doubtless  become  im- 
paired from  lack  of  food." 

"Well,  well,"  said  Mrs.  Langmuir  gently,  "much 
must  be  pardoned  to  a  man,  whose  mind  moves  on 
broken  hinges.  Truffle,  take  away  these  horrors; 
stop,  do  not  tear  them  up ;  they  may  help  us  to  trace 
the  author ;  place  them  on  the  buffet."  The  repast 
continued  without  further  interruption,  and,  after 
the  ladies  had  retired,  Clem  found  himself  talking 
to  Mr.  Elmore,  who  was  a  genial  boon  companion. 

"I  don't  know  how  it  is,"  said  the  banker,  "I  can 
control  ten  thousand  men  with  more  ease  than  one 
woman.  There  is  a  young  widow,  whom  I  have 
known  for  some  years,  and  to  whom  I  have  been  of 
service,  but  to  whom  I  have  never  paid  any  serious 
attention.     Yesterday  I  happened  to  remark  to  her, 
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that  I  thought  of  marrj'ing  some  other  lady,  and  she 
calmly  told  me,  if  I  did  she  should  shoot  me.  It 
was  a  jest  of  course,  but  marriage  and  human  life 
are  too  serious  subjects  for  jests.  There  must  be 
some  way  of  governing  women.  I  am  too  busy  to 
learn  it,  but  you  seem  to  have  the  gift.  I  will  pay 
you  a  large  salary  to  exercise  it  in  my  behalf.  There 
must  be  a  way  of  getting  a  cinch  on  any  man  or 
woman."  Mr.  Elmore  and  Clem's  friends  soon 
after  took  their  leave.  If  the  District  Attorney 
agreed  to  Clem's  request,  Sergent  was  to  appear  in 
court  on  Tuesday  morning  next  in  a  light  hat. 

"Ivy,"  said  Clem,  "every  one  has  all  the  oppor- 
tunities, but  the  wise  eye  alone  sees  them,  and  the 
wise  hand  alone  grasps  them.  We  must  take  Mrs. 
Vinson  into  our  secret,  and  you  two  ladies  will  help 
me  to  court  Tuesday  morning." 

"How  ?" 

"You  have  yourself  told  me ;  did  you  not  dream 
that  I  was  turned  into  a  woman ;  you  must  complete 
the  transformation ;  like  love,  it  is  an  old  and  a  new 
trick." 

The  plan  was  no  sooner  suggested  than  begun. 
Mrs.  Vinson  was  pleased  at  finding  herself  a  party 
to  a  plot  in  real  life,  and,  as  both  ladies  were  artists 
in  dress,  they  at  once,  with  tape,  scissors  and  needle 
engaged  in  the  gentle  task  of  moulding  Clem  into  a 
maiden.  Mrs.  Vinson,  like  most  women,  who  sup- 
port their  husbands,  had  a  touch  of  masculine 
strength  and  humor  about  her,  which  helped  to  make 
the  operation  less  and  more  embarrassing  as  it  pro- 
ceeded. 

After  they  had  dressed  Miss  Clementina  to  their 
satisfaction,  they  showed  her  how  to  lift  her  skirt, 
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how  to  nse  her  handkerchief  without  attracting 
garish  eyes,  how  to  rearrange  an  errant  switch,  how 
to  find  her  pocket,  how  to  trim  its  cai^  and  other 
mysteries  of  the  sex.  Strangely  enough,  it  was  not 
Ae  physical  but  the  moral  lessons,  which  were  hard 
to  learn.  On  their  placing  the  new  Miss  before  a 
cheval  glass,  what  was  her  horror  to  find  herself 
before  a  bold,  almost  a  fast,  face.  Her  teachers  wit Ji 
no  little  pains  taught  her  to  soften  her  expression,  to 
guard  her  glances,  as  though  in  fear  they  might  shoot 
backwards ;  to  blush  at  the  shadow  of  a  man's  name ; 
to  speak  as  though  afraid  of  the  echo  of  her  own 
voice ;  to  keep  her  feet  Can  important  point  with  the 
new  creation)  well  within  the  shelter  of  her  skirts, 
and  to  look  about  her  with  an  infantile  air,  if  a 
compliment  threatened  her.  At  length  both  were 
satisfied.  The  debutante  was  able  to  unite  in  one 
expression  the  bashfulness,  curiosity  and  horror  of 
a  nun,  who,  stealing  unveiled  from  her  convent  to 
visit  the  bones  of  St.  Anne,  catches  sight  in  a  florist^s 
window  of  a  Venus  fly  plant  practicing  its  seductive 
arts. 

^^What  an  ingenue  it  is!"  said  Mrs.  Vinson;  "I 
warrant  you,  my  dear,  that  you  no  longer  have  any 
doubt  about  your  sex." 

"So  little,"  said  Clem,  "that  I  can  hardly  believe, 
that  I  ever  belonged  to  any  other.  I  hope  I  shall 
never  become  a  bold  unmannerly  creature  again. 
There  is  one  question,  about  which  I  wish  to  ask  your 
advice ;  when  I  marry^' 

"Marry!"  said  Mrs.  Vinsen,  "we  are  hurrying 
up  matters  with  a  vengeance." 

"  ^Tis  well,"  said  Clementina,  "to  be  prepared  for 
emergencies.     Tell  me,  when  I  marry,  shall  I  con- 
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fess  all  my  peccadilloes  to  my  husband?     We  are 
women  and  can  safely  exchange  confidences." 

"Humph,"  said  Mrs.  Vinsen,  a  trifle  embarrassed, 
"  His  a  nice  question.  Many  men  hold  that  a  bride 
should  make  her  husband  her  confessor,  however 
unenviable  his  role  may  be.  Women  of  genius  main- 
tain, that  a  woman  should  entrust  her  secrets  to  God 
alone,  since  He  made  her  and  can  better  appreciate 
and  explain  extenuating  circumstances,  if  any  are 
needed.  They  cite  the  more  than  human  skill,  by 
which  Jove  allayed  Amphytrion's  irritation  and 
brought  a  happy  issue  out  of  discordant  surround- 
ings. If  you  think  a  third  person  will  tell  your 
husband,  it  is  better  to  forestall  her ;  but,  unless  sure 
of  your  ground,  I  should  not  advise  you  to  venturo 
further.  Exhaustive  confessions  by  either  sex  rob 
life  of  its  mystery,  and  most  men  have  too  little  self- 
control  to  be  trusted  with  secrets.  The  most  inno- 
cent anecdote  about  myself  makes  Mr.  Vinsen  so 
wild  with  jealousy,  that,  compared  with  him,  Othello 
was  a  complacent  husband." 

When  Mr.  Vinsen  returned,  the  ladies  told  him 
that  Clem  had  gone  away  and  then  put  the  meta- 
morphosis to  a  crucial  test.  They  introduced  Miss 
Clementina  Ogden  to  Mr.  Vinsen  as  a  friend  of  Mrs. 
Langmuir;  and  Mrs.  Vinsen,  when  Clementina 
wished  to  retire,  led  her  to  her  husband,  who  flat- 
tered her,  till  his  wife  reproved  him.  Then  Mrs. 
Vinsen  told  her,  she  was  too  modest  a  girl  to  have 
her  head  turned  by  the  attentions  of  a  married  man, 
kissed  her  on  each  cheek  and  bade  her  good-night. 

The  next  morning,  Monday,  a  trunk  was  sent  to 
the  Half  Moon  House  containing  Clem's  male  dress ; 
and  lateTy  when  the  moTumg  svm.  ^raa  ahining  in  the 
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how  to  use  her  handkerchief  without  attracting 
garish  eyes,  how  to  rearrange  an  errant  switch,  how 
to  find  her  pocket,  how  to  trim  its  cargo  and  other 
mysteries  of  the  sex.  Strangely  enough,  it  was  not 
the  physical  but  the  moral  lessons,  which  were  hard 
to  learn.  On  their  placing  the  new  Miss  before  a 
cheval  glass,  what  was  her  horror  to  find  herself 
before  a  bold,  almost  a  fast,  face.  Her  teachers  with 
no  little  pains  taught  her  to  soften  her  expression,  to 
guard  her  glances,  as  though  in  fear  they  might  shoot 
backwards ;  to  blush  at  the  shadow  of  a  man's  name ; 
to  speak  as  though  afraid  of  the  echo  of  her  own 
voice;  to  keep  her  feet  (an  important  point  with  the 
new  creation)  well  within  the  shelter  of  her  skirts, 
and  to  look  about  her  with  an  infantile  air,  if  a 
compliment  threatened  her.  At  length  both  were 
satisfied.  The  debutante  was  able  to  unite  in  one 
expression  the  bashfulness,  curiosity  and  horror  of 
a  nun,  who,  stealing  unveiled  from  her  convent  to 
visit  the  bones  of  St.  Anne,  catches  sight  in  a  florist's 
window  of  a  Venus  fly  plant  practicing  its  seductive 
arts. 

*What  an  ingenue  it  is!"  said  Mrs.  Vinsen;  "I 
warrant  you,  my  dear,  that  you  no  longer  have  any 
doubt  about  your  sex." 

"So  little,"  said  Clem,  "that  I  can  hardly  believe, 
that  I  ever  belonged  to  any  other.  I  hope  I  shall 
never  become  a  bold  unmannerly  creature  again. 
There  is  one  question,  about  which  I  wish  to  ask  your 
advice ;  when  I  marry" 

"Marry!"  said  Mrs.  Vinsen,  "we  are  hurrying 
up  matters  with  a  vengeance." 

"  'Tis  well,"  said  Clementina,  "to  be  prepared  for 
emergencies.     Tell  mO;  when  I  marry,  shall  I  con- 
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found  himself  alone.  He  left  his  room  hoping  to 
find  Drinkwater  and  gain  some  information  from 
him.  As  luck  would  have  it,  he  met  him  imposing 
and  jocose,  near  the  door  of  the  hotel  parlor.  Clem 
bowed  to  him,  and  Drinkwater,  returning  the  bow, 
at  once  followed  Clem  into  a  recess  in  the  parlor, 
where  they  could  talk  unheard. 

"Mr.  Drinkwater,  you  do  not  recognize  me  ?" 

"I  remember  your  face,"  said  Drinkwater  (which 
was  both  true  and  false),  "but  I  have  not  the 
pleasure  of  knowing  your  name." 

"It  is  not  necessary  at  present."  Clem  lowered 
his  voice.  "I  have  always  admired  your  shape,  Mr. 
Drinkwater,  but  to-night  I  wish  to  see  you  not  on  a 
question  of  gallantry  but  of  business." 

"Is  there  any  reason  why  the  two  should  be  op- 
posed ?" 

"There  are  reasons,"  said  Clem,  "which  it  would 
be  hard  to  overcome;  one  is,  that  I  either  ruin  or 
support  my  admirers.  But  I  will  first  recall  the  cir- 
cumstances of  our  former  meeting.  You  remember 
your  last  ramble  but  one.  You  came  to  New  York 
with  a  large  roll  in  your  pocket ;  that  afternoon  you 
took  a  hack  and,  driving  up  Broadway,  devoted  your- 
self strictly  to  business.  You  drove  to  Harmony 
Hall  and  there  hired  Banjo  Horace  to  accompany 
you  on  your  circuit.  You  then  drove  to  the  Mace- 
doine,  where  champagne  bottles  popped  around  the 
room,  like  volleys  of  small  arms.  Horace  played 
his  coon  airs;  you  led  off  with  a  jig,  and  the  other 
guests  spun  around  like  autunm  leaves  in  a  whirl- 
wind; you  cut  pigeon  wings  so  airily,  that  your 
feet  twinkleJl  in  the  sky  like  stars.  It  was  Satur- 
day, and  at  midnight  the  upper  lights  were  put 
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out,  and  the  route  descended  into  the  subterranean 
saloon.  As  we  left  the  upper  air,  you  offered  a 
woman  a  hundred  dollars  for  a  kiss;  I  was  that 
woman." 

"You !"  cried  Drinkwater. 

"You  then  got  into  your  hack  and  bade  the  night- 
hawk  drive  you  to  the  Half  Moon  House.  He 
asked  for  thirty  dollars  on  account ;  having  no  money 
you  telegraphed  to  your  wife  to  save  you  from  ar- 
rest; she  answered,  that  you  might  go  to  jail  and  be 
blessed.  The  hackman,  deaf  to  oratory,  drove  you 
to  the  police  station ;  whence  you  issued  on  Monday 
more  sober.  It  was  a  meteoric  affair  and  proved  you 
to  be  a  very  parfit  gentle  sport ;  it  touched  my  heart. 
You  never  knew,  who  bailed  you  out;  it  was  I." 

"Y#u !"  cried  Drinkwater.  "I  was  too  clouded  to 
kirow  my  preserver ;  accept  my  thanks  now." 

"But  to  business,"  said  Clem ;  "Maire  Van  Nest 
made  a  contract  with  you  to  ruin  Mr.  Clough." 

"We  shall  do  it,"  said  Drinkwater,  "or  rather  it 
is  done ;  his  coffin  is  impatient." 

"Softly,"  said  Clem,  "don't  interrupt  me.  Clough 
was  to  be  attacked  fore  and  aft.  You  were  to  oust 
him  from  the  patent  suit,  and  Van  Nest  was  to  oust 
him  from  the  Cooley  Estate.  Van  Nest  was  to  divide 
with  you  the  fees,  he  received  from  the  Cooley  heirs. 
The  contract  was  not  put  in  writing,  for  you  were 
Mr.  Clough's  associate  in  the  suit,  under  an  agree- 
ment to  work  together,  and  if  the  contract  with  Van 
Nest  were  known,  you  would  be  disbarred." 

"Not  so  loud !     Not  so  loud !"  said  Drinkwater. 

"Now,"  said  Clem,  "Van  Nest  has  received  three 
thousand  dollars  for  his  services  at  one  time." 

"The  villain!"  cried  Drinkwater,  jumping  up 
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with  wonderful  agility ;  "the  glutton !     Are  you  tell- 
ing me  the  truth  ?     He  has  never  given  me  a  dollar." 

"Compose  yourself,"  said  Clem ;  "I  am  in  haste ; 
never  mind  epithets;  listen  to  the  facts.  I  know 
a  woman,  who  has  been  Van  .Nest's  intimate  friend 
for  years,  and  who  has  lent  him  a  great  deal  of 
money.  The  other  day  she  was  arrested  for  shop- 
lifting; not  wishing  to  pass  Sunday  in  jail  she  sent 
to  Van  Nest  for  five  hundred  dollars  to  deposit  in 
lieu  of  bail ;  he  sent  back  word,  that  he  was  too  busy 
to  attend  to  it.  This  has  made  her  furious ;  I  told 
her,  you  could  be  trusted,  and  she  will  put  her  claims 
and  Van  Nest's  letters  into  your  hands  to  use  as  you 
please.  You  can  sue  him  either  for  trust  money  or 
breach  of  promise;  this  will  place  him  in  your 
power." 

Drinkwater's  eyes  flashed.  "I  shall  get  even  with 
him,"  he  muttered ;  "he  thinks,  he  will  get  into  the 
patent  suit,  but  a  striped  jacket  is  the  only  suit,  into 
which  I  shall  help  him." 

What  I  have  told  you  is  nothing,"  said  Clem. 
But  first  tell  me,  why  you  have  such  a  hatred  for 
Mr.  Clough  ?" 

"I  don't  hate  him,"  said  Drinkwater;  "I  like 
him  as  a  man,  but  he  is  so  in  the  way." 

"You  have  the  vouchers,  which  Koden  took  from 
his  office  ?"  said  Clem,  as  a  chance  shot. 

"I  haven't  got  them." 

"Even  if  your  side  has  them,  Clough  will  not  be 
ruined ;  the  Court  will  give  him  time  to  get  dupli- 
cates. Smyler  says  the  Court  is  fixed,  but  he  lies. 
Now  listen ;  I  control  Mr.  Clough ;  I  alone  can  com- 
promise him;  most  of  the  money,  he  has  spent  the 
last  four  years,  has  been  spent  on  me;  he  has  been 
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lavish ;  I  have  hundreds  of  letters  of  his ;  I  can  place 
him  wholly  in  your  power ;  I  can  give  you  adnjissions 
of  his,  that  will  ruin  him." 

"Why  do  you  wish  to  ruin  him?"  asked  Drink- 
water  shrewdly. 

"Ah!"  said  Clem,  with  a  deep  sigh,  "can  you 
not  guess?  I  love  him;  I  love  him  if  possible 
better  than  I  love  myself,  but  I  have  learnt 
that  he  thinks  of  marrying — of  marrying,  would  you 
believe  it,  some  one  beside  me ;  the  wretch !  the  per- 
fidious monster !  It  is  jealousy  prompts  me ;  but  1 
love  him  still.  If  I  give  you  his  letters,  you  have 
him  in  your  power ;  you  can  force  him  to  do  what 
you  wish ;  but  you  must  promise  me,  on  your  honor, 
to  stop  when  I  ask  you.  I  do  not  wish  to  send  him 
to  prison ;  I  only  want  to  punish  him  and  to  break 
off  his  match  with  a  designing  woman.  You  can 
threaten  him,  like  Van  Nest,  with  the  publicity  of  a 
breach  of  promise  suit.  Will  you  agree  to  what  I 
ask?" 

"Van  Nest  and  Olough  both  in  my  power !"  cried 
Drinkwater  excitedly.  "The  patent  suit  is  mine, 
and  mine  alone;  there  are  millions  in  it;  'tis  the 
greatest  case  ever  tried ;  it  is  fortune  and  fame ;  I 
will  promise  you  whatever  you  ask,  wealth,  myself  1" 

"Hush,"  said  Clem,  "to-morrow  I  will  meet  you 
personally  at  eleven  in  the  morning  at  Sixty-ninth 
Street  and  the  Central  Park  with  all  the  papers." 

"But  I  must  be  in  Court." 

"The  other  lawyers  will  adjourn  the  case.  'Tis 
the  only  hour  I  can  get  away;  he  has  spies  every- 
where ;  'tis  then  or  never." 

"I  shall  be  there ;  and  you,  you,  my  dear  lady  ?" 

"Business  first,"  said  Clem.     "Alaal  you  Vl^'^^ 
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already  almost  compromised  me.  Remember  the 
night  I  first  saw  you.  Mr.  Clough  has  some  old- 
fashioned  notions  about  my  being  true  to  him ;  but 
how  can  a  woman,  who  sees  such  a  face  and  such  a 
shape  as  yours,  be  faithful  to  another  man  ?  Adieu  ?" 
Drinkwater  would  have  detained  her,  but  Clem 
eluding  him  returned  to  his  room.  Then  he  sent  for 
a  messenger  boy,  bade  him  deliver  at  eleven  to-mor- 
row morning  at  the  place  appointed  the  following 
note  to  Drinkwater : 

"All  is  lost  except  honor ;  when  this  reaches  you, 
I  shall  have  ceased  to  exist. 

"Laura.  King.'^ 


CHAPTER  XV. 

The  next  morning  found  Clem  in  the  disguise  of 
a  countryman  in  the  Prothonotary  Court,  a  cheerful 
place  at  first  blush,  whose  groined  arches,  famous 
portraits  and  windows,  that  command  views  of  the 
Park  of  Tongues,  rather  suggest  a  club  room  than  a 
seat  of  justice. 

The  club  members  are  the  thrifty  few,  whom  on 
their  journey  to  Charon's  Ferry  the  wand  of  fortune 
has  transformed  into  estates.  The  meannesses  of 
their  flesh-life  have  fallen  away,  and  their  avatars 
have  a  golden  seeming;  though,  for  the  gods  con- 
strue their  grants  strictly,  not  a  few  pathetic  rem- 
nants haunt  the  court  room  like  decayed  demi-gods. 

In  contrast  to  the  customs  of  the  inhabitants  of 
the  grave,  who  are  by  education  democrats,  many 
social  distinctions  exist  among  those,  whose  death 
has  been  delayed  indefinitely  by  order  of  the  Court. 

On  reception  days,  the  relatives  of  estates,  the 
men  with  crape  around  their  hats  and  arms,  the 
women  with  veils  as  large  as  Captain  Kidd's  flag, 
with  a  restless  tide  of  legal  fry,  flU  the  room  to 
overflowing.  The  relatives  can  only  communicate 
with  the  arrested  defimcts  through  licensed  me- 
diums, that  is  members  of  the  bar.  Their  irrita- 
tion at  this  check  is  allayed  by  a  personage,  who 
resembles  Napoleon,  whose  harder  task  it  is  to  si- 
lence the  multitudinous  murmurs  of  the  imremem- 
bered  friends  of  testators. 
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The  Judge's  throne  is  placed  upon  a  high  dais 
behind  a  large  table,  in  front  of  which  are  two 
smaller  tables  with  clerk  and  stenographer.  The 
specialists,  who  practice  in  this  court,  can  be  re^ 
cognized  by  their  crawling  voices,  and  catlike  steps. 
They  all,  however  young,  have  an  autumnal  manner 
and  wear  their  hair  a  I'enfant  Jesu.  Though 
paschal  lambs  in  appearance,  the  demi-departed  look 
on  them  with  terror,  and  many  a  fat  estate  shrinks 
visibly  at  a  glance  from  one  of  these  softly  smiling, 
softly  speaking  mediums. 

Clem  thought  of  none  of  these  things,  but  sat 
watching  the  face  of  each  newcomer.  Himself  a 
novice,  he  realized,  that  he  was  engaging  unprepared 
in  a  conflict  with  a  dozen  gladiators,  in  an  arena, 
in  which  evidence  is  everything  and  truth  nothing. 
He  knew  that  for  months  his  enemies  had  been 
dove-tailing  inventions  to  malign  him,  and  the  only 
relief  to  his  strained  mind  was  to  guess,  what  they 
had  made  their  lie-in-chief,  how  they  would  support 
it,  and  by  what  devices  they  would  create  footlights, 
atmosphere  and  mise-en-scene  for  this  Devil's 
Diversion. 

The  first  of  Mephisto's  brood  to  enter  the  room 
was  Maire  Van  Nest,  who  divided  the  crowd  like  a 
pigmy  Colossus  and  justified  his  title  of  Pomposity 
on  Stilts.  His  unblinking  eyes  prophesied  the  per- 
sistent malignity  of  a  viper,  that  stains  with  its 
saliva  those,  whom  it  cannot  wound  by  its  bite. 
After  him  came  Smyler,  Tyreless  and  Stryker  and 
Nagler  and  Goule,  five  hoplites  of  the  bar. 

The  incident  to  which  the  first  of  these  owed  his 
^admission  to  his  firm  ia  worthy  of  record.     Tyreless 
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had  obtained  a  judgment  against  Smyler  for  a  board 
bill  of  three  hundred  dollars,  for  which  he  dunned 
him  incessantly.  One  day  Smyler  ran  into  Tyre- 
less'  office  happy,  confiding  and  magnetic.  "  My 
dear  friend,"  he  cried,  "  I  am  now  in  a  position  to 
repay  you  for  your  forbearance;  I  am  engaged  to  a 
cousin  of  Mrs.  Brocton  Stevens ;  lend  me  five  hun- 
dred dollars  to  buy  an  engagement  ring,  and  you 
shall  never  regret  it"  Tyreless  gave  him  all  his 
savings  and,  finding  that  he  had  been  imposed  upon, 
so  admired  Smyler's  audacity  that  he  made  him  his 
partner. 

But  Stryker,  who  had  been  a  judge  in  a  neigh- 
boring court,  drew  Clem's  closest  attention,  for  an 
acquaintance  had  one  day  remarked  to  him:  I 
hope  you  have  Stryker  for  your  lawyer;  Judge 
Reynolds  and  he  are  secret  partners.  Clem  ap- 
preciated the  ejBFect  of  a  judge's  decision,  right  or 
wrong.  Though  he  was  almost  certain  that  the  state- 
ment was  false,  he  felt  a  cold  terror  creeping  over 
him  at  the  mere  fancy.  He  was  a  mathematician 
and  knew  that,  juggle  with  figures  as  you  will,  in 
the  end  they  walk  but  one  way;  but  that  way  may 
be  long  and  narrow,  if  a  judge  bars  it. 

Then  his  eyes  rested  on  three  men,  who  had  en- 
tered the  room  noiselessly  and  seated  themselves 
near  him.  They  were  men,  who  had  recently,  on 
one  pretext  or  another,  made  his  acquaintance,  had 
often  met  him,  wheoi  alone,  passed  the  time  pf  day 
with  him,  or  borrowed  a  few  dimes.  These,  he 
thought,  are  the  Knights  of  the  Tab,  the  Time  and 
Place  Men,  of  whom  Cheeseborough  speaks.  When- 
ever they  have  met  me  alone,  they  Imve  dotted  down 


224:  THE  DEUCE  OF  HEABTS. 

the  time  and  place  on  their  tabs,  so  that  I  can  have 
no  witnesses  to  disprove,  whatever  they  invent. 
Who,  I  wonder,  is  the  Filler-in,  the  creative  genius, 
who  has  inspired  and  welded  together  the  different 
parts  of  their  story  ? 

Near  these  bastards  of  the  shadow  were  some  half 
dozen  intelligent  and  sober  looking  men  and  women, 
the  beneficiaries  under  the  Cooley  will.  Alas! 
thought  Clem,  by  what  magic  have  these  lawyers 
persuaded  these  good  people  to  their  undoing  ?  He 
remembered  his  long  effort  to  save  a  dollar  here  and 
a  dollar  there  for  their  estate,  and  now  they  were 
shoveling  their  own  gold  into  the  sewer.  A  few 
weeks  ago,  they  were  being  paid  in  salaries  some 
ten  thousand  dollars  a  year ;  soon  they  would  pawn 
their  rings  to  give  their  lawyers  their  fees.  Yet 
no  more  simple  and  honest  folk  could  be  found  the 
eoimtry  round,  and  he  smiled  sadly  as  he  recalled 
the  lines : 

*'  I  wonder,  Pierre,  how  that  damned  starving  quality, 
Called  honesty,  got  footing  in  the  world. 

**  Why,  powerful  villainy  first  set  it  up 
For  its  own  ease  and  safety ;  honest  men 
Are  the  soft  easy  cushions,  on  which  knaves 
Repose  and  fatten;  were  all  mankind  villains. 
They'd  starve  each  other:  lawyers  would  want  practice." 

Near  the  heirs  were  three  or  four  men  who  had 
filed  large  claims  against  the  estate,  which  Clem  had 
rejected.  Now,  friends  of  the  hostile  lawyers,  they 
too  had  gathered  to  witness  his  downfall.  Mr. 
Qoodbody  was  the  last  of  the  combatants  to  make  his 
appearance.     As  the  Judge's  hour  drew  near,  Clem 
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edged  towards  the  front  He  heard  Van  Nest  ask 
Stryker,  where  Drinkwater  was,  and  saw  their  eyes 
turning  towards  the  door. 

"  Strange/'  said  Stryker ;  "  he  has  the  papers ; 
where  is  his  clerk,  what's  his  name,  Cheese- 
borough  ?" 

"Silence!  Hats  off!"  cried  the  usher.  "The 
Judge  is  coming ;  hear  ye,  hear  ye !"  The  audience 
rose,  the  side  door  opened  and  Judge  Reynolds,  his 
imposing  figure  set  off  by  his  gown,  entered  the 
room  and  took  his  seat.  Clem's  case  was  the  tenth 
on  the  calendar,  and  he  was  pleased  to  see  that 
Drinkwater's  absence  had  thrown  the  enemy  into 
confusion.  Then  his  cheek  flushed,  for  Ivy  and  Mrs. 
Vinsen  entered  the  room  and  took  seats  near  him. 
Then  his  heart  gave  a  jump,  for  Sergent  appeared 
carrying  in  his  hand  a  light  hat  and  a  promise  of 
fair  play.  Clem  then,  looking  craftily  about  him, 
saw  a  man  who,  from  his  movements,  he  suspected 
was  no  other  than  Holland  in  disguise;  his  heart 
overflowed  with  hatred ;  all  his  ill-wishers  had  met 
to  see  him  slaughtered  to  make  a  pettifoggers'  holi- 
day. He  heard  the  whispers  renewed:  Strike 
while  the  iron  is  hot !  Where  is  Drinkwater  ?  He 
is  to  make  the  argument?     Is  he  drunk? 

Then  ex- Judge  Stryker,  a  man  who  looked  before 
and  after,  rose  with  dignity  and,  entering  the  sacred 
enclosure,  mounted  the  dais,  took  his  seat  beside  the 
Judge  and  began  to  converse  with  him  in  a  low 
tone.  Clem's  heart  sank,  and  he  looked  searchingly 
at  the  Judge,  a  word  from  whom  could  blacken  his 
good  name  for  months.  Could  it  be,  that  what  he 
heard  was  true  ?    Was  the  Judge  an  ally  of  the  con- 
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spirators  ?  Then  the  muscles  of  his  soul  stifienedy 
and  his  Puritan  blood  began  to  stir  in  his  veins. 
Can  one  judge  or  a  hundred,  he  thought,  pervert 
the  truth  of  numbers,  whose  law  sways  the  unseen 
«tars?  If  this  Judge  is  corrupt,  shall  I  not  ding 
down  his  dishonored  temple  about  his  ears,  though 
it  were  builded  as  high  as  Haman  ? 

Then  a  stout  man  of  medium  height,  with  an  intel- 
ligent eye,  but  a  sensuous  mouth,  came  hastily  into  the 
room  and  passed  to  the  front.  Tontine,  the  name 
Tyreless  affected,  grasped  him  warmly  by  the  hand 
and  drew  him  to  one  side  to  confer  with  him:. it  was 
Clem's  clerk,  Eoden.  They  are  the  Fillers-in,  said 
Clem;  I  guessed  as  much.  No  wonder  Koden 
wanted  an  increase  of  salary  for  inventing  this  plot. 
By  nature  timid  the  sight  of  the  growing  number 
of  his  well-wishers  made  Clem  feel,  as  though  the 
hands  of  ghosts  were  tightening  about  his  throat 
The  last  of  his  acquaintances  to  put  in  an  appear- 
ance was  a  bright-eyed  young  man,  who  made  his 
way  in  front  of  him  with  a  look  of  concern.  He 
had  been  a  favorite  clerk,  who  supported  his  mother 
and  three  sisters  on  his  salary,  and  had  recently  left 
Clem's  oiBce  for  one  better.  Has  Peters  sworn 
against  me?  he  asked  himself. 

Stryker  now  arose,  and,  as  he  descended  from  the 
dais,  his  smile  rivalled  that,  which  illumined  the 
face  of  Phillip  II.,  when  he  rheard  of  the  massacre 
of  St.  Bartholomew.  His  followers  were  visibly  de- 
lighted, for  they  were  now  persuaded,  that  the  Judge 
had  been  fixed.  A  lawyer's  wife,  who  was  present, 
and  who  was  justly  proud  of  her  figure,  gave  a 
vicious  elevation  to  her  right  foot  and  whispered 
audibly,  kick  'em  out ;  kick  'em  out 
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The  Judge  began  to  call  the  calendar.  Estate  of 
Eliphalet  Cooley !  At  once  a  dozen  lawyers  sprang 
to  their  feet;  there  was  a  craning  of  necks  and  a 
sudden  stir  throughout  the  audienca 

"  For  the  motion,"  cried  a  chorus  of  voices. 

"  I  appear  for  Mr.  Clough/'  said  Goodbody,  ris- 
ing, "  I  ask  for  a  week  under  the  rule."  You  could 
have  heard  a  pin  drop.  Then  the  whispers  among 
Clem's  enemies  were  renewed.  Who  warned  him? 
Where  is  Drinkwater  ?  Has  that  fraud  of  a  process- 
server  showed  him  the  order  and  put  him  on  his 
guard  ?  Every  one,  it  was  clear,  had  thought  that 
the  motion  would  go  by  default  The  lawyers  looked 
at  the  door  and  looked  at  each  other ;  then  Tyreless, 
who  had  a  firmer  control  over  his  wits  than  the 
others,  rose: 

"  May  it  please  the  Court,"  he  began.  "  I  know 
it  is  rare  not  to  grant  a  week's  adjournment  as  a 
matter  of  course,  but  this  case  is  exceptional.  It 
is  a  surprise  to  us,  that  any  one  has  had,  I  will  not 
say  the  effrontery,  but  the  professional  solidity,  or 
stolidity,  to  appear  for  the  respondent.  If  you  will 
glance  at  the  hundreds  of  pages  of  affidavits  before 
you,  you  will  see  what  a  strong,  what  a  conclusive, 
case  we  make  out  for  immediate  action  against  Mr. 
Clough.  This  estate  is  not  safe  for  one  moment 
in  the  hands  of  this  spoliator.  We  impeach  Mr. 
Clough  for  waste;  we  impeach  him  for  dishonesty, 
improvidence  and  mental  incapacity;  we  impeach 
him  for  disobedience  to  the  Court's  mandates ;  we 
impeach  him  for  bankruptcy  and  drunkenness;  we 
impeach  him  for  non-residence,  for  we  are  informed, 
that  he  has  fled  to  Canada ;  we  inr^acii  \&ai  iot 
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having  made  way  with  twenty-five  one  thousand 
dollar  gold  bonds,  issued  by  The  Behring  Straits 
Railroad  Company.  But  chiefly  we  impeach  him 
for  having  embezzled  thirty-four  thousand  two  hun- 
dred and  ninety-five  dollars  and  nineteen  cents  of 
the  estate's  funds.  We  ask,  we  implore,  the  Court 
to  exercise  its  plenary  authority,  to  remove  this  dis- 
honest officer,  and  to  preserve  this  estate  from  ruin. 
After  the  ship  is  saved,  let  the  captain  explain,  why 
he  tried  to  scuttle  it."  A  murmur  of  applause  re- 
warded the  orator. 

"  You  would  hang  him  first  and  try  him  after- 
wards," said  the  Judge,  a  remark,  which  won  Clem's 
lasting  gratitude. 

As  Tyreless  was  speaking,  Clem  removed  his  scarf 
and  walked  to  the  table  before  the  Judge.  There 
was  a  sudden  hush,  followed  by  a  murmur  that  ran 
around  the  room.  "  May  it  please  the  Court,"  said 
Clem,  "  the  statement  that  I  went  to  Canada  is  un- 
true and  is  known  to  the  person,  who  made  it,  to  be 
untrue."  Tyreless  sprang  to  his  feet,  but  sat  down 
slowly.  "  The  Court  sees  that  the  moving  affidavits 
are  voluminous.  I  was  served  on  short  notice." 
There  was  expression  of  surprise  on  the  faces  of 
the  lawyers.  "  My  papers  were  stolen  from  me 
shortly  afterwards.  I  ask  the  Court  to  give  me 
three  weeks  to  reply  to  these  allegations.  The 
estate  was  insolvent,  when  we  received  it ;  it  is  now 
worth  half  a  million  of  dollars,  a  shining  mark  for 
the  Robin  Hoods  of  the  bar.  The  twenty-five  gold 
bonds  were  not  worth  twentv-five  cents;  the  mort- 
gage  had  been  wiped  out  by  foreclosure,  and,  more- 
over,  the  bonds  did  not  belong  to  the  estate.     The 
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main  charge  against  me  is,  that  I  have  taken  thirty- 
four  thousand  and  odd  dollars  from  the  estate.  May- 
it  please  the  Court,  we  have  withdrawn  that  sum 
from  the  estate's  funds  during  the  past  four  years 
for  our  own  use." 

"  He  confesses  it !  He  admits  it  in  open  Court !" 
cried  Van  Nest,  rising  majestically. 

"Sede,  infelix  Theseu,  sede !"  said  Clem,  motion- 
ing him  to  his  seat.  "  We  have  withdrawn  for 
our  own  use  from  the  estate  thirty-four  thousand 
and  odd  dollars,  but  to  save  the  estate  from  bank- 
ruptcy we  had  before,  from  our  private  funds, 
loaned  the  estate  eighty-five  thousand  four  hundred 
and  thirty  dollars  and  fifty-eight  cents.  On  one 
occasion  we  loaned  the  estate,  on  bond  and  mort- 
gage, thirty-five  thousand  dollars;  the  bond  and 
mortgage  were  signed  by  all  the  heirs." 

"  We  claim  that  that  mortgage  was  fictitious  and 
void,"  cried  Tyreless. 

"  Did  he  forge  it  ?"  asked  the  Judge. 

Tyreless  was  silent. 

"  He  dares  not  say  yes,"  said  Clem,  "  for  the 
falsehood  could  be  proved  in  a  moment,  and  even  the 
great  teacher,  Jonathan  Wild,  advises  his  disciples 
never  to  tell  a  lie,  when  it  can  be  proved  against 
them.  He  dares  not  say  no,  for  it  would  ruin  his 
case;  his  silence  is  eloquent." 

"Your  Honor,"  cried  Van  Nest,  as  Clem  sat 
down,  "may  it  please  your  Honor,  your  Honor 
needs  no  further  proof;  the  respondent  has  con- 
victed himself."  As  he  was  speaking,  who  should 
enter  the  room  but  Drinkwater,  his  face  flushed  with 
the  choicest  blood  of  America,  and  his  huge  bulk  as 
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elastic  as  a  young  elephant.  As  he  stood,  listening 
to  Van  Nest's  oratory,  his  dress  suit,  his  sail-broad 
shirt  front  and  Byronic  collar  were  calculated  to 
strike  terror  into  the  heart  of  husband  or  lawyer. 

"  Mr.  Clough,"  continued  Van  Nest  (there  was 
a  lion's  note,  mingled  with  lees  heroic  tones,  in  his 
voice,  which  produced  a  quaint  mingling  of  bray 
and  roar),  "  Mr.  Clough  has  confessed  judgment. 
According  to  his  own  account  he  has  withdrawn 
from  the  estate  thirty-four  thousand  and  odd  dollars. 
He  claims  that  he  has  loaned  this  estate  certain 
moneys.  Assuming  that  this  fairy  tale  is  true,  he 
is  none  the  less  guilty  before  the  law.  There  is.  no 
statute,  that  authorizes  an  executor  to  loan  his  per- 
sonal money  to  an  estate.  By  consequence,  any 
loans  which  he  has  made,  or  dreams  that  he  has 
made,  the  law  expunges.  If  he  has  repaid  himself 
for  such  loans,  such  repayments  are  embezzlements." 

"  What !"  asked  the  Judge.  "  Is  it  your  conten- 
tion, that  the  credit  gide  of  Mr.  Clough's  account  is 
to  be  erased,  and  the  debit  side  alone  stand  ?  That 
his  loans  are  void,  and  his  repayments  alone  valid  ?" 

"  Thus  saith  the  law,"  said  Van  Nest ;  "  all  such 
loans. are  gifts;  all  such  withdrawals  thefts." 

"  It  is  a  hard  saying,"  said  the  Judge.  "  New 
copies  of  motion  papers  must  be  served  on  Mr. 
Clough  within  two  days.  Case  adjourned  for  a 
month  vand  two  days." 

"You  sloth!"  said  Van  Nest,  turning  upon 
Drinkwater. 

"  You  law-twister !"  answered  Drinkwater. 
"  Where  is  my  money  ?" 


CHAPTER  XVL 

"  Cloiigh  is  not  as  mudi  of  a  fool  as  yon  think,'' 
Clem  heard  Stryker  say  to  Tyreless. 

"  Wait  till  our  teeth  touch  the  nerve ;  our  method 
is  progressive." 

Clem  followed  the  rest  of  the  auXiience  into  the 
corridor  and  spoke  a  few  words  to  Ivy  and  Mrs.  Vin- 
sen;  on  his  way  back  to  rfejoin  Sergent*  he  ran  into 
Djinkwater. 

What  a  character*,  he  thought*;  a  dangerous  enemy, 
a  more  dangerous  friend,  yet  one  oa/nnot  help 'liking 
him !  Nature  in  making  a  chef  d'oeuvrfe  often  bor- 
rows the  humor  of  an  artist  and  steals  a  tear  or  a 
smile  from  us  against  our  reason. 

"  Clough,"  said  Drinkwater,  "  they  will  win' thia 
case  haJndsr  dowiij  if  they  make  no  bad  breaks.'^ 

''  Very  likely  I     Very  likely  V' 

"  I  said,  if  they  make  no  bad  breaks." 

"  Thoise  who  make  breaks,  go  broke ;  remember, 
Drinkwater,  there  is  safety  in  numbeHB  of  enemies." 

"  I  should  think  more  highly  of  your  ability, 
Clbugh,  if  you  had  retiained  me." 

"  Who  retained  you  this  morning  ?"  Drinkwatef 
turtied  as  red  ds  a  modest  Friapus.  "I  suspect  you. 
Master  Joseph ;  come,  you  are  an  expert  o^  law, 
liquor  and  ladies;  teach  me  your  way  with  women 
and  take?  all  the  patent  suits  in  the  world." 

Drinkwater  smiled  like  a  New  England  deacofu 
after  a  long  sermon.     "  Clough,  if  it  wouldn't  make 
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the  world's  people  talk,  I  would  ask  you  to  take  a 
drink  with  me." 

"  What  a  hospitable  hangman  you  are ;  I  will  give 
you  a  tip ;  make  the  gallows,  which  you  are  building 
for  me,  strong  enough  to  support  heavier  men." 
Drinkwater  smiled,  adjusted  his  Daniel  Webster  hat, 
and  rolled  away  good  naturedly.  "  If  I  fall  under 
this  mountain  of  flesh,"  said  Clem  to  Sergent,  "  I 
shall  not  lack  a  monument." 

^'  He  knows  a  great  deal  of  law." 

"  He  has  imbibed  it.  Drinking  has  taught  him 
elegantia,  the  ideal  of  the  Civil  Code ;  it  has  swept 
away  superficials,  and  enlarged  principles.  Law  is 
an  effort  to  make  a  fraction  of  the  moral  code  oblig- 
atory. A  moist  lawyer  is  more  likely  to  be  reminded 
of  the  connection  between  law  and  morality  than  a 
dry  shark,  whose  views  of  life  are  less  broad.  Drink- 
water's  friends  know  law,  as  a  ghoul  knows  the  art 
of  war.  They  will  waste  their  ammunition  on 
mares'  nests  and  let  the  Trojan  Horse  enter  without 
a  shot." 

"  What  a  stall-fed  viper  Eoden  is !  How  could 
you  have  been  gulled  by  him  ?"  said  Sergent. 

"  They  may  have  threatened  to  tell  his  father  of 
his  amours ;  he  would  disinherit  him,  if  he  knew  of 
them." 

"  Will  you  always  be  an  innocent,  Clem  ?  What 
is  the  good  of  all  the  books  you  have  read,  if  you 
cannot  tell  the  difference  between  a  tailor  and  a  turn- 
coat ?  There  goes  Holland.  When  excited  he  shuts 
his  thumbs  inside  his  fingers,  like  a  man  in  an  epi- 
leptic fit." 

^*  I  must  speak  to  him,"  said  Clem,  and  followed 
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his  former  friend  to  the  top  of  the  staircase.     "  Hol- 
land/' he  said,  "  why  are  you  trying  to  ruin  me  ?" 

"  Why  do  you  cross  my  path,  Clough  ?  Kesign 
your  .pretensions  to  a  certain  lady,  and  I  will  do  any- 
thing you  wish.  All  these  charges,  I  have  little 
doubt,  will  be  withdrawn." 

"  You  have  little  doubt ;  how  orthodox  we  are !  I 
have  great  doubt;  no  charges  shall  be  withdrawn; 
neither  yours  nor  mine." 

**  Be  wise  in  time ;  the  odds  against  you  are  too 
great." 

"  You  represent  the  dollar." 
I     "  The  enlightened  dollar." 

*'  You  represent  the  dollar,  Holland,  but  I  repre- 
sent the  word.  The  dollar  has  always  been  and  will 
always  be,  the  slave  of  the  word.  The  word  was  with 
God,  and  the  word  was  Gk>d.  Nay,  this  divided 
breath,  unseen,  fugitive,  will  still  rule  the  heart, 
when  the  Gods  themselves  are  dust.  Attack  powers 
and  potentates,  but  do  not  provoke  the  children  of 
the  word.  Their  magic  will  surround  you  like 
poisoned  air;  their  whisper  will  imprison  you  in 
ice  or  rock,  a  fossil,  a  by-word  for  all  time." 

"  Money  will  buy  everything.  A  few  dollars  will 
purchase  many  metaphors.  I  warn  you,  Clough, 
you  are  making  a  mistake." 

"  You  are  giving  your  soul  away  and  buying  a 
shirt  of  Nessus  at  a  great  price.  I  feel  here,"  Clem 
placed  his  hand  on  his  heart,  "  that  this  is  the  turn- 
ing point  in  your  life ;  listen  to  the  voice  in  your  own 
breast,  that  bids  you  repent." 

As  Clem  spoke  he  felt  the  papers,  which  he  had 
taken  from  the  chimney  in  the  room  of  the  Dark 
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Trusty  rustle  under  his  hand.  He  had  forgotten 
them,  and  a  curiosity  seized  him  to  examine  their 
contents;  he  turned  from  Holland  and  rejoined 
S€ii*gent. 

Then  occurred  an  incident,  which  would  have  exs 
cited  a  superstitious  mind.  Striker,  on  leaving  the 
Prothonotary's  Court,  had  procured  an  order  from 
the  High'  Court,  that  five  children  in  a  divorce  suit' 
should  be  given  into  the  father's  custody.  Clem  and 
Sergent,  as  they  were  talking,  heard  heartrending 
cries,  as  a  woman,  surrounded  by  a  group  of  small 
children,  came  hastily  down  the  stairs.  T^^o  of 
them  were  in  their  mother's  arms,  and  three  were 
clinging  to  her  skirts.  The  next  minute  half  a  dozen 
policemen  sprang  upon  the  group  and  tore  child  after 
child  from  its  mother.  It  was  a  living  picture  of 
Laocoon,  only  the  former  group  was  rent  in  pieces  by 
hands  less  kind  than  the  tightening  coils  of  the  ser- 
pents. Men,  who  witnessed  the  scene,  felt  what  co'v^- 
afds  civilization  makes  us.  Women  tried  tointerfeif^, 
but  were  pushed  away  gently  enough  by  the  police. 
When  Stryker  appeared,  the  mother  turned  upOH 
him  and,  with  a  prophetic  voice,  doomed  him  to' 
death  and  torment. 

"  When  Stryker  was  a  candidate,-"  said  Clerta,  "  I 
kept  a  story  out  of  the  Coi'ona,  which  would  have 
ruined  him,  as  he  is  trying  to  ruiii  this  woman.'' 

"  What  shall  be  our  plan  of  atction  ?"  said  Sergent, 
as,  with  closed  ears,  they  left  the  court  room. 

"  In  war  and  law  there  is  but  one  rule ;  charge  foot 
and  horse,  and  charge  again,  till  the  fight  is  decided.'^ 

"  Warily,"  said  Sergent,  "  your  father  was  a  wise 
maaii  and  he  always  went  forward  with  one  eye  in  the 
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back  of  his  head.  Mr.  Goodbody  waAts  you  to  meet 
him  at  the  District  Attorney's  office  and  state  your  case 
to  him.  All  your  enejnies  must  have  seen  Mr.  Merry- 
weather,  for  he  was  cool  enough  at  first,  but  he  con- 
sented to  delay  the  indictment  for  a  while  on  Good- 
body's  promise,  that  you  would  always  appear  on 
call.  Tell  your  ptory  simply  from  beginning  to  end. 
A  newspaper  office  is  the  safest  depository  of  a  pecret, 
and,  if  there  are  extenuating  circumstances,  a  Dis- 
trict 4:ttorney  is  the  best  of  father  confessors." 

They  made  their  way  to  Mr.  Herryweather's, 
where  t^iey  were  received  with  little  cordiality. 
Qoodbody  had  not  arrived,  and  Clem  thought  he 
would  tell  his  story  without  waiting  for  hjlm.  A 
District  Attorney  is  a  skeptic  ex-officio,  but  Clem  re- 
membered, that  Mr.  Merryweatheir  ha4  once  wooed 
and  won  one  of  the  fairest  women  in  the  city,  and  he 
hoped,  through  her,  to  reach  his  hearer's  heart. 

"  Do  not  tell  me,  Mr.  Clough,  what  you  may  wish 
to  conceal,"  said  his  host. 

'- 1  will  tell  you  first,  what  later  I  wish  the  world 
to  know,"  answered  Clem.  "A  Venere  prinoipium ; 
another  gentleman  and  myself  both  admire,  with  one 
exception  perhaps,  the  most  charming  woman  in  the 
city.  This  is  the  excuse  for  the  enpiity,  with  which 
my  rival  pursues  me.  But  you  yourself,  Mr.  Merry- 
weather,  know  too  well  how  woman's  beauty  affects 
us,  to  ask  more  thaai  the  suggestion  of  such  a  motive." 

It  had  needed  no  diviner  to  discover  from  his 
hearer's  glance  and  manner,  that  he  was  at  first  pre- 
judiced against  Clem.  !Bjut,  whatever  cynics  may 
urge,  simple  truth  is  that  gift  of  tongues,  which  re- 
moves every  barrier  to  the  human  heart,  and,  as  Clem 
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proceeded,  Mr.  Merryweather's  eye  grew  less  un- 
kind. Step  by  step  Clem  told  of  his  adventures, 
since  leaving  Grace  at  the  ball,  omitting  nothing  but 
the  ladies'  names.  He  then  began  to  speak  of  the 
authors  of  the  plot,  but  at  first  his  anger  mastered 
hinL 

"  The  wretches,  of  whom  I  have  told  you,"  he  said, 
"  I  can  refer  to  without  passion.  Human  hyenas, 
they  lurk  beneath  and  around  our  living  civilization, 
as  their  brute  brothers  more  openly  wander  through 
mighty  cities  dead.  Eemnants  of  barbarism,  as 
parent  and  companion  form  them,  they  think  and 
act.  We  fear  them,  but  feel  no  more  hatred  for 
them,  than  for  the  rattlesnake  that  hides  in  our  shoe. 
But  what  shall  we  say  of  men  like  Drinkwater, 
Stryker  and  Van  Nest,  who  have  been  taught  the 
truths  of  the  schools,  and  to  whom  fortune  has  offered 
the  title  of  gentleman  and  Christian?  Criminals, 
in  their  struggle  with  society,  stake  freely  limb 
against  limb  and  life  against  life.  These  men,  se- 
cure and  in  ambush,  shoot  their  poisoned  darts 
against  the  wayfarer  or  invoke  invisible  hands  to 
strangle  him.  And  in  whose  name  do  these  thugs 
crowd  coffin  and  grave  with  the  generous  victims  of 
their  art  ?  In  that  name  under  which  infinite  power 
and  wisdom  would  rather  choose  to  be  known,  in  the 
name  of  Justice..  How  can  one  speak  of  advanced 
anarchists,  of  protected  assassins,  with  the  calmness, 
which  should  be  the  attribute  of  truth  ?" 

"  What  do  you  wish  me  to  do  ?"  asked  Mr.  Merry- 
weather,  when  Clem  had  finished. 

"Delay  indicting  me  for  killing  these  ruffians, 
till  I  have  answered  the  charges,  that  have  been 
made  against  me.     I  will  always  be  on  hand ;  yoa 
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can  place  me  in  charge  of  an  ambulatory  deputy 
sheriff/' 

"  Mr.  Clough,"  said  Mr.  Merry  weather,  warmly, 
"  I  believe  your  story ;  I  have  no  intention  of  in- 
dicting you.  What  you  really  wish  to  ask  me  is,  why 
I  do  not  offer  to  indict  those  villains  ?'' 

"  You  are  a  mind  reader." 

"  I  knew  your  father  well,  Mr.  Clough,  and  I  say 
this  to  you  in  confidence.  Ketcham's  Reform  Club 
controls  ten  thousand  votes ;  at  the  last  election  they 
were  cast  for  us.'' 

"  'Tis  easier  for  a  Centaur  to  live  on  his  own  horse- 
flesh, than  for  an  official  to  punish  a  politician," 
said  Clem,  sourly. 

"  Mr.  Clough,"  said  Mr.  Merryweather,  earnestly, 
"  if  you  urge  it,  I  will  have  these  men  indicted.  But 
we  have  learned,  that  some  insiders  are  trying  to  ele- 
vate the  Trust  and  limit  its  dealings,  like  those  of  the 
Liberal  Bank,  to  wine,  women  and  cards.  When 
the  devil's  chimney  is  burning,  why  be  at  pains  to  put 
it  out  ?" 

"  I  bear  no  malice  against  my  enemies,  that  is, 
those  whom  I  have  killed,"  said  Clem.  "  But  cer- 
tain lawyers  bribed  three  professional  handwriting 
experts  to  try  to  get  me  indicted  for  perjury.  Sub- 
orners are  far  worse  than  cut-throats,  and  I  should 
like  to  have  a  hack  at  them." 

"  Such  attempts  are  not  taken  seriously  here;  they 
are  made  every  day.  I  suppose  Van  Nest  had  a 
bowing  acquaintance  with  one  of  our  assistants  and 
thought  he  owned  the  office.  Some  jackasses  bray, 
some  kick,  and  some  both  bray  and  kick.  They  are 
at  times  useful  to  pTiace  before  the  doors  of  politi- 
cal opponents ;  as  oracles  they  please  themselves." 
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Clem  and  Sergent  now  took  leave  of  their  unex- 
pected friend.  Clem  was  eager  to  learn,  whether 
the  vouchers  and  books  of  the  Cooley  Estate  had  been 
stolen.  But  lunch  was  a  ceremony,  which  he  never 
deferred,  a  habit  to  which  he  owed  much  abuse  and 
good  health.  Finding  his  pocket-book  empty,  he 
took  Sergent  to  a  restaurant  in  a  basement  opposite 
the  Post  Office,  known  as  Kide  &  Tie, which  offers  you 
the  finest  coffee  and  ham  and  beans  for  fifteen  cents. 
Here  Clem  pulled  out  the  package  of  papers,  which 
he  had  found  hidden  in  the  chimney,  read  them  over, 
one  after  another,  ^nd  passed  them  to  Sergent. 

"  What  do  you  make  of  them  ?" 

"  If  they  belong  to  Ketcham,  they  may  be  of  ser- 
vice to  you.  They  evidently  refer  to  some  shady 
transactions :  '  five  thousand  dollars,  no  evidence ; 
ten  thousand  dollars,,  everything  furnished.'  Some 
one  can  tell  us  what  they  mean ;  do  not  lose  them." 

"  Sergent,"  said  Clem  presently,  "  I  am.  thinking 
of  something,  -which  I  am  eager  to  know  and  can 
easily  learn,  but  hate  to  put  to  the  touch.  Many 
a  man  in  love  with  a  girl  never  asks  her  hand,  be; 
cause  he  hates  to  run  the  risk  of  a  refusal,  and  so 
both  wither  on  separate  stalks." 

"  Why  do  you  fret  ?  You  are  never  hurt  by  what 
you  foar;  fatal  arrows  are  always  shot  from  the 
dark." 

Clem  made  no  answer :  he  was  thinking  of  the 
labor  before  him,  if  his  clerk's  foresight  had  been 
equal  to  his  malignity.  Experience  had  taught  him, 
how  difficult  it  is  to  obtain  vouchers,  after  creditors 
have  received  their  checks.  A  thousand  vouchers 
would  have  to  be  procured  again,  if  his  originals  h^d 
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been  stolen.  And  his  books!  If  he  had  been 
robbed  of  them  also !  He  shuddered  at  the  thought. 
He  kept  repeating:  ^Uoden  has  not  dared  to  break 
open  my  safes.'*     A  weak  belief  loves  iteration. 

It  was  growing  dusk,  as  the  two  left  the  lunch 
room  and  walked  towards  Clem's  office,  which  stood 
at  the  southern  end  of  the  city.  They  passed  the 
huge  newspaper  buildings,  which  look  out  On  thfe 
Park  of  Tongues,  in  which,  as  in  the  world's  ceref- 
brum,  are  registered  all  the  events  of  earth  and 
heaven.  They  walked  down  Amsterdam  Avenue 
and  threaded  Fortune's  Alley,  where  gamblers  and 
rag  traders  were  once  wont  to  congregate.  Thence 
passing  into  Broadway  they  stepped  southward  till 
they  reached  Canon  Street,  as  the  lower  section  of 
the  city's  main  thoroughfare  is  called.  Here,  like 
tribes  of  cliff  and  cave  dwellers,  toil,  if  toil  it  can  be 
called,  the  wise  rich  men,  who  live  upon  the  interest 
of  their  debts,  and  whose  mortgages,  like  a  jewelled 
pall,  cover  all  the  land  from  Montauk  Point  to  the 
Philippine  Islands. 

Soon  they  reached  the  building  in  which  Clem  had 
his  office.  This  fronted  upon  a  green,  whose  fence 
was  formiBd  of  iron  rods,  each  of  which  had  once 
proudly  worn  the  head  of  George  the  Third,  till  it 
was  deprived  of  its  royal  extremity  by  the  fury  of 
the  early  patriots.  ThlB  building,  twenty  stories 
high,  built  of  white  marble,  stretched  its  bulk  from 
street  to  street  and  from  earth  to  sky,  and  was  a  small 
city  in  itself.  Clem  entered  the  broad  hall  and  rode 
to  the  top  story.  He  felt  in  his  pocket  for  his  key, 
but  remembered,  that  it  had  been  lost  in  the  shuffle 

of  a  few  days  previous.    Sergent  offered  to  go  tb  tho 
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main  office  and  borrow  a  master  key,  and  Clem,  leit 
alone,  turned  and  looked  out  of  the  window. 

A  feeling  of  languor  and  hesitation  came  over  him. 
His  limbs  lost  their  tension;  his  senses  grew  kean 
and  delicate;  he  felt  as  thou^  soft  arms  were  en- 
circling his  neck  with  other  touch,  than  the  cruel 
fingers  that  had  tried  to  strangle  him.  He  exerted 
his  will  to  free  it  from  the  fascination,  that  swayed 
it,  and  that  bathed  his  imagination  in  half -forbidden 
delights. 

If  any  scene  of  enchantment  could  have  had  power 
to  banish  other  thoughts,  the  picture  that  spread  be- 
fore him  was  one.  The  sun  had  set,  but  the  city  had 
not  forgotten  its  work.  As  far  as  eye  could  reach, 
myriads  of  lamps  lit  up  the  streets ;  and  each  of  the 
Atlantean  structures  around  him  displayed  rows  of 
lights  with  ordered,  but  picturesque,  beauty.  To  the 
northwest  rose  the  Highlands  of  the  Belgium  of  the 
American  Revolution.  The  precipitous  rocks,  that 
fringed  the  river,  though  but  two  hundred  feet  high, 
contrasted  with  the  plane  at  their  western  base, 
which  extended  to  the  horizon.  Towards  the  south 
spread  the  mouth  of  the  Hudson,  a  mile  or  more 
wide,  and  the  Bay,  stretching  five  miles  to  the  Nar- 
rows. The  waters  were  alive  with  boats,  coasting 
and  ocean  going,  while  here  and  there  swung  a 
schooner  or  ship,  whose  various  colored  lights  at 
rest  and  in  motion  rivaled  the  stars,  that  shone  with 
the  large  luster  of  autumn. 

How,  thought  Clem,  can  man,  who  has  peopled 
infinite  space  with  immortal  gods,  who  has  clothed 
them  with  a  glory  and  a  majesty  beyond  this  mani- 
fest beauty,  who  is  himself  the  inheritor  of  the  treas- 
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iires  of  time,  who  dwells  in  a  fairy  land,  every 
nook  and  corner  of  which  shine  with  wealth  to  de- 
light the  mind,  how  can  such  a  being  waste  his  life 
in  the  effort  to  destroy  his  fellows  ?  A  strange  pity 
for  his  prosecutors  crept* over  him,  as  he  turned  and 
walked  to  the  door  of  his  office. 

Then  other  thoughts  possessed  him.  Had  Eoden 
robbed  him  of  his  checks  and  books?  If  so,  what 
would  be  his  fate  ?  He  stood  before  the  door  wait- 
ing eagerly  for  Sergent.  His  eyes  grew  misty ;  his 
heart  cold ;  he  felt  as  though  he  were  hanging,  half 
strangled,  from  the  base  of  a  huge  interrogation 
point. 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

Suddenly  Clem  pricked  up  his  ears;  some  one 
was  in  his  office;  could  it  be  Eoden?  Had  that 
natural  son  of  Judas  delayed  his  theft?  The  joy 
of  present  hope  possessed  Clem;  already  he  felt  his 
hands  upon  the  thief's  throat;  would  that  Eoden 
had  ten  throats,  that  he  might  slowly  choke  them 
one  by  one,  while  the  rest  pleaded  for  mercy.  He 
approached  the  door  on  tiptoe;  it  was  ajar;  he 
pushed  it  open  softly,  he  was  conscious  of  a  figure 
standing  near  his  safe;  he  had  caught  the  thief 
in  the  act.  The  next  moment  Clem  had  sprung 
forward,  his  hands  were  around  the  villain's  neck; 
he  heard  a  muffled  cry,  then  an  inner  door  opened 
and  a  dim  light  filled  the  room. 

"  Help !  help !  you  are  killing  her  1"  cried  women's 
voices,  as  the  electric  light  was  turned  on. 

"  Grace  1"  cried  Clem,  giving  to  his  words  a  more 
tender  expression,  than  we  employ  in  the  homicide 
of  a  mere  acquaintance,  "  my  poor  girl,  have  I  hurt 
you  ?     Forgive  me !" 

"  Your  reception  is  cordial,^'  said  Grace,  pushing 
him  from  her.  Clem  turned  helplessly  to  his  mother 
and  Ivy,  who  were  standing  behind  them. 

"  What  have  you  done  ?"  said  his  mother,  and 
stretched  out  her  arms  as  though  to  embrace  them 
both.  It  was  long,  since  she  had  seen  Clem,  and 
what  days  of  suffering  lay  between  then  and  now. 

Clem  had  never  before  seen  Ivy  and  Grace  to- 
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gether.     He  had  never  been  called  upon  to  test  the 
truth  of  the  lines : 

**  How  happy  .QOiUd  I  be  with  either, 
Were  t'other  dear  charmer  away !  " 

A  novice  in  matters  of  the  heart,  Clem  had  found 
himself  placed  between  two  women,  who,  though 
from  nature  and  circumstance  divergent,  were 
equally  attractive.  Take  but  one  of  many  .differ- 
ences between  them,  that  of  maid  and.de  facto  widow, 
what  a  world  of  equal  warfare  the  two  words 
suggest!  Emotional  men  think,  that  a  widow's 
power  springs  from  the  pity  she  excites ;  cynics  place 
it  to  the  credit  of  the  background  of  a  black  dress, 
that  sets  off  a  fair  face.  But  neither  of  these  causes 
makes  men's  hearts  like  wax  in  her  hands.  The 
widow's  power  springs  from  knowledge ;  the  virgin's 
from  the  ideal,  which  she  illustrates ;  an  ideal  which 
is  revered  by  all  and  worshiped  by  half  the  Chris- 
tian world. 

In  spite  of  our  analysis,  we  believe  in  the  ideal 
to-day  as  firmly  as  in  the  days  of  the  Crusades.  The 
dream  is  so  much  more  attractive  than  the  reality, 
that  heaven  has  a  firmer  seat  than  the  earth  in  the 
human  mind.  ilTor  does  impatient  love  wait  for 
death  to  enjoy  it.  Does  not  every  gentle  youth  create 
for  himself  a  celestial  kingdom  for  his  spirit's  pres- 
ent abode; and  the  queen, the  shining  presence, whose 
word  and  glance  rule  it,  is  she  not  a  sister  of  the 
Mystic  Kose  ?  And  the  elect  maiden,  is  not  her  fairy 
land  as  fair  and  the  hero,  whose  love  illumines  it, 
as  immaculate  ?  How  often  these  divinely  wedded 
souls  meet  too  late  in  this  world!  Yet  every  such 
separation  is  a  tragedy. 
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But  though  the  dream  is  worshipful,  the  reality 
is  potent.  Ignorance  and  knowledge  are  both  powers 
of  the  highest  order.  Other  things  being  equal,  he 
is  a  wise  prophet,  who  can  tell,  whether  maid  or 
widow  be  the  superior  mistress  of  the  heart. 

There  is  a  woman,  happily  rare,  who  is  more 
dangerous  to  liberty  than  either.  Such  a  character 
in  literature  has  always  enthralled  the  imagination. 
A  maiden,  with  the  intuitive  knowledge  of  a  widow, 
comes  into  the  struggle  of  the  sexes  doubly  armed. 
The  darling  of  earth  and  heaven,  drawing  her  power 
from  the  seen  and  the  unseen,  who  shall  escape  her 
darts?  Short  is  his  shrift,  whom  such  an  archer 
selects  for  her  mark;  and  a  long  good-bye  to  that 
double  paradise,  where  man  lives  alone. 

Ivy,  when  Clem  turned  towards  her,  half  averted 
her  face.  It  was  clear,  that  she  had  appreciated  the 
tender  tone,  in  which  he  had  addressed  Grace,  and 
her  surprise  was  not  unnatural.  By  an  inadvertence, 
which  few  men  will  excuse,  but  many  understamd, 
Clem  had  omitted  to  mention  Grace's  name  to  Ivy ; 
still  less  to  speak  of  the  entente  cordiale  existing 
between  them.  This  silence  brought  Clem  face 
to  face  with  many  strange  analogies.  Love  and 
vice,  though  as  far  apart  as  the  poles,  have  this 
mark  in  common,  that  they  are  both  subject  to  the 
mystical  predominance  of  odd  numbers.  The 
theory  that  one  vice  neutralizes  another  is  indeed 
one,  to  which  men  too  readily  yield  credence.  Few 
philosophers  hold,  that  an  even  number  of  vices  is 
the  equivalent  of  absolute  virtue.  At  the  most  they 
urge,  that  it  is  a  practical  approximation  toward 
perfection  and  the  road,  which  is  by  far  the  most 
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traveled.  What  is  true  of  vices,  that  they  tend 
to  offset  each  other,  is  even  more  true  of  sweethearts. 
The  man,  who  has  an  even  nmnber  of  sweethearts, 
does  not  differ  so  much,  as  he  fancies,  from  the  man 
who  has  none. 

As  Clem  looked  about  him,  more  surprised  than 
pleased,  Ivy  uttered  a  sigh.  The  sigh  transformed 
iteelf  into  a  glance,  and  the  glance  into  a  key  of 
power  to  unlock  the  theater  of  human  comedy  and 
tragedy,  to  reveal  the  hidden  desire  of  the  laborer, 
the  monarch  and  the  poet,  the  unwritten  cause  of 
war  and  peace,  the  joy  of  the  household,  the  desola- 
tion of  the  madhouse,  the  breathing  death  of  the 
priest,  the  ecstasy  of  lofty  souls,  and  the  mysteries 
of  the  unseen  world.  All  this  and  more  a  diviner, 
who  reads  the  secrets  of  changing  forces,  could  have 
seen  in  the  glance,  that  passed  from  Ivy  to  Clem 
and  from  him  to  Grace  and  his  mother.  The  lives 
of  four  persons  were  never  wholly  the  same,  after 
that  flash  of  electric  light  had  rested  on  them.  Mrs. 
Clough's  eyes  looked  into  her  son's  for  a  moment, 
with  the  question  plainly  written  upon  them,  how 
long  has  this  been  going  on  ? 

And  now  perhaps  through  the  association  of  ideas, 
Clem  suddenly  recalled  one  Saturday  afternoon, 
when  he  was  opening  his  safe  to  pay  his  clerks 
their  salaries.  Koden  stood  a  little  behind  him, 
wearing  a  pair  of  glasses.  As  Clem  turned,  he  had 
noticed  Eoden's  earnest  glance  and  now  remem- 
bered his  sly  expression  of  triumph.  It  was  then, 
that  Koden  learned  the  combination  of  my  safes; 
fool  that  I  was !  he  thought,  as  looking  forward  he 
saw  nothing  before  him  but  toil,  that  xoaAt^  ^Ssa  VasSs. 
oi  Sisyphvia  cheerful 
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"  Mr.  Clough,"  said  Ivy,  "  I  wish  to  see  you  alone 
on  a  matter  of  business."  Clem  followed  her  into 
his  inner  room  in  a  frame  of  mind,  which  could 
hardly  be  called  heroic.  He  could  guess,  what  would 
be  the  subject  of  her  conversation.  Premonished 
by  the  pricking  of  his  conscience,  he  began  to  ap- 
preciate the  charm,  which  simple  silence  gives  a 
woman.  "  Mr.  Clough,"  said  Ivy,  "  Count  Gan- 
dolpho  and  his  friend  wish  your  aid.  Furious  at 
the  thought  of  having  been  betrayed  by  Ketcham, 
the  Count  has  intrigued  to  obtain  his  revenge." 

Clem's  first  feeling  of  relief  was  now  changed  into 
jealousy.  "  How  can  I  be  of  service  to  him  ?"  he 
asked. 

"  Your  evidence  will  aid  them.  I  did  not  know 
you  were  so  great  an  admirer  of  Grace  Mitchell," 
she  added  icily."  The  friend,  who  is  in  hiding  with 
the  Count,  is  her  brother." 

"  Her  brother !  Is  it  possible  I  I  never  knew  she 
had  a  brother." 

"  There  are  many  things,  with  which  we  are  often 
surprised  to  find  ourselves  unfamiliar,"  said  Ivy. 
"  Ignorance  is  a  great  bond  of  friendship  and  love. 
But  we  have  no  time  to  lose.  I  told  the  Count  you 
had  heard  Mr.  Ketcham  say  things,  that  would  hurt 
him  to  have  known.  If  he  has  received  money  for 
protecting  men  and  has  been  paid  by  criminals 
for  railroading  his  clients  as  substitutes  and  has  not 
turned  the  money  over  to  the  company,  he  has  gone 
beyond  the  liberal  moral  bounds  set  by  his  class." 

"  'Tis  a  dangerous  business  for  men  in  hiding 
to  attempt,     ^fou  say  Miss  Mitchell's  brother  is  in 
titmhle.'    'Tii  strangp  she  never  told  mo**' 
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"  She  probably  thought  you  had  guessed  it.  I 
thought  you  were  simple;  she,  doubtless,  thought 
you  were  deep;  we  were  both  of  us  right  after  a 
fashion.  But  we  must  hurry.  We  called  at  yo\ir 
house  and,  not  finding  you,  came  here  with  your 
mother.  We  must  meet  the  Count  and  his  friend 
at  half-past  seven  this  evening.  Do  not  say  a  word 
to  your  mother;  her  nerves  are. already  shaken." 

"But,  this  Count  of  yours.  Ivy;  pardon  me, 
would  he  not  be  better  hanged  ?"  Ivy's  face  grew 
a  shade  softer.  "  Do  you  not  think.  Ivy,  that  he  is 
a  trifle  insane  ?  He  talks  and  acts  with  such  an 
entire  disregard  of  falsehood  and  propriety.  If  he 
brings  to  this  city  the  rapid  methods  of  the  frontier, 
his  career  will  he  short" 

"  'Tis  no  wonder  you  think  him  insane,  but  I 
must  help  him.  It  was  on  my  account  he  got  into 
trouble,  however  foolishly.  Ah,  Clem,"  she  said, 
coming  closer  to  him  and  looking  him  in  the  face, 
"  how  could  you  deceive  me  ?"  She  reached  out 
her  hands  to  him,  her  eyes  filled  with  tears.  "  I 
trusted  you  so  whpUy.  Had  you  told  me,  I  should 
have  forgiven  you.  Suppose  I  had  concealed  any- 
thing from  you,  even  if  it  were  a  thing  of  the  past, 
that  I  had  myself  forgotten,  would  you  ever  forgive 
me  ?" 

"  I  would,"  said  Clem  heedlessly  and  added,  "  I 
will  take  Sergent  with  me;  he  is  worth  a  dozen 
men." 

"  We  have  not  a  moment  to  lose.  Grace  Mitchell 
and  I  are  going  with  you.  You  cannot  change  our 
purpose,  so  waste  no  words  about  it,  but  hasten;  we 
are  aarmed."     They  returned  into  the  outer  room. 
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Clem  cast  an  inquiring  glance  at  his  safes ;  was  he 
never  to  know  their  secret  ?  Then  he  drew  Sergent 
aside,  and  told  him  the  errand,  on  which  he  wished 
his  aid.  Agreeing  to  meet  as  soon  as  possible  at 
Ivy's  house,  they  all  started  for  the  station.  Clem 
took  his  mother  home  and,  hastening  to  the  ren- 
dezvous, found  the  other  three  members  of  his  com- 
mand awaiting  him. 

"  Clem,"  said  Grace,  as  they  were  on  their  way, 
**  how  shall  I  ever  thank  you  or  forgive  myself  ?" 

"  I  thought  I  was  carrying  a  letter  to  your  lover, 
that  made  it  hard,"  said  Clem,  with  thoughtless  un- 
kindness. 

"  Don't  say  such  things,  Clem,"  said  Grace,  with 
a  broken  note  in  her  voice ;  "  they  make  me  respect 
you  less.  You  will  never  know  how  grateful  I  am ; 
I  was  in  so  sore  straits.  My  brother's  life  de- 
pends upon  two  witnesses,  who  alone  can  clear  him ; 
one  of  them  is  this  Count,  whose  actions  no  reason 
controls ;  the  other  is  Mr.  Holland,  who,  though  he 
does  not  openly  say  so,  exacts  my  hand  as  the  price 
of  his  evidence.  The  fortune  of  my  uncle,  whose 
adopted  child  I  am,  is  already  in  his  power;  but 
for  that  I  care  nothing ;  I  could  support  my  family 
by  my  voice."  With  what  naivete  she  spoke! 
"  But  my  brother !  I  cannot  rest,  thinking  of  his 
danger.  I  dare  not  quarrel  with  Mr.  Holland,  for 
fear  he  would  betray  my  brother  to  the  authorities 
and  revenge  himself  upon  me  by  refusing  to  testify." 

"  The  dog  ought  to  be  killed !" 

"  ITay !  my  brother's  life  hangs  upon  his ;  I  have 
tried  to  find  other  witnesses,  but  I  cannot." 

What  a  net  circumstance  is  ever  weaving  about 
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the  feet  of  the  generous,  thought  Clem.  'Tis  only 
those,  to  whom  their  own  or  others'  death  is  a  little 
thing,  who  can  long  pursue  an  ideal.  If  once  pity 
moves  us,  we  find  ourselves  bearing  the  burden  of 
others'  errors,  and  then  farewell  to  ambition. 
"  Grace,"  he  said  presently,  "  what  is  the  need  of 
your  going  with  us?  it  is  not  a  healthy  place  for 
man  or  woman;  go  back,  I  entreat  you." 

"  Do  you  think  I  will  again  let  you  run  such  a 
risk  alone  ?     I  should  never  forgive  myself." 

They  had  now  reached  the  house  of  the  latest 
illustration  of  America's  commercial  genius.  Other 
trusts  by  stifling  competition  have  cut  the  ground 
from  imder  the  science,  of  which  Adam  Smith 
claimed  to  be  the  father,  and,  by  a  strange  antithesis, 
turned  us,  who  first  taught  the  world  democracy, 
into  subjects  of  a  potent  oligarchy.  The  Dark  Trust 
aimed  to  monopolize  the  profits  of  the  city's  vices ; 
but  Ketcham  and  some  of  its  bolder  members  were 
evidently  trying  to  embrace  the  criminal  classes 
among  its  clients  and  govern  men  by  threatening 
their  lives  as  well  as  their  f ortimes. 

"Do  you  think,  Sergent,"  asked  Clem,  as  they 
entered  the  vestibule,  "  that  there  is  any  danger  ?" 

"  The  ladies'  firing  may  make  it  a  little  serious 
for  us,  but  let  us  hope,  that  they  have  forgotten  to 
load  their  pistols." 

"  What  chance  has  the  Count  of  punishing 
Ketcham?"  asked  Clem. 

"  How  can  you  punish  men,  who  control  ten 
thousand  voters  ?  They  are  more  powerful  than  an 
army;  they  lurk  in  ambush  everywhere.  Didn't 
Ketcham  offer  a  hundred  thousand  dollars  for  his 
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re-election  to  the  High  Court  ?     He  dainifl  the  ex- 
clusive right  qf  committing  and  concealing  crimes." 

"  Still  you  cannot  tell,"  said  Clem ;  "  success  is 
but  another  name  for  boldness  and  good  fortune." 

"  Your  package  of  papers  may  help  us.  If  the 
letters  belong  to  Setcham,  they  may  ccMjvict  him  of 
cheating  his  pals.  Men  with  one  T^ue  .are  extrem- 
ists, and  criminals  ^re  Djraoonic  in  punishing 
treachery." 

"  How  shall  we  get  in  ?"  asked  Grace,  whose 
cheeks  were  pale. 

"  There  is  no  diflSculty  in  getting  in,"  said  Clem, 
"  nor  in  getting  out  either,"  he  added  quickly,  seeing 
her  lips  quiver. 

"  You  need  not  fear  for  her,"  said  Sergent ; 
"  Miss  MitchelFs  courage  is  not  drawn  from  the  ex- 
citement of  success,  or  the  cowardice  of  enemies,  it 
is  innate."  And  indeed  the  girl's  brightening 
glances  soon  showed,  that  the  year  she  had  passed 
on  the  frontier,  had  not  been  fruitless. 

"  Count  Gandolpho  used  to  be  devoted  to  you," 
she  remarked  to  Ivy ;  "  I  suppose  you* have  seen  little 
of -him  of  ^ate?" 

"  Yes,  but  I  must  h^p  him,  if  I  c^n,"  said  Ivy, 
"  though  my  anxiety  is  not  so  great  as  yours ;  it  is 
easy  to  replace  a  dozen  lovers,  but  you  can  never 
have  another  brother."  Clem,  though  he  thought 
Ivy's  opinion  heretical,  dared  not  contradict  it.  In 
a  few  minutes  a  window  behind  an  iron  grating  was 
ope^ed,  and  after  inspection  the  party  were  ad- 
mitted  into  the  house,  where  they  were  met  by 
the  Count  and  a  man,  whom  Grace  introduced  to 
Clem  as  her  ibrother.    He  had  a  sensitive  face  with 
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a  touch  of  the  western  daredevil  about  it,  that 
marred  its  beauty. 

*^  Be  careful,"  said  the  Count,  "  you  will  be  ex- 
amined, as  to  what  you  know  about  Ketcham.  I 
have  got  some  of  the  Company's  trustees  to  combine 
against  him.  Some  of  these  men,  unscrupulous  as 
they  are,  have  their  good  qualities.  You  remember 
what  you  told  Mrs.  Langmuir  and  myself  about  the 
Judge.  Frankfurter,  the  financial  head  of  the 
Trust,  will  question  you ;  he  is  a  Hisbrew." 

"  He  must  be  a  reformed  Jew,"  said  Clem,  "  op 
his  name  would  have  killed  him  long  since." 

"  Jews  and  lawyers  die  hard,"  said  Sergent. 
"  What  course  shall  you  take  ?" 

"  It  is  foolish  to  prepare  for  an  emergency,"  said 
Clem ;  "  for,  the  occasion  is  never  what  we  expect, 
and,  if  we  prepare  ourselves,  we  become  biassed  and 
cannot  act  aptly."  They  were  ushered  upstairs  by 
the  Count,  into  a  simply  furnished  room,  at  the 
northwest  comer  of  the  house. 

"  They  have  a  hundred  ruffians  in  their  pay,  I 
am  told,"  whispered  Sergent,  "but  they  use  the 
agents  of  the  law  as  far  as  they  can ;  they  piece  out 
the  fox's  skin  with  the  lion's." 

"  The  silence  is  impressive,"  said  Clem. 

"  There  is  nothing  so  frightens  one  in  battle  as  to 
run  up  against  soldiers  who  fire  first  and  shout 
afterwards." 

If  Clem  had  expected  to  witness  a  ceremonial 
worthy  of  the  potentate,  into  whose  presence  he  had 
been  summoned,  he  was  disappointed.  After  a  few 
minutes  a  doOr  opened,  and  a  thin,  bright-eyed  man, 
whom  Clem  recognized  as  a  lawyenc  ol  ^  ^\^^^ 
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reputation,  entered  the  room,  with  a  cap  in  his 
hand,  and,  sitting  behind  the  table,  asked  Clem  and 
Sergent  to  draw  near. 

''  My  young  friend,''  said  Frankfurter,  piercing 
Clem  with  his  eyes,  "  I  wish  to  speak  to  you  about 
charges,  doubtless  unfounded,  that  have  been 
brought  against  a  member  of  our  society.  Slander 
always  clings  about  the  skirts  of  benevolence,  and  it 
is  our  aim  to  be  above  suspicion." 

"  I  am  glad  to  speak  before  a  Hebrew,"  said 
Clem,  "  for  I  never  knew  one  of  that  race  who  did 
not  believe  in  liberty." 

"  So,"  said  Frankfurter,  smiling. 

"  Our  friend,  we  need  not  mention  his  name,  was 
hired  by  a  millionaire  to  kidnap  me.  When  he 
thought  he  was  alone,  I  heard  him  say  that  he  in- 
tended to  murder  me  in  order  to  blackmail  his  em- 
ployer by  threatening  to  father  the  crime  on  him." 

"  So,"  said  Frankfurter,  "  murder  you !" 

"  Your  society,"  continued  Clem,  "  is  governed 
by  the  laws  of  honor ;  you  keep  no  books ;  you  can- 
not enforce  your  claims  by  the  aid  of  the  courts. 
You,  of  all  men,  believe  in  good  faith  among  friends, 
the  first  principle  on  which  civilization  is  built." 

"  So,"  said  Frankfurter,  pleased  to  find  himself, 
rogue  as  he  was,  an  important  link  in  the  moral 
chain. 

"  The  guest  of  an  African  cannibal  sleeps  in 
safety  in  his  host's  tent,  with  a  bag  of  gold  under 
his  head.  In  all  classes  of  society  he,  who  breaks 
faith  with  his  comrades,  is  a  moral  leper." 

"  So,"  said  Frankfurter.  "  Have  you  any  other 
evidence  P 
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"  As  part  of  the  res  gestae,  I  have  three  or  four 
corpses." 

"  So,"  said  Frankfurter,  "  'tis  proof  unsavory 
but  effective." 

"  There  is  a  Chinaman,  who  will  vouch  for  ma" 

"  He  has  already  done  so." 

"  Stay !"  said  Clem,  taking  the  bundle  of  papers 
from  his  pocket ;  "  here  are  some  papers  which  you 
may  understand."  He  passed,  the  package  to  the 
Hebrew,  whose  eyes  ran  rapidly  over  the  pages  one 
by  one,  with  growing  interest. 

"  By  heaven !"  he  exclaimed,  "  fifty  thousaiud  dol- 
lars and  not  a  dollar  into  the  company's  treasury! 
Substitutes  for  criminals!  an  impitoper  practice; 
wholly  ultra  vires!  not  a  dollar  given  to  the  com- 
pany !  the  traitor !  paid  for  betraying  our  guests ;  a 
questionable  business !  scooping  in  all  the  swag,  in- 
famous !  I  will  keep  these  papers ;"  he  placed  them 
in  his  pocket. 

"  You  will  kindly  return  them." 

"  I  will  keep  them." 

"  Friend,"  said  Cletn,  softly,  for  he  wished  to  con- 
ciliate him  and  also  to  make  a  favorable  impression 
on  the  ladies,  "  friend,  you  belong  to  the  one  great 
race,  that,  in  spite  of  the  waves  and  winds  of  fortune, 
in  defiance  of  man  and  nature,  has  brotight  down 
to  us  undiminished  the  wealth  of  the  classic  times 
of  its  history.  You  need  not  be  reminded  how  oftfen 
God  has  chosen  one  weak  hand  to  break  in  jJieces 
the  armies  of  nations.  We  seek  no  quarrel  with 
you,  we  have  quarrels  enough  already;  rather  we 
solicit  your  aid,  for  which  we  will  reward  you. 
But  if  you  are  guilty  of  bad  faith  towards  us,  with 
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this  hand  I  will  write  upon  the  wall  above  you  the 
mene,  mene,  that  prophesied  the  doom  of  Babylon. 
Already  you  know  me  as  Heaven's  instrument; 
how  else  could  I  have  forced  Ketcham's  chosen 
cut-throats  to  conjugate  their  names  in  the  passive 
voice,  in  this  very  house,  and  have  escaped,  leaving 
behind  me  silent  but  eloquent  witnesses  of  divine 
justice.  As  God  liveth,  if  you  betray  us,  I  will 
tumble  down  your  house  of  rapine  and  plough  with 
salt  its  rums  and  your  grave," 

Frankfurter,  excited  by  Clem's  rhetoric^  picked  up 
his  black  cap,  which  he  had  tossed  on  a  chair  and, 
clapping  it  on  his  head,  presented  the  ominous  ap- 
pearance of  a  Rabbi,  condemning  a  bridegroom  to 
the  bondage  of  matrimony.  "  You  make  a  mistake," 
he  said,  handing  Clem  back  the  package.  "  I  am 
your  friend." 

"  You  are  taking  the  right  course  to  prove  it ;  I 
expect  good  faith  from  my  friends.  I  shall  always 
be  on  hand,  when  you  need  me." 

"  Here  are  two  receipts,  which  I  found  in  Hol- 
land's pocket,"  said  the  Count.  "  They  are  in  the 
handwriting  of  Ketcham  and  signed  by  him.  Each 
of  them  is  for  ten  thousand  dollars ;  one  is  dated  at 
the  time  Holland  paid  for  my  protection,  and  the 
amount  is  the  same  that  he  told  me  he  had  paid ;  the 
other  is  dated  a  few  days  since." 

"  Not  a  cent  paid  to  the  company,"  said  Frank- 
furter.    "Incredible!  abominable!" 

"  An  old  servant  of  this  young  lady  will  swear, 
that  he  overheard  Ketcham  tell  a  friend,  that  he  had 
made  oaie  big  stake  out  of  HoUamd,  and  that  he 
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would  soon  have  a  tulchan,  by  which  he  could  milk 
him,  when  he  wished." 

"  The  case  looks  dark,"  said  the  Hebrew,  "  our 
friend  is  out  of  town;  when  he  returns,  we  shall 
ask  him  to  explain  these  charges." 

Just  then  a  door  behind  Frankfurter  opened 
noiselessly  and  disclosed  a  face,  whose  malignant 
glances  swiftly  explored  the  room. 

"  Ketcham !"  whispered  Clem ;  Frankfurter 
started;  then  with  a  look  in  which  were  mingled 
the  timidity  and  tenacious  courage  of  his  race,  he 
turned  towards  the  door,  but  Ketcham  had  disap- 
peared. 

"  Frankfurter,"  said  Clem,  "  here  is  the  package, 
which  you  returned  to  me ;  make  what  use  of  it  you 
wish ;  as  a  gift  you  are  welcome  to  it." 

"  Thank  you,"  said  the  Hebrew.  "  I  will  send 
you  word,  when  we  need  you." 

The  visitors  hastened  into  an  atmosphere,  where 
they  could  breathe  more  freely.  "  What  do  you 
think  of  the  situation?"  asked  Clem  of  Sergent, 
whose  looks  were  damp  enough.  "  These  men  are 
more  simple  in  their  methods  than  our  judges." 

"Your  hostile  lawyers,"  said  Sergent  slowly, 
"  have  to  go  through  certain  forms,  before  they  kill 
you.  But  Ketcham  flies  at  his  quarry  like  Shylock 
at  a  shekel.  The  District  Attorney  has  granted  us 
the  liberties  of  the  jail.  Ketcham  may  or  may  not 
grant  us  the  liberties  of  the  grave." 


CHAPTER  XVIIL 

Clem's  homeward  route  lay  through  the  narrow 
Black  and  Tan  section,  where  shaded  cut-purses  com- 
plet(B  the  work,  which  drink-charmers  prepare. 
Thence  through  the  region  dedicated  to  women,  wino 
and  opium,  which  stretches  a  mile  or  more  south  of 
Fiftieth  Street,  a  comer  of  the  city  full  of  drowsi- 
head,  yet  at  all  hours  enlivened  by  high  kickers, 
ball-bibbers,  lighters,  rollers,  steppers,  timers,  fliers, 
and  binders. 

After  Clem  had  escorted  Grace  and  Ivy  to  their 
houses,  he  hastened  homeward  with  a  growing  yearn- 
ing to  see  his  mother  and  brother.  They  lived  a 
hundred  feet  from  the  middle  western  entrance  to 
Central  Park,  in  one  of  the  tall  apartment  houses, 
which  the  pressure  of  water  on  both  sides  of  our 
nfii-row  island  forces  upward  higher  and  higher. 
The  building  stood  in  the  center  of  the  New  City, 
a  quarter  f  avoyed  by  native  Americans. 

It  was  about  a  hundred  feet  square  and  twelve 
stories  high,  and  Clem's  apartments  consisted  of  five 
bedrooms,  a  drawing  room,  dining  room,  library, 
kitchen  and  bathroom.  All  the  bedrooms  opened 
into  a  private  hall  and  were  furnished  with  burglar 
alarms,  hot  and  cold  water,  electric  and  gas  lights, 
and  messenger  bi^ttons,  whose  versatile  tongues 
gratified  more  wants,  than  a  philosopher  could 
frame.  The  piano,  painted  with  mermaids,  sirens 
and  musical  scenes,  and  each  of  the  other  pieces  of 
furniture  in  the  drawing  room  were  works  of  art 
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selected  by  Mrs.  Clough.  The  windows  faced  east 
and  west  and  caught  the  suinlight  all  day  long. 
Choice  flowers  blossomed  in  decorated  boxes,  and 
balls  of  moss,  overhung  with  graceful  ferns,  were 
suspended  from  the  ceiling ;  a  Japanese  garden  with 
miniature  trees  stood  in  a  corner,  with  a  cabinet 
filled  with  curios,  which  proved  a  constant  source 
of  temptation  to  Clem's  brother  Tig. 

In  the  library,  the  feature  of  which  was  an  open 
fireplace,  were  four  small  bookcases,  one  of  which 
held  the  English  poets,  who  are  the  arbiters  of  the 
language,  the  second  contained  fine  editions  of 
the  few  universal  books,  that  have  overleaped  all 
barriers  of  language,  the  third  was  filled  with  choice 
novels,  and  the  fourth  with  the^  latest  scientific 
works.  A  mahogany  table,  an  heirloom,  bore  many 
dents  of  old  wounds  dealt  it  by  a  wooden  axe,  which 
some  friend  had  given  Clem's  brother.  The  walla 
of  the  dining  room  were  hung  with  the  heads  of 
moose,  elk  and  caribou. 

Clem  on  reaching  home,  ran  into  the  drawing 
room,  where  he  found  his  mother  anxiously  waiting 
for  him.  "  You  must  tell  me  everything  to-morrow, 
Clem;  how  have  you  escaped  from  the  grave?" 

"  I  am  a  man  of  many  resurrections,  mother." 

"  "Not  another  word  to-night,  Clem ;  to-morrow  is 
a  holiday,  and  you  can  tell  me  all.  To-night  we 
will  pray  together  and  thank  God  for  your  escape." 
Clem,  now  that  the  excitement  of  the  struggle  was 
relaxed,  felt  a  lassitude  pervading  his  whole  being. 
He  giveth  his  beloved  sleep,  of  all  the  gifts  of 
heaven  the  most  generous,  he  thought.  A  picture, 
which  hung  over  his  bed,  of  his  mother  in  her  youth^ 
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dressed  in  white  and  standing  beside  a  large  St. 
Bernard  dog,  was  the  last  object  he  remembered. 

The  Sun  had  thrown  off  his  night  dress  and  cap, 
and  was  grooming  his  roadsters  for  their  journey, 
when  Clem  was  awakened  from  his  slumbers  by 
some  one  crawling  around  his  head.  "  Who  is  it, 
that  walks  upon  the  heads  of  men  ?"  he  asked. 

"  It  is  Tig,  and  I  want  you  to  tell  me  a  story." 

"  Were  you  good ;  did  you  go  out  yesterday  ?" 

"  I  dreamt  that  I  went  out." 

"  Were  you  in  any  fights  ?" 

"  Only  a  little  scrimmage." 

"  What  was  that  ?" 

"  Axmt  Sarah  said  I  was  saucy  and  tried  to  grab 
me,  but  I  did  as  you  told  me ;  I  beat  a  masterly  re- 
treat; I  ran  through  the  parlor,  dining  room  and 
kitchen,  but  Aunt  Ann  headed  me  off.  Then  I  fell 
back  skirmishing,  until  they  cornered  me ;  I  fought 
to  the  death ;  I  landed  on  Aunt  Ann's  solar  plexus ; 
it  was  a  hot  time ;  but  tell  me  a  story." 

"  Tig,  I  once  read  of  a  boy,  who  died  after  hear- 
ing a  story." 

"  Where  did  you  read  that  ?" 

"  In  the  papers." 

'^  Then  it  must  have  been  a  fake." 

"  If  I  tell  you  a  story,  will  you  do  what  mother 
asks  you?  I  do  what  you  ask  me,  but  you  don't 
always  do  what  mother  asks." 

'^  Yes,  I  do ;  whenever  she  asks  me  to  do,  what  I 
want  to  do,  I  do  it  like  that — ^like  a  flash.  But 
stop  talking  about  mother  and  tell  me  a  story." 

"  Who  is  that  scratching  at  the  door  ?" 

"  It  is  Bob ;  I'll  let  him  in ;  Bob  is  a  good  dog ; 
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he  doesn't  bite  the  minister's  pants  like  our  other 
dog ;  what  became  of  him  ?    His  name  was  Aeneas  ?" 

*'  Pious  Aeneas  passed ;  a  bite  from  a  parson's 
pantaloons  is  a  deadly  taking." 

"What  do  you  mean  by  passed?  Well,  never 
mind  about  passed,  but  tell  me  the  story." 

"  Do  you  want  a  new  story  or  an  old  story  ?" 

"  A  new  story." 

"  Do  you  suppose  I  can  tell  you  a  new  story  every 
day  ?" 

*^  Yes,  two  new  stories,  one  in  the  morning  and 
one  at  night." 

"  Do  you  want  a  story  about  love  ?" 

"  Partly  love  and  partly  war." 

"  Do  you  want  a  witch  in  it  ?" 

"  Yes ;  is  it  true,  Clem,  that  there  are  no  such 
things  in  the  world  as  witches,  demons,  fairies,  and 
giants  ?" 

"  I  am  afraid  it  is.  Tig." 

"  Well,  thieves,  murderers  and  pirates  are  real, 
aren't  they?" 

"  Yes,  they're  real." 

"  Well,  tell  the  story ;  put  your  arm  over  my 
side." 

"  For  protection  ?" 

"  Partly  that  and  partly  because  I  like  it;  now 
tell^me  the  story." 

"  You  know.  Tig,  that  we  owe  a  great  deal  to  the 
man,  who  invented  women ;  'tis  true  they  give  us  a 
great  deal  of  trouble." 

"  I  know ;  they  scold." 

"  They  beat  boys ;  they  browbeat  men ;  they  prick 
them  on  to  battle,  they  make  the  red  blood  flow." 
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"  I  know ;  sometimes  aunts  try  to  boss  you  and 
slap  you." 

**  Still,  women  do  a  great  deal  of  good  in  the 
world,  Tig,  and  it  would  be  hard  to  get  along  with- 
out them." 

"  We  couldn't  get  along  very  well  without  aunts." 

"  Well,  I  will  tell'you  a  story  about  a  woman." 

"  Is  there  lots  of  fighting  in  it  ?" 

"  Never  mind  what's  in  it,  till  you  hear  what 
comes  out  of  it" 

One  day  a  storm  was  raging  in  the  Mountains 
of  the  Moon.  The  Convent  of  the  Crescent  was 
bustling  with  Hindoos  with  cockleshells  in  their 
shoon,  who  were  sending  out  their  Saint  Bernard 
dogs  to  find  lost  travelers.  Late  that  night  Uncas 
brought  back  a  young  child,  who  was  neatly  dressed 
in  a  necklace  of  diamonds.  The  dog  died,  but  the 
child  lived. 

"  Did  the  dog  die  ?" 

'^  It  was  a  good  old  dog ;  he  died  of  joy." 

"  I  thought  good  dogs  died  young  ?" 

"  No ;  good  dogs  die  old ;  good  boys  die  young." 

"  Then,  why  do  you  want  me  to  be  good  ?  Do 
you  want  me  to  die  ?  Well,  don't  talk  about  dying, 
but  go  on  with  the  story." 

They  called  the  foundling  Hungrida,  and  sent  her 
to  a  convent  in  a  valley,  which  you  could  just  see 
from  the  mountain  top  with  a  field  glass.  She  grew 
to  be  the  prettiest  girl  in  the  kingdom  of  Moonania ; 
her  narcissus  eyes,  her  dark  hair  flowing  over  a  neck 
of  snow,  and  her  hyacinthine  smile  added  charms 
to  a  figure  as  lidit  as  leaf  on  Ilnd,  or  as  the  hind 
leg  of  a  young  elephant. 
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"  Was  she  like  a  trick  elephant ;  did  she  ring  a 

bell  and  play  on  the  organ  ?     Did  she  stand  on  her 

nose  and  trumpet  ?" 

"  She  didn't  trumpet ;  her  voice  was  as  musical  as 

the  note  of  a  bulbul." 

"  Is  a  bulbul  the  same  as  a  bullfrog?" 

"No;   the  bulbul  is  a  kind  of  a  bird." 

"  Is  it  an  owl  ?" 

"  No,  no." 

"What  kind  of  a  bird  is  it?" 

"  It  is  a  kind  of  a  bird  with  wings." 

"  Well,  never  mind  about  bulbuls,  go  on  with  your 

story." 

One  day  White  Kose 

"  I  thought  her  name  was  Hungrida." 

"  It  was  Hungrida,  but  the  nuns  changed  it  to 

White  Eose." 

"  Why  don't  you  call  her  Molly  Rosy ;  that's  the 

name  of  my  doll ;  isn't  she  a  pretty  creature  ?" 
"  Do  you  send  Molly  Rosy  to  school  ?" 
"  No ;  it  would  not  be  proper ;  she  has  bare  legs. 

She  doesn't  look  like  a  rose ;  she  was  made  out  of  my 

old  bib ;  but  go  on  with  your  story." 

One  day  Rosy  was  sitting  in  the  convent  garden 

looking  at  herself  in  a  hand-glass.    The  nuns  don't 

allow  girls  in  a  convent  to  use  looking  glasses. 
"  How  did  she  get  the  glass  ?" 
"  An  old  witch,  named  Flibinita,  who  lived  in  a 

forest  near  by,  and  who  often  met  Rosy  darkling, 

and  filled  her  pockets  with  peanuts,  gave  it  to  her." 
"  That  Flibinita  was  not  half  a  bad  witch." 
"  She  knew  girls  to  a  curl,  and  not  to  make  Rosy 

vain,  the  glass  she  gave  her  made  her  look  homely." 
"  What  does  Flibinita  mean?' 
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"  She  was  so  called,  because  she  used  to  fly  by 
night." 

"  Did  she  keep  her  private  carriage  like  the  other 
witches  ?" 

"  Yes." 

"  Did  she  keep  her  carriage  in  a  pail  behind  the 
kitchen  door  ?" 

"  Yes,  but  don't  interrupt  the  story." 

"  I  won't,  I  only  wanted  to  know." 

Eosy  was  looking  at  herself  in  the  glass,  admiring 
the  rubies  and  fire  opals  ablaze  in  her  emerald 
colored  waist  and  the  gold  coins  worked  in  her 
pantaloons." 

"  Pantaloons  ?  was  she  a  nun  ?" 

"  No,  a  scholar ;  the  nuns  dress  their  pupils  in 
Moonania  differently  to  what  they  do  here." 

Eosy  sighed,  I  should  like  to  see  the  world,  where 
I  could  get  another  glass,  this  one  is  cross-eyed.  In 
her  irritation 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  irritation  ?" 

"  When  you  pound  me  and  stamp  and  yell  and 
call  me  a  disgusting  pig,  you  are  irritated." 

"  I'm  not  irritated,  I'm  mad,  but  go  on  with  the 
story." 

Eosy  gave  a  kick  with  her  right  foot  and  one  of 
her  golden  slippers  flew  off  and  struck  the  cheek 
of  a  gentleman,  who  was  leaning  over  the  wall ;  he 
bowed  sweetly. 

"  Gentle  maiden,"  he  said,  "  I  was  about  to  kiss 
your  slipper,  but  it  has  been  before  me  and  kissed 
me ;  have  I  not  the  honor  of  speaking  to  Miss  Molly 
Rosy?"  Eosy  blushed,  and  looked  around  to  see, 
how  she  would  fare,  if  she  fainted. 
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"  You  are  an  orphan,"  continued  the  stranger, 
"  but  no  longer  unknown ;  your  father  was  Lord 
Gush,  a  descendant  of  Sam,  who  married  your 
mother  Kittybun,  the  widow  of  the  King  of  Eum.'^ 

^'  Those  names  are  nice,"  said  Tig,  "  they  are 
extremely  nice ;  ^  Hum,'  that  is  good,  I  don't  think 
you  ever  drink  rum." 

The  stranger,  spreading  out  the  palms  of  his 
hands,  bowed  until  his  nose  nearly  touched  the 
ground,  and  said,  "  I  came  for  a  flower,  but  I  find 
a  gem." 

In  a  word  Eosy  having  changed  her  name  to 
Mamouna,  found  herself  as  rich  as  you  please  and 
mistress  of  a  big  house  in  Moonopolis,  and  who  do 
you  think  was  her  guardian  ?  No  other  than  Flibi- 
nita,  who  had  been  the  first  to  learn,  through  her 
necklace,  who  she  was.  Flibinita  was  very  strict; 
she  never  allowed  Eosy  to  walk  out  alone ;  she  even 
turned  her  carriage  into  a  staff  to  beat  away  Eosy's 
admirers,  and  she  wore  a  pair  of  eye-glasses  by  which 
she  could  look  behind  her.  If  an  ardent  swain 
whispered  a  word  in  Eosy's  ear,  Flibinita  was  fly 
in  an  instant  and  would  toss  the  rogue  a  backward 
kiss  with  her  staff,  which  made  him  thankful  to 
escape  with  his  life.  Eosy  or  Mamouna  had  houses, 
gold,  jewels,  horses  and  dresses,  but  the  most  prized 
of  her  havings  was  a  park,  called  the  Garden  of 
Liberty.  But,  alas,  around  this  garden  was  a  high 
wall  with  an  iron  gate,  of  which  the  key  had  been 
lost.  Poor  Eosy !  the  only  pleasure  she  had  of  her 
garden  came  from  peeking  at  it  through  the  key- 
hole. Flibinita  consoled  her  by  saying,  that  the 
lock  served  as  a  safeguard,  for  her  true  love  and  no 
other  would  bring  with  him  \3aft  ^\X^iiJ?,V^i. 
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Now,  it  80  happened  that  the  King  of  Moonania^ 
Indigo  I^  was  one  day  riding  past  Rosy's  house^ 
thinking  of  his  debts  and  vioes^  which  were  many, 
and  his  virtaes  and  dollars^  which  were  f  ew,  when, 
looking  up,  he  saw  Rosy  sitting  at  her  window. 

"  Who  is  she  ?"  he  asked  his  Treasurer  Pinch- 
penny. 

"  That  is  Mamouna,  the  richest  heiress  in  your 
kingdom.^'  At  which  the  King  at  once  told  his 
lackey  to  ring  the  door  bell,  sent  up  his  card  amd, 
following  it,  made  Mamouna  an  offer  of  marriage. 

"  It  is  so  sudden,"  said  Mamouna,  blushing, 
"  and  I  have  had  so  little  experience  in  such  mat- 
ters. You  are  the  father  of  your  people ;  tell  me, 
what  kind  of  a  husband  would  be  most  becoming  to 
mer 

"  Your  husband,"  answered  Eacer. 

"  I  thought  his  name  was  Indigo  ?" 

"  Indigo  was  his  Christian  name,  and  Eacer  was 
his  Hindoo  name,  Indigo  Eacer." 

"  Your  husband,"  said  Eacer,  "  must  be  sixty 
years  of  age,  not  to  lack  ballast;  to  trust  yourself 
to  a  giddy  young  spouse  is  to  trust  yourself  to  a 
whirlpool.  Your  husband's  hair  must  admit  no 
less  perfect  color  than  white,  for  white  hair  and 
wisdom  are  twins.  He  must  not  be  too  short,  or  he 
will  not  overlook  your  faults,  nor  too  long,  or  you 
will  not  overlook  his,  even  when  he  kneels  at  your 
feet.  He  must  have  thick  hair  on  the  back  of  his 
head,  so  that  he  can  sleep  soundly  and  not  disturb 
his  mate.  He  must  have  a  bald  forehead,  that  you 
may  be  sure  he  is  not  wearing  a  wig,  and  that  mis- 
fortune, should  he  grapple  with  her,  may  not  be 

able  to  catch  a  fina  hold  oi  VmJ^ 
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"  In  a  word,  he  must  be  the  image  of  our  king," 
said  Eosy  and,  not  knowing  how  else  to  get  rid  of 
him,  told  him  that,  if  he  would  find  the  key  to  open 
the  gate  of  the  Garden  of  Liberty,  she  would  marry 
him.  The  King,  delighted  at  so  easy  a  task,  would 
have  kissed  her,  but  she  boxed  his  ears  and,  calling 
in  Flibinita,  said  she  would  kiss  him  by  proxy. 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  proxy  ?"  asked  Tig.  "  la 
it  like  having  Henry  do  my  kisses  for  me?  how 
nice !" 

Indigo  rode  away  and,  sunmioning  all  the  lock- 
smiths in  Hoonania,  soon  had  a  thousand  keys  in 
his  saddle  bags,  but,  would  you  believe  it,  though 
they  were  all  of  gold,  not  one  of  them  had  wit 
enough  to  unlock  the  gate.  The  King  rode  back  to 
his  palace  in  high  dudgeon  and  swore  by  Baucis 
and  Philemon  and  by  Venus  and  Vulcan,  that  no 
one  but  himself  should  marry  Mamouna. 

Now,  it  so  happened,  that  Broadmouth,  the  presi- 
dent of  Riparia,  was  visiting  Moonopolis.  The 
next  day,  as  he  was  riding  past  Rosy's  window,  he 
asked  his  secretary,  Abel  Crook,  the  name  of  the 
pretty  lass,  who  was  smiling  on  him. 

"  That,"  said  Abel,  "  is  the  famous  heiress  Ma- 
mouna, Indigo's  flame,  but  she  will  have  none  of 
his  white  hairs." 

"  A  tidbit  in  her  teens,  a  dainty  piece  of  calico 
to  tie  up  life's  wounds !"  said  Broadmouth.  "  How 
long  is  it,  Abel,  since  my  wife  died?" 

"  A  year  lacking  six  hours." 

"  Put  our  watches  ahead  six  hours  and  be  quick 
about  it ;  now,  Mrs.  Grundy  and  I  are  quits.  Take 
up  my  ctird  and  say  to  Mamouna,  I  oflFer  you  my 


266  THE  DEUCE  OF  HEARTS. 

hand^  my  heart  and  my  fortune."     In  a  few  minutes 
Abel  returned.     "  What  is  her  answer  ?" 

"  She  says  your  hand  is  too  large ;  your  fortune 
too  small,  and  as  for  your  heart,  Mrs.  Broadmouth 
must  have  taken  that  with  her " 

"  Where  ?" 

"  She  did  not  commit  herself." 

''  The  minx !  How  can  my  hand  fail  to  be  large  ? 
Am  I  not  an  expansionist?" 

"  What  is  an  expansionist  ?"  asked  Tig. 

"  ^Tis  a  man,  whose  hand  overgrows,  whatever  it 
touches." 

"  Go,"  added  Broadmouth,  "  and  tell  the  girl  that 
I  will  marry  her,  if  I  have  to  crush  this  effete 
monarchy." 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  effete  ?"  asked  Tig ;  "  not 
having  any  feet  ?" 

"  When  a  country  has  worn  out  its  shoes  and  is 
walking  on  its  uppers,  it  is  effete." 

"  Well,  don't  talk  any  more  about  effete,  but  go 
on  with  the  story." 

Rosy,  frightened  by  this  threat,  bade  Broadmouth 
find  the  key  to  the  Garden  of  Liberty  and  come 
back  for  his  answer.  He  at  once  sent  for  a  thou- 
sand locksmiths,  and  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye  a 
thousand  iron  keys  were  dangling  from  his  belt.  But 
not  one  of  them  could  cajole  the  gate  open ;  so  Ma- 
mouna  told  the  President  to  go  about  his  business. 
When  the  King  heard  of  his  rival's  offer,  he  raged 
like  a  madman,  but  he  smoothed  himself  down. 

"  Just  as  I  smooth  down  Aunt  Sally,"  said  Tig ; 
"  rub  her  with  the  fur." 

That  evening,  as  Broadmouth  was  calling  on  the 
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King,  his  host  took  him  to  the  window,  and  said: 
"  My  good  friend,  do  you  see  the  image  of  a  mitten 
on  that  moon?'' 

"  There  is  no  image  there." 

"  Ods  bods !  do  you  doubt  my  word  ?" 

"  Discourtesy  and  I  are  strangers,"  said  Broad- 
mouth  ;  "  now  that  I  look  closer,  I  do  see  a  crow 
hanging  there,  which  will  make  a  dainty  dish  for 
your  majesty." 

"  You  will  make  me  eat  crow  ?"  said  Indigo. 
"  Enough,  we  will  declare  war  in  a  week." 

"  I  kiss  your  majesty's  hand,'^  said  the  President, 
holding  out  his  little  finger. 

Two  weeks  later  the  ranged  armies  met  on  the 
plains  of  Hum.  It  would  take  a  hundred  tongues 
to  describe  the  battle.  A  cloud  of  arrows,  a  cloth 
yard  long,  darkened  the  sun ;  assegais  fell  like  hail ; 
boomerangs  sprang  to  and  fro  like  grasshoppers; 
bang  went  the  fifteen-inch  guns;  pst  went  the 
Mauser  balls;  knights  in  coal  black  armor  pricked 
over  the  plain. 

"  With  the  bayonet !"  cried  Broadmouth,  and  the 
soldiers  of  the  Republic  drew  out  their  ranks  into 
a  long  line  of  blue  steel. 

"  Isn't  it  grand !"  said  Tig.  "  Was  King  Eacer 
a  Spaniard?" 

"  He  was  a  sort  of  Spaniard ;  he  was  a  Vandal." 

"  Well,  go  on  with  the  story." 

Then  the  King,  stepping  forward,  requested  the 
armies  to  stop  fighting  for  a  few  minutes,  while  he 
enjoyed  a  parley  with  Broadmouth.  "  'Tis  a  pity," 
he  said,  "  that  so  many  pretty  men  should  die  for 
the  fault  of  one  or  two.  Let  us  decide  the  battle 
by  single  combat."^ 
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"  Agreed  1"  And  the  two  rode  out  against  each 
other;  each  fiery  steed  spumed  the  ground  like 
Pegasus;  their  armor  glittered  like  a  glede. 

"  What  is  a  glede  r 

"  It  is  a  kind  of  a  substance." 

"  Well,  go  on ;  this  is  fine." 

The  trumpets  sounded;  the  two  warriors  dashed 
together,  bang !  their  spears  were  shivered  to  splint> 
ers;  each  horse  fell  dead,  pierced  by  the  other's 
chftf  ron.  The  combatants  leaped  out  of  the  debris ; 
crack  went  their  rifles  and  revolvers;  a  dozen 
wounds  were  running  red ;  out  sprang  their  swords 
from  their  sheaths  and  flashed  back  the  sunlight; 
elicit  went  the  nimble  blades;  the  King's  sword 
snapped, 

"  Fair  play !"  cries  the  President,  and  tosses  his 
sword  to  a  newsboy. 

Then  the  man-carvers,  the  brown  bowie  knives, 
come  into  play:  ghrr,  the  edges  gridd  through  the 
stout  bodies ;  the  King's  arm  drops. 

"  Yield,  rescue  or  no  rescue !" 

"  Not  so  fast !"  cries  Eacer,  and  plunging,  like  a 
great  buck,  strikes  his  foe  in  the  wind  with  his 
head  and  knocks  him  off  his  feet.  It  is  a  draw  and 
the  two  champions  renew  the  fight  at  the  head  of 
their  armies.  The  King  weakens  his  center  and 
strengthens  his  wings.  Broadmouth's  soldiers  chargo 
through  the  enemy's  center.  The  royal  army's  winsjti 
wheel  and  close  on  the  two  flanks  of  the  republicans. 

"  Like  the  sides  of  a  nutcracker,"  cried  Tig ;  "  that 
is  the  way  I  fight  my  soldiers ;  this  is  grand." 

Broadmouth  charged  so  fast,  that  his  army  went 
cl^an  through  the  royali^ts^  lines  and  were  on  their 
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way  to  Moonopolis.  Fortunately  for  the  King  he 
knew  a  short  cut  and  arrived  first  at  hisi  capital, 
wiser  but  more  savage  than  ever. 

The  next  day  as  Indigo  and  Pinchpenny  were  rid- 
ing up  the  chief  street  of  Moonopolis,  the  King  saw 
Rosy  sitting  at  the  window  of  her  house,  listening 
to  a  handsome  young  man,  who  was  reading  to  her. 
Just  as  they  were  passing  under  the  window,  the 
youth  kissed  Kosy's  hand. 

"  Who  is  that  ?"  asked  the  King,  frowning. 

"His  name  is  Philander  Star,  a  poet,"  said 
Pinchpenny. 

"  See  that  Jumbo  tramples  out  his  or  your  soul, 
before  yon  cloud  passes  over  the  sun,"  growled  the 
cruel  King,  and  rode  on.  The  Treasurer  at  once 
summoned  the  Black  Watch  and  arrested  the  poet, 
who  was  beautifully  dressed  in  crimson  taffeta,  and 
who  carried  a  purse  as  fat  as  a  football. 

"  I  guess,  I  will  be  a  poet,  when  I  grow  up,"  said 
Tig,  "  or  a  soldier,  or  a  president." 

"  Wretch,"  said  the  Treasurer  to  Philander,  "  you 
are  to  be  put  to  the  torture." 

"  Wait  a  moment,  kind  headsman,"  said  Phi- 
lander, "  till  I  have  finished  an  ode  to  Mamouna^s 
ear."  This  done,  Pinchpenny  pounced  on  the  poet, 
without  stopping  to  read  his  ode,  which  greatly  of- 
fended him. 

"  I  am  commanded,"  said  Pinchpenny,  "  to  have 
your  soul  trodden  out  by  an  elephant.  I  know  well, 
where  every  man^s  soul  is."  With  that  he  ordered 
Captain  Sable  to  give  the  poet's  purse  to  a  huge 
elephant,  which  trampled  it  into  a  wafer.  From 
that  time  the  purses,  of  poets  in  Hoonania  have 
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always  been  empty,  and  the  disease  has  spread  over 
the  world.  Pinchpenny  then  told  Philander  to  go 
about  his  business  and  leave  love  making  to  his 
betters. 

The  next  morning  Philander,  in  disguise,  called 
at  Eosy's  house  and  begged  for  a  morsel  of  bread. 
Flibinita,  who  did  not  recognize  him,  bade  him  earn 
his  breakfast  by  digging  in  the  garden.  He  worked 
for  a  sad  quarter  of  an  hour,  when  Flibinita,  who, 
on  giving  up  her  other  vices,  had  become  a  little 
close,  gave  him  a  bowl  of  kettle  broth,  a  wholesome 
dish,  made  by  pouring  hot  water  over  a  crust  of 
bread. 

"  Wheugh !"  said  Tig,  "  don't  dwell  on  that ;  go 
on  with  the  story.'' 

The  second  day  as  Philander,  feeling  like  a  stiff, 
was  working  bravely  with  one  foot  in  the  grave, 
he  struck  something  hard  with  his  heel.  This 
proved  to  be  a  chest,  which  held  a  smaller  chest,  and 
that  a  smaller  one,  till,  in  the  one  hundredth  chest, 
he  found  a  key  on  which  was  written, 


"  Happy Ifinder,  see  in  me 
Liberty  Garden's  lawful  key. 


ff 


The  poet  took  the  key  to  Rosy,  who  embraced 
him,  and  hid  the  key  in  her  bosom.  Alas,  at  that 
very  moment,  a  party  of  soldiers  surrounded  the 
house,  captured  Philander  and,  by  order  of  the 
King,  cut  off  his  head  and,  carrying  it  to  the  gate 
of  the  garden,  placed  it  on  the  wall.  The  next 
morning  a  crowd  of  people  had  gathered  around  the 
wall,  and  what  do  you  think  the  head  was  doing  ? 

"What?" 
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It  was  singing  a  song  of  liberty  as  loud  as  you 
please. 

The  King  when  he  heard  of  it  was  greatly 
shocked.  "  What  can  have  got  into  the  fellow's 
head?''  he  asked  Pinchpenny. 

"  Poets'  heads,"  answered  Pinchpenny,  "  have  no 
sense,  even  when  divorced  from  their  bodies."  The 
King  then  sent  his  soldiers  to  carry  off  the  rebel, 
but,  would  you  believe  it,  the  poet's  ears  had  turned 
into  wings,  and  his  head  was  flying  over  the  city, 
singing  more  loudly  than  ever. 

The  next  morning  Kosy,  hearing  some  one  knocking 
at  her  window,  threw  it  open,  and  there  was  the 
winged  head  singing  an  ode  in  her  honor ;  the  chest 
notes  were  a  trifle  veiled,  but  the  head  notes  were  as 
clear  as  a  bell.  She  at  once  called  Flibinita  into  the 
room  to  chaperon  her.  "  Tell  me,"  Eosy  asked  her, 
blushing,  "  can  we  not  reunite  Philander's  head  and 
body  ?  it  will  be  so  much  nicer." 

"  There  is  only  one  way  in  which  it  can  be  done," 
said  Flibinita ;  "  if  you  sprinkle  it  with  three  drops 
of  the  heart's  blood  of  White  Dragon,  it  will  rejoin 
its  body.  But  White  Dragon  lives  on  virgins,  and 
our  task  is  hard." 

"  We  will  put  him  to  sleep,"  said  Rosy ;  "  I  know 
an  opiate,  that  will  work  like  a  charm."  That  night 
the  pair  flew  away  to  the  top  of  the  highest  mountain 
in  Moonania,  where,  in  a  dim  and  dismal  cave, 
lurked  White  Dragon.  Flibinita  sent  up  her  card 
and  was  received  kindly  by  White  Dragon,  who,  hav- 
ing just  eaten  a  hearty  supper,  was  disposed  to 
temporize. 

^^  I  have  heard  of  you  favorably,'^  he  said.    ^TEa^^i 
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you  brought  me  an  Abyssinian  rarebit  or  a  Moorish 
princess  'i  In  return  1  will  give  you  a  balloon-bustle, 
which  will  make  your  flights  easier."  As  he  spoke 
he  looked  fondly  at  Rosy. 

"  I  have  brought  you  what  all  men  and  dragons 
crave,  repose." 

"  A  timely  gift,"  said  the  monster.  At  this 
Rosy  took  a  volume  of  Philander's  rival.  Long- 
meter,  and  began  to  read  the  Idyls  of  the  King. 
White  Dragon  nodded;  his  eyes  slowly  closed;  he 
stretched  his  scaly  limbs  and  yawned  like  a  hip- 
popotamus. Flibinita  at  once  jumped  into  his 
mouth,  pushed  her  broomstick,  which  was  sharpened 
at  both  ends,  back  into  his  throat  and  called  to 
Rosy.  The  next  moment  Rosy  had  cut  a  hole  in 
White  Dragon's  heart  and  caught  a  phial  full  of  hia 
blood.  Then  throvTing  the  volume  down  his  throat, 
to  insure  a  long  slumber,  she  flew  away  behind 
Flibinita. 

The  next  morning  Philander's  head  was  screwed 
firmly  on  his  shoulders,  the  Gordian  knot  was  tied, 
and  the  pair  hastened  to  the  Garden  of  Liberty  to 
practice  love-in-hiding.  As  they  drew  near  the  gate, 
they  heard  two  persons,  who  proved  to  be  Racer  and 
Pinchpenny,  calling  for  aid.  The  people,  it  seems, 
had  revolted,  had  declared  the  government  a  re- 
public and  were  clamoring  for  their  heads.  The 
poet,  bidding  them  be  of  good  cheer,  clapped  the  key 
in  the  lock  and,  following  his  party  into  the  garden, 
bolted  the  gate  behind  him. 

They  found  the  garden  a  retreat,  where  even  the 
King  and  his  Treasurer  were  safe  from  intrusion. 
When  the  danger  was  over,  Philander  secured  a  par- 
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don  for  them,  and  they  left  the  garden.  The 
King  became  a  high  church  tailor,  and  Pinchpenny 
invented  the  sign  of  the  three  balls  and  gained  tlie 
title  of  the  Father  of  Pawnbrokers.  Philander  and 
Kosy  had  five  children  and  lived  happily,  until  the 
Master  of  Shadows  closed  their  eyes.  After  the 
birth  of  the  first  child,  the  poet's  wings  changed  back 
into  ears,  a  cure  brought  about  by  his  ardent  wish  to 
hear  his  wife's  lectures  more  clearly. 

The  moral  of  this  story  is  contained  in  a  few 
words  of  Foo  Win  Ohin,  whose  sayings  are  scat- 
tered like  diamond  dust  over  the  Book  of  the  She 
King:  "Attack  the  rich  and  powerful,  but  spare 
to  pull  the  pigtail  of  a  poet,  lest  it  turn  into  your 
halter." 

Scarcely  had  Clem  finished  this  story,  when  the 
bell  rang,  and  the  servant  brought  Clem  a  package. 
Tour  cousin,  she  told  him,  sends  this  with  her  com- 
pliments.    How    kind    of   Nellie,    thought    Clem. 

"  What  is  it,  a  box  of  chocolates  ?  Give  me  some,'' 
said  Tig. 

"  Wait  a  minute ;  my  throat  feels  dry  from  talking 
so  much." 

"  My  throat  feels  dry  from  listening  so  much," 
said  Tig,  with  the  sympathy  of  childhood.  "  Give 
me  a  drink  too.  Give  Bob  a  chocolate;  see,  he  is 
begging  for  one."  Clem  threw  a  couple  of  bon- 
bons to  the  spaniel,  who  greedily  devoured  them. 
He  was  turning  on  the  cold  water  faucet,  when  a 
noise,  that  made  him  quickly  turn,  caught  his  ear. 
He  ran  instantly  to  Tig,  who  held  a  chocolate  in  his 
hand  and  snatched  it  from  him 

"  You  have  eaten  none  ?"  he  asked  hoarsely. 
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"  No,"  said  Tig,  looking  at  the  dog  and  trembling 
all  over ;  "  what  is  the  matter  with  Bob  ?  poor 
Bob !" 

"  Go  into  your  mother's  room,"  said  Clem  sternly. 
"  I  will  take  care  of  Bob,"  but  Tig  would  not  stir. 
The  dog's  muscles  were  drawn  up  and  twitching ;  it 
was  a  horrible  sight.  After  a  few  moans,  he 
stretched  himself  on  the  floor,  dead.  It  was  the 
first  death  Tig  had  ever  seen ;  he  could  not  under- 
stand it,  and  gazed  awestruck  at  the  poor  thing. 

"  What  is  it  ?"  asked  Clem's  mother,  who  had 
stepped  silently  into  the  room.  Clem  said  nothing, 
and  his  mother  looked  from  the  dog  to  her  sons  with 
a  growing  expression  of  alarm. 

"  Some  one  sent  us  a  box  of  bonbons,"  said  Clem, 
loth  to  tell  his  mother  his  suspicions.  "  Bob  ate 
one,  and  it  disagreed  with  him;  some  of  our  con- 
fectioners put  Venetian  red  in  their  chocolates; 
they  do  very  wrong." 

"You  are  deceiving  me,"  said  his  mother  in  a 
tone  of  anguish ;  "  it  is  poison."  She  folded  both 
her  children  in  her  arms  and  wept  as  though  her 
heart  would  break. 

It  is  Ketcham's  hand,  thought  Clem,  shivering. 


CHAPTEE  XIX. 

We  think  more  of  the  pomp  and  circumstance  of 
tragedy  than  of  the  ideas,  which  underlie  it.  The 
human  Candles  of  Nero,  the  men-laden  trees  of 
Philip  II,  the  guillotine  of  Robespierre,  appeal  to 
us  more  forcibly  than  the  passions,  that  gave  them 
birth.  Yet,  at  times,  when  a  chartered  bandit  of 
the  law  removes  the  helmet  of  Pluto,  which  he  habit- 
ually wears,  his  naked  thoughts  fill  us  with  more 
horror  than  the  hangmam's  grim  ceremonial. 

The  days  that  followed  this  last  incident  were 
cruel.  Clem  carried  the  chocolates  to  the  office  of 
the  District  Attorney,  who  had  them  analyzed.  They 
contained  strychnine,  but  no  clue  could  be  found  to 
the  person,  who  sent  them.  Henceforth  a  constant 
fear  for  his  mother  and  brother  hung  over  Clem.  He 
would  have  left  his  family  and  .lived  by  himself,  but, 
on  his  staying  away  from  home  for  a  few  days,  his 
mother  fell  sick,  and  the  doctor  bade  him  return. 
Meanwhile  his  days  and  nights  were  devoted  to  an- 
swering the  two  hundred  and  more  pages  of  affi- 
davits, on  which  the  motion  for  his  removal  from  his 
position  as  executor  of  the  Cooley  Estate  was  based. 

He  had  gone  to  his  office  the  next  morning  and  had 
found  that  his  vouchers  and  about  half  of  his  checks 
had  been  stolen ;  the  other  half  and  his  books,  by  good 
fortune,  had  been  kept  in  another  safe,  the  combina- 
tion of  which  the  check-charmer  had  not  learned. 

The  Cooley  Estate  consisted  of  real  estate  worth 
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about  two  millions  of  dollars^  all  of  which  was 
mortgaged  for  about  seventy-live  per  cent,  of  its 
value.  On  the  testator's  death  the  usual  post-mor- 
tem wife  had  made  her  appearance,  claimed  dower 
in  the  real  estate,  as  if  unencumbered  and,  filing 
a  notice  of  her  claim,  prevented  any  sales  of  the 
property.  This  caused  the  mortgagees  to  begin  fore- 
closure suits,  which  would  have  wiped  out  ail  the 
equity  of  the  estate,  as  no  one  would  have  bid  for  a 
clouded  title.  Clem  had  induced  his  mother  to  lend 
the  estate  eighty-five  thousand  dollars,  to  compromise 
the  olaim  of  the  common  law  wife  said  pay  other 
debts.  This  enabled  the  estate  to  sell  its  property 
and  made  it  worth  some  half  a  million  dollars. 

Several  lavrjrers  had  sent  drummers  to  the  various 
heirs,  who  were  a  confiding  folk  and  made  agree- 
ments with  them  to  receive  fifteen  per  cent,  of  any 
share,  which  they  might  recover  from  the  estate. 
They  had  told  their  clients,  that  Clem's  loams  could 
be  expunged,  but  their  chief  aim  was  to  get  control 
of  a  suit  for  damages  against  the  city  for  infringe- 
ment of  the  Firebane  Patent,  half  of  which  was 
owned  by  the  Cooley  Estate  and  half  by  Drinkwater's 
clients. 

Clem  had  filed  his  first  executor's  account,  which 
embraced  some  four  thousand  items  and  showed  a 
million  dollars  received  and  a  million  paid  out.  The 
opposing  lawyers  had  filed  objections  to  the  account ; 
the  accounting  had  been  referred  and,  at  the  rate  at 
which  it  was  progressing  under  the  Tontine  method, 
would  end  in  the  course  of  a  century.  This  pace  did 
not  satisfy  the  older  lawyers,  and  they  had  all  made 
a  motion  to  remove  Clem,  based  on  affidavits.     The 
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wealth  of  Holland  and  the  ability  of  Drinkwater 
gave  greater  strength  to  an  attack,  which  needed  no 
aid  to  make  it  dangerous.  The  patent  suit  was  the 
most  voluminous  suit,  of  which  there  is  any  record, 
and  Drinkwater  was  ambitious  of  the  glory  of  win- 
ning it  alone.  The  passions  of  jealousy,  ambition 
and  greed  were  thus  combined  to  destroy  Clem. 

He  employed  two  men  to  procure  duplicate 
vouchers.  They  found  that  every  creditor  had  been 
visited  by  the  hostile  lawyers  and  asked  not  to  fur- 
nish them.  This  at  first  made  their  work  slow,  but 
the  obstacle  was  gradually  overcome.  Meanwhile 
Clem  and  his  accountants  spent  day  after  day  an- 
swering the  mass  of  figures,  which  Eoden  and  his 
attorneys  had  invented.  Three  weeks  after  the  ad- 
journment Sergent  entered  Clem's  office  with  a  less 
reserved  expression  than  usual. 

"  My  dear  friend,"  he  said,  "  I  have  not  been  idle. 
Did  you  notice  Cheeseborough's  countenance  yester- 
day at  the  patent  suit  reference?  I  fear  he  is  at 
death's  door ;  he  has  been  telling  the  truth  for  three 
days  running."  He  drew  a  bundle  of  papers  from 
his  pocket.  "  Here,  Clem,  is  your  reputation,  tied 
up  neatly." 

"  It  makes  a  large  package,"  said  Clem,  "  there 
is  more  of  it  than  I  should  have  guessed." 

"  I  will  read  it,"  said  Sergent  "  I  have  turned 
the  man  of  the  waxen  ear  into  the  man  of  the  oily 
tongue.  Bacchus  and  the  thumbscrew  will  set  any 
man's  words  at  liberty ;  listen." 

I,  William  Cheeseborough,  voluntarily  and  for 
the  easing  of  my  conscience,  depose  and  say  that  the 
following  statement  is  correct  in  substance  and 
detail. 
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"  This  is  in  Cheeseborough's  own  handwriting  f' 

"  Trust  me  for  that,  Clem.  He  asked  to  have  it 
typewritten,  but  the  rascal  might  then  have  sworn, 
that  I  had  changed  the  pages  or  had  the  words  al- 
tered."    Sergent  then  read  on : 

I  have  been  employed  by  Mr.  Drinkwater  as  his 
clerk  and  typewriter  for  many  months,  and,  as  I  am 
always  faithful  to  my  employers,  I  do  not  wish  this 
statement  to  be  used  in  any  way  to  injure  him. 

"  Bravo !"  cried  Clem ;  "  the  knave  has  a  feeling 
of  honor  about  him." 

These  statements  I  took  down  in  shorthand  at 
the  time  they  were  made  and  of  my  own  free  will ; 
I  have  given  Mr.  Sergent  my  original  notes. 

Sergent's  smile  would  have  been  envied  by  the 
father  of  the  Inquisition. 

Mr.  Drinkwater  was  always  scheming  to  get  Mr. 
Clough  out  of  the  Firebane  Patent  suit,  so  that  he 
himself  could  reap  all  the  glory  and  swipe  all  the 
Bwagv 

"  Swipe  and  swag  are  scratched  out,  and  secure 
all  the  emoluments  are  inserted  in  their  place,"  said 
Sergent. 

"  The  first  two  words  are  more  realistic,"  said 
Clem,  not  wholly  pleased. 

At  first,  continued  Sergent,  Mr.  Drinkwater 
and  Mr.  Van  Nest  made  an  agreement  to  work  to- 
gether against  Mr.  Clough;  the  former  was  to  try 
to  oust  him  from  the  patent  suit;  the  latter  to  oust 
him  from  the  Cooley  Estate.  Van  Nest  was  to 
divide  his  fees  with  Drinkwater  and  was  to  be  taken 
into  the  patent  suit.  He  learned,  however,  that 
though  Drinkwater  was  glad  to  have  his  help  in  oust- 
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ing  Mr.  Clough,  he  Lad  no  intention  of  keeping  his 
promise  to  put  Van  Xest  in  his  place.  Drinkwater, 
on  the  other  hand,  found  out  that  Van  Nest  had  re- 
ceived three  thousand  dollars  in  fees  and  had  forgot- 
ten to  divide  with  him.  These  facts  chilled  the 
alliance.  Recently,  however,  Mr.  Drinkwater  has 
been  assisted  by  a  man  of  wealth,  who  has  a  grudge 
against  Mr.  Olough. 

"  Holland,'^  said  Clem.  It  was  no  news  to  him,  but 
he  felt  his  cheeks  burning. 

These  two,  Drinkwater  and  his  angel, 

"  His  devil,"  said  Clem. 

"  The  word  angel,"  said  Sergent,  "  is  scratched 
out,  and  the  words  financial  backer  inserted  in  its 
place." 

"  For  heaven  sake !"  said  Clem,  testily. 

"  The  changes  were  made  at  my  suggestion,"  said 
Sergent,  showing  a  feeling  of  irritation ;  "  the 
phraseology  of  a  document  of  this  kind  should  be 
dignified." 

"  Pardon  me,  you  are  right ;  go  on,  don't  be 
offended." 

These  two,  Drinkwater  and  his  financial  backer, 
thought  that  by  making  flank  attacks  upon  Mr. 
Clough  through  the  other  lawyers,  they  could  bring 
him  to  terms.   ^ 

"  How  did  Cheeseborough  learn  these  facts  ?" 

"  By  a  judicious  use  of  the  keyhole  and  by  acting 
as  Drinkwater's  valet,  when  he  was  devoting  himself 
to  his  three  specialties." 

"  Does  the  keyhole  appear  in  the  confession  ?" 

"No,"  said  Sergent,  "it  would  detract  from 
its  dignity," 
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"  Men  die  of  dignity/'  muttered  Clem.  "  I 
should  have  put  it  in  myself,  but  your  taste  is  better 
than  mine." 

Sergent,  with  a  look  of  gratified  vanity,  continued : 
Mr.  Clough  had  filed  his  first  account,  as  executor 
of  the  Cooley  Estate ;  each  of  the  heirs  had  retained 
a  lawyer,  and  Drinkwater  thought,  if  he  renewed 
his  alliance  with  Van  Nest  and  included  the  other 
lawyers,  who  were  prothonotary  specialists,  by  at- 
tacking Mr.  Clough  all  round  the  circle,  they  would 
soon  bring  him  to  terms.  Tyreless  studied  over  Mr. 
Clough's  accoimt  to  see  what  flaws  he  could  find  in 
ity  real,  if  possible,  imaginary,  if  necessary. 

"  Where  did  that  phrase  come  from  ?" 

"  It  is  Drinkwater's  language." 

"  In  hsec  verba  V 

"  Something  of  that  sort,"  said  Sergent  flattered. 

The  first  snag,  he  continued,  which  we  ran  up 
against. 

"  The  word  snag  is  erased,  and  the  sentence 
changed  to  read:  the  first  serious  obstacle  that  we 
encountered." 

"  I  should  have  stuck  to  the  metaphor." 

"  In  a  legal  document,  Clem,  we  must  keep  above 
the  commonplace.  I  have  always  associated  with 
eminent  counsel.  Your  style  is  not  as  good  as  your 
father's.  In  his  day  we  had  at  least  ten  words  for 
every  thought :  then  an  idea  never  escaped  from  its 
keepers." 

Our  first  obstacle,  he  continued,  was  that  Mr. 
Clough's  family  had  loaned  the  estate  large  sums 
of  money ;  this  staggered  a  plain  business  mind  like 
my  own. 
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"  That  is  good  for  a  man,  who  mistakes  other  men's 
names  for  his/'  said  Clem. 

I  was  little  skilled  in  legal  tricks,  and  advised  my 
associates  to  drop  the  job. 

"  Job  is  erased,  and  discontinue  the  undertaking, 
inserted  in  its  place." 

"  Sergent,"  said  Clem,  clapping  his  friend  on  the 
back,  "  if  you  are  not  a  Harvard  professor  before 
you  die,  write  me  down  an  ass." 

"  I  will  do  so  in  either  case,  my  dear  boy,"  said 
Sergent,  who  was  so  flattered,  that,  it.  is  to  be  hoped, 
he  hardly  knew  the  meaning  of  his  acquiescence. 

But,  he  continued  reading,  what  was  my  surprise 
to  find  that  Smyler's  firm  were  pleased  at  the  dis- 
covery.    But  I  consider  it  due  to  my  reputation — 

"  His  reputation  is  good,  as  illustrated  in  the 
Eogues'  Gallery,"  said  Clem,  "  but  everything  is 
relative;  a  criminal  is  not  necessarily  an  assassin, 
and,  compared  with  these  rogues,  Cheeseborough 
may  well  boast." 

"  Don't  interrupt  me  so  often,"  said  Sergent,  "  we 
shall  never  finish." 

It  is  due  to  my  reputation  to  say,  that,  after  I 
learned  that  Mr.  Clough's  loans  had  saved  the  es- 
tate from  bankruptcy,  I  was  opposed  to  going  on  vidth 
this  attack.  Mr.  Drinkwater  said,  that  he  agreed 
with  me  in  theory,  and  that,  if  he  were  not  so  thirsty, 
he  would  willingly  spare  Mr.  Clough,  whom  he  re- 
garded not  as  an  enemy  but  as  a  votive  offering  to 
Bacchus.  That  the  government  was  to  blame  for 
taxing  liquor  so  high,  that  one  could  not  secure 
his  fair  allowance  without  moral  sacrifices.  But 
when  I  spoke  to  Judge  Stryker  about  it,  he  said  I 
was  a fool  for  my  pains. 
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"  The  words fool  are  erased  and  replaced  by 

the  phrase,  a  man  with  no  experience  in  the  higher 
practice  of  the  law." 

Stryker  said  that  the  fact,  that  Mr.  Clough  had 
loaned  the  estate  money,  would  make  it  easier  to  re- 
move him. 

"  What !  a  ground  for  removing  me !     Go  on !" 

"  Who's  stopping  me  ?" 

Stryker  swore,  continued  Sergent,  that  he  would 
bounce  the  executors  within  thirty  days. 

"  The  word  bounce  is  erased,  and  the  words  pro- 
cure the  removal  of  inserted  in  its  place.'' 

If  Mr.  Clough  has  loaned  the  estate  eighty-five 
thousand  dollars,  so  much  the  worse  for  him  and  so 
much  the  better  for  us,  said  Stryker.  Any  one  will 
believe,  that  an  executor  has  robbed  an  estate, 'tis  but 
natural.  But  who  will  believe,  that  an  executor  has 
been  such  a  fool  as  to  loan  an  estate  his  own  money  ? 
How  much  more  incredulous  will  people  be,  since  the 
estate  has  been  published  in  the  papers,  as  worth  mil- 
lions of  dollars  ?  Besides,  judges  and  lawyers  know 
so  little  about  mathematics,  that,  by  utilizing  the 
minus  quantity  and  changing  a  figure  or  two,  we  can 
easily  prove,  that  Clough  stole  from  the  estate  the 
money,  which  he  claims  to  have  loaned  it.  Better 
still,  these  executors  admit,  that  they  have  repaid 
themselves  thirty-four  thousand  dollars.  If  we 
charge  them  boldly  with  stealing  this  sum,  every  one 
will  believe  us.  Audacity  wins  credit.  We  will 
raise  a  hue  and  cry  in  the  papers ;  Mr.  Clough  will 
be  put  on  the  defensive;  the  claim,  that  he  loaned 
the  estate  money,  will  then  be  considered  an  after' 
thought,  a  lawyer's  clever  trick 
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"  What  a  villain !" 

The  allies  all  pressed  on  their  plans  to  invest  Mr. 
Clough.  The  great  difficulty  they  encountered 
was  to  find  some  one,  who  would  swear  to  the  neces- 
sary facts  and  figures  from  knowledge.  Then  they 
could  add  any  number  of  affidavits  by  lawyers  and 
others  on  information  and  belief.  But  it  was  hard 
to  secure  a  man,  who  would  commit  the  boss  perjury, 
"boss  is  stricken  out  and  basal  inserted;"  amd  run 
the  risk  of  imprisonment.  Mr.  Clough  had  a  clerk 
named  Koden,  who  had  been  recommended  to  him  by 
the  Young  Men's  Evangelical  Society.  The  boys 
used  to  call  him  Creeping  Jesus. 

"The  words  Creeping  Jesus  are ' scratched  out, 
and  the  words,  a  reptilian  follower  of  the  Blessed 
Saviour,  inserted  in  their  place." 

"  Oh !"  groaned  Clem. 

Mr.  Clough  thought  Koden  was  friendly  to  him, 
but  Eoden  had  never  forgiven  Mr.  Clough  for  having 
reproved  him  for  deceiving  a  girl  under  promise  of 
marriage,  and  Roden  was  his  secret  enemy. 

"  Fool,  that  I  was !" 

I  knew  Eoden  well.  Wait,  till  Mr.  Clough  has 
his  accounting,  he  used  to  say  to  me,  then  I  will  get 
even  with  him.  Smyler  approached  Eoden  and 
asked  him,  if  he  would  not  make  out  an  account, 
showing  all  the  moneys  received  and  all  the  payments 
made  by  the  executors.  The  debit  side  should  in- 
clude the  withdrawals  by  Mr.  Clough  on  account  of 
his  personal  loans,  but  should  not  include  the  loans 
themselves.  Also  to  make  up  an  account  showing 
the  total  possible  rental  of  all  the  estate's  houses, 
without  making  any  allowance  for  empty  houses  and 
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flats  and  swear  that  these  were  correct  transcripts 
from  Mr.  Clough's  books.  But  Roden  hated  a  prison 
more  than  he  hated  Mr.  Ciough  and  was  reluctant 
to  comply.  I,  myself,  though  not  a  bigoted  moral- 
ist, urged  him  not  to  perjure  himself  for  the  sake  of 
ruioiing  his  benefactor. 

But  Smyler  told  him,  that  he  would  be  in  no 
danger,  for  that  he  himself  would  second  his  oath. 
That  if  they  removed  Mr.  Olough,  they  could  then 
use  all  the  money  of  the  estate,  including  the  money, 
which  Mr.  Ciough  had  loaned  it,  to  fight  him.  There 
were  thousands  of  items  in  the  account,  and  they 
could  prolong  the  reference  on  the  accounting  for 
years.  They  would  keep  repeating  their  charges 
against  him  in  season  and  out  of  season,  in  the  courts 
and  in  the  newspapers.  Mr.  Ciough  would  be  under 
a  cloud ;  all  his  time  would  be  taken  up ;  he  could  do 
no  other  business,  and  he  would  be  put  to  great  and 
continual  expense.  There  were  a  dozen  lawyers  on 
their  side,  and  they  could  divide  up  their  time,  while 
Mr.  Ciough  would  have  to  be  in  the  field  day  and 
night. 

Still  Roden  hesitated ;  I  think,  to  do  him  jus- 
tice, that  he  was  restrained  by  the  moral  reasons, 
which  I  urged  on  him  and  by  my  threat  to  withdraw 
my  friendship,  if  he  were  guilty  of  such  an  act  of 
ingratitude.  However,  he  made  out  the  accounts 
as  they  wished,  leaving  out  the  credit  side  of  Mr. 
Clough's  loan  account,  but  putting  in  the  debit  side. 
This  made  it  appear  that  Mr.  Ciough  had  overdrawn 
thirty-four  thousand,  two  hundred  and  ninety-five 
dollars  and  nineteen  cents  from  the  estate  instead  of 
the  estate  owing  him  fifty-one  thousand, one  hundred 
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and  thirty-five  dollars  and  seventy-six  cents.  But 
Roden  would  not  swear  to  the  account.  They  prom- 
ised him  that,  when  they  had  removed  Mr.  Clough, 
they  would  have  him  appointed  in  his  place,  but 
Eoden  still  refused.  At  length  Smyler  hit  on  a 
clever  device.  He  hired  ex-Judge  Clark  Hugh  to 
write  out  an  opinion  that  proved  to  Eoden  that  his 
aflBdavit  would  be  the  truth. 

"The  truth?" 

Smyler  brought  the  opinion  to  Roden  at  an  op- 
portune moment.  He  found  Roden  beside  himself 
with  rage ;  he  had  just  told  Mr.  Clough,  that  he  had 
read  one  of  his  poems  and  admired  it  very  much  and 
had  asked  Mr.  Clough  to  increase  his  salary  frota 
twenty-five  to  fifty  dollars  a  week. 

"  He  had  been  working  nights  to  ruin  me ;  no 
wonder  he  wanted  his  salary  raised." 

It  so  happened,  that  that  very  afternoon  the  girl, 
whom  Roden  had  betrayed,  wrote  to  Mr.  Clough, 
asking  him,  if  he  did  not  think,  that  if  she  wrote  to 
Roden's  mother,  she  would  take  pity  on  her.  Mr. 
Clough  had  spoken  to  Roden  about  it,  and  Roden  had 
sworn  to  fix  him  for  meddling  with  his  private  busi- 
ness, so  that  I  was  not  surprised  at  what  followed. 
Roden  had  before  told  me,  that  he  was  in  love  with  a 
poor  girl  of  great  beauty,  and  that  a  woman  of  wealth 
was  in  love  with  him;  that  he  thought  the  most 
sensible  course  would  be  to  marry  the  rich  woman 
and  make  the  poor  girl  his  chere  amie ;  that  then  they 
would  all  be  happy. 

Smyler  brought  the  Judge's  opinion  to  Roden, 
who  devoured  it  eagerly.  I  was  there  at  the  time 
with  a  letter  from  Mr.  Drinkwater.  Judge  Hugh 
said,  that  Roden  would  be  juatififeA  m  «^^«\s^  "^ 
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the  account  he  had  drawn  up,  showing  Mr.  Clough'a 
embezzlements.  That  there  was  no  law,  by  which  an 
executor  was  allowed  to  loan  his  personal  money  to 
an  estate ;  therefore,  one  had  a  right  to  erase  all  the 
alleged  loans  made  to  the  estate  by  Mr.  Clough  and 
enter  in  his  account  only  the  amount  of  his  with- 
drawals. That  he  had  just  made  a  similar  report  as 
a  referee  in  a  case  involving  the  surplus  money  of  a 
foreclosure  suit  brought  by  the  Mammoth  Life  In- 
surance Company,  and  that,  though  the  executors  had 
objected,  their  lawyers  had  ax^uiesced.  All  the 
members  of  Smyler's  firm,  a  firm  held  in  esteem  from 
their  occupying  an  entire  floor  in  the  largest  office 
building  in  New  York,  endorsed  Judge  Hugh's  opin- 
ion. It  was  in  vain  that  I  remonstrated;  Koden's 
mind  was  made  up.  It  is  all  right ;  it  is  a  conclu- 
sive presumption  of  law,  he  said,  quoting  the  Judge's 
opinion,  that  loans  made  by  an  executor  to  an  estate 
are  gifts,  and  any  repayments,  thefts.  He  swore 
to  the  statements  and  gave  them  to  Smyler,  who,  with 
his  partners,  made  similar  affidavits  on  information 
and  belief.  When  I  asked  Drinkwater  about  it,  he 
was  troubled.  I  can  swallow  almost  anything,  he 
said,  except  bad  law.  Is  it  possible  any  one  could 
be  taken  in  by  such  an  opinion  ?  I  don't  more  than 
half  like  this  business.  But,  he  added,  why  take 
sides  on  trivial  moral  questions,  while  we  stand  be- 
tween such  grave  opposites  as  empty  and  full  ?  Why 
doesn't  the  foolish  fellow  stand  in  with  me,  or  do 
something  rational?  Why  does  he  force  me — ^he 
made  a  motion  as  though  to  brush  away  a  fly. 

"  It  seems,"  said  Sergent,  "  that  at  the  hearing  be- 
fore Judge  Reynolds  on  the  motion  to  remove,  Van 
Nest  took  the  opmioa  of  Clark  Hugh  seriously  amd 
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urged  it  before  the  Judge.  This  set  all  the  lawyers 
by  the  ears.  In  consequence  they  are  going  to  have 
a  meeting  this  evening  and  arrange  a  new  campaign 
against  you." 

"  Cheeseborough's  statement  would  be  of  more 
value,"  said  Clem,  "  if  he  would  let  us  use  it  against 
Drinkwater." 

"  He  will  in  case  of  Drinkwater's  death,"  said  Ser- 
gent,  "  and  Tank  may  not  be  immortal." 

"  He  shall  be,  if  my  verses  avail  anything,"  mut- 
tered Clem. 

"  'Tis  a  strange  chance,  that  this  rogue  Cheese- 
borough  should  be  our  mainstay,"  said  Sergent. 
"  There  is  something  godlike  in  turning  evil  into 
good.  He  is  doubly  bound  to  us ;  first  by  fear;  next 
by  money.  Drinkwater  promises,  but  we  pay ;  owing 
to  the  uncertainty  of  himian  life^  this  makes  a  dif- 
ference." 

"  Has  Cheeseborough  heard  anything  about  my 
checks  and  vouchers  ?     Have  they  been  burned  ?" 

"  They  are  all  silent  about  them ;  but,  what  I  also 
called  about  is  this :  the  meeting  this  evening  is  to 
be  held  at  the  Hotel  Brummel.  Drinkwater  has  re- 
ceived another  draft  to  pay  the  expenses  of  the  Fire- 
bane  suit ;  we  must  be  present." 

"  Impossible !     It  would  be  unprofessionaL" 

"  Are  you  a  fool,  Clem  ?  When  men  are  plotting 
to  murder  you  and  your  mother  " 

"  I  am  u  fool ;  it  is  the  fault  of  my  education." 

"  Well,  never  mind  whose  fault  it  is,  Clem,  as  long 
as  we  agree  upon  the  facts.     I  have  arranged  it" 

"  You  ?" 

"  Yes,  I.     The  spread  will  be  given  in  one  of 
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the  palm  rooms  of  the  hotel ;  one  side  of  this  room  is 
lined  with  curtains,  behind  which  are  iron  doors 
opening  into  fire  escapes.  I  have  hired  a  neighbor- 
ing room.  Cheeseborough,  just  before  the  dinner 
begins,  will  pull  the  iron  chain,  that  fastens  the  west- 
em  door ;  we  enter,  and,  hidden  behind  the  curtains, 
hear  all." 

Nothing  that  Sergent  had  plamned  went  amiss,  and 
at  six  o'clock  the  two  friends,  behind  the  friendly 
folds  of  heavy  draperies,  were  looking  and  listening 
unseen. 

The  Hotel  Brummel,  at  which  Drinkwater's  dinner 
was  to  be  given,  has  a  reputation  supreme  through- 
out the  world.  Whatever  flavors  earth  and  sea  have 
embodied  in  tempting  forms  are  either  stored  in  its 
cellar  or  come  daily  to  its  larder.  The  palm  room, 
is  a  modern  device,  through  which  the  two  hostile 
sexes  meet  harmoniously  under  the  white  and  red 
man's  emblems  of  peace.  The  hotel  stands  near  the 
center  of  the  society  section  of  New  York.  Within 
a  hundred  yards  of  it,  to  use  the  common  measure  of 
worth  in  America,  one  can  count  two  billions  of  dol- 
lars. 

"  That  is  Drinkwater's  Light  of  Love,"  whispered 
Sergent,  as  a  lady  of  imposing  presence  took  her  seat 
at  the  head  of  the  table. 

"'Tis  a  strange  title,"  said  Clem;  "she  must 
weigh  over  three  hundred  pounds;  but  she  has  a 
graceful  figure  and  a  handsome  face." 

"  There  comes  Van  Nest's  Light  of  Love." 

"  She  is  also  light  of  finger,"  said  Clem ;  "  no 
wonder  she  filched  Van  Nest's  heart.  That  must  be 
the  girl,  who  is  in  love  with  Roden;  how  can  he 


THE  DEUCE  OF  HEABTS.  289 

bring  her  into  such  company  ?  'Tis  an  old  saw,  that 
the  nicest  girls  love  the  worst  men." 

Soon  every  seat  was  taken,  amd  the  muffled  sound 
of  a  champagne  cork  opened  the  meetiiig. 

"Friends,"  said  Drinkwater,  "we  have  met  to  devise 
new  methods  against  our  common  enemy.  He  must 
thank  his  own  obstinacy  for  his  undoing,  for  I  would 
gladly  spare  him.  After  business,  myrtle  and  ivy 
shall  crown  our  labors." 

"  If  it  comes  to  the  worst,"  said  Tyreless,  rising, 
"  we  can  ruin  Mr.  Clough  by  putting  him  to  expense. 
Until  our  charges  against  him  are  proved  or  dis- 
proved, the  Court  will  grant  us  a  stay,  forbidding 
him  to  sell  any  property  of  the  estate  or  to  pay  any 
of  his  alleged  loans.  The  Judge  himself  has  told 
me,  that  such  a  stay  is  a  matter  of  course.  Mr. 
Cloughnow  pays  the  cost  of  carryingonthepatentsuit 
and  the  rest  of  the  estate's  business  out  of  the  estate's 
money ;  soon  he  will  have  to  pay  the  cost  out  of  his 
own  pocket.  He  will  also  have  to  pay  a  hundred 
dollars  a  week  for  accountants  to  answer  our  charges. 
He  has  to  pay  his  clerks  seventy-five  dollars  a  week ; 
and  the  other  office  expenses  of  the  estate  amount  to 
at  least  seventy-five  dollars  a  week  more.  He  cannot 
earn  a  dollar,  for  we  will  divide  up  our  time  and  he 
will  have  to  spend  all  his  time  on  this  accounting, 
answering  us  one  after  another." 

"  The  stay  will  materially  shorten  our  friend's 
stay  in  office,"  said  Drinkwater. 

"  The  stay,  of  course,"  said  Tyreless,  "  is  merely 
a  stake  to  tie  our  tackle  to.  I  fear  Mr.  Clough  does 
not  realize,  what  a  net  he  is  weaving  around  himself. 
Every  lawyer  knows,  that  an  executor  is  personally 
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liable  for  any  debts  he  incurs  for  an  estate  after  the 
testator's  death.  Mr.  Clough  still  owes  various  cred- 
itors over  twelve  thousand  dollars  for  debts  incurred 
after  Mr.  Cooley's  death,  for  repairing  buildings  and 
for  legal  services  in  the  Firebane  suit  and  for  vari- 
ous other  matters.  I  have  been  to  see  all  these 
creditors  and  have  told  them,  that  Mr.  Clough  was 
a  defaulter,  and,  as  soon  as  the  stay  is  granted,  they 
will  sue  Mr.  Clough  personally;  he  will  have  no 
defence." 

"  Bravo !  What  a  catching  legal  mantrap  1"  cried 
Drinkwater.  "  But  are  not  these  thirsty  thoughts  ? 
Baron,"  he  cried  to  a  waiter,  "  unlimber  a  few 
parks  of  light  artillery.  Lovers  of  Achilles,  a  short 
life  and  a  glorious !  No  heel  taps !"  Clem  heard 
the  popping  of  corks  and  the  clinking  of  glasses  with 
a  strange  horror.  He  knew  that,  what  Tyreless  said, 
was  true.  He  saw  his  few  thousand  dollars,  the 
soldiers  with  whom  to  defend  his  reputation  and 
secure  his  mother's  and  brother's  daily  bread,  melt- 
ing into  thin  air. 

"  We  can  make  Mr.  Clough  spend  his  entire  life 
on  this  accounting,"  said  Tyreless  warming.  "  He 
has  paid  out  a  million  of  dollars  in  several  thou- 
sand items,  to  all  of  which  we  have  filed  objections. 
We  can  cross-examine  him  an  hour  or  two  on  every 
item.  The  accounting  will  occupy  him  and  his 
children's  children  all  their  days." 

Tyreless  sat  down,  and  a  Mr.  Windmiller,  a  thin 
visaged  man  with  an  eye  like  a  jackal,  who  had 
been  specially  retained  to  cross-examine  Clem,  arose. 
"  Our  good  friend  Tontine,"  began  the  orator,  "  has 
the  advantage  of  being  not  only  one  of  the  ablest  but 
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one  of  the  youngest  members  of  the  bar.  His  method 
is  sure,  but,  as  the  Cooley  Estate  is  mortgaged  to 
the  gunwale,  should  we  not  s'.pplement  his  method 
by  others  more  rapid  ?  During  Mr.  Clough's  cross- 
examination  I  have  run  out  two  masked  lines  of 
questions  among  many  of  little  moment.  I  have 
framed  hundreds  of  double  questions,  each  of  which 
is  really  two  questions  in  one.  If  you  answer  yes 
to  one-half  of  the  question,  you  must  answer  no  to 
the  other  half.  Then  I  have  told  Mr.  Clough  to 
answer  yes  or  no  to  the  whole  question." 

"Bravo!  'Tis  a  Janus  question:  heads  I  win, 
tails  you  lose,"  said  Drinkwater. 

"  The  foolish  fellow  has  fallen  into  the  trap  in 
numbers  of  cases.  In  my  other  line  of  questioais  I 
have  adopted  this  plan.  I  have  put  into  my  question 
some  of  his  former  evidence,  having  first  recast  it  so 
as  to  be  nine-tenths  white  and  one-tenth  colored." 

"  An  Octoroon  question !"  said  Drinkwater. 

"  Mr.  Clough,"  I  ask  him,  "  you  have  previously 
testified  so  and  so,  have  you  not  ?  As  most  of  my 
question  is  true,  he  has  not  noticed  the  change,  and 
has  often  answered  yes.  In  this  way,  after  ten 
questions,  changing  always  the  colored  tenth  frac- 
tion of  each,  by  putting  his  answers  together,  I  have 
made  him  contradict  himself  out  of  his  own  mouth 
and  swear  that  black  is  white.  My  examination 
may  appear  long,  but  by  picking  out  his  answers 
to  what  our  witty  friend  calls  my  Octoroon  ques- 
tions, I  have  convicted  Mr.  Clough  of  embezzle- 
ment a  dozen  times  on  his  own  sworn  testimony." 

"  Bravo !"  cried  Drinkwater.  "  What  submarine 
craft  and  cunning  legal  combinations !  Let  ua  drink 
to  the  perf actor  of  the  perfect  TL\3GDc!\ietr 
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Again  Clem  heard  the  cheerful  firing  of  cham- 
pagne bottles  and  the  dink  of  glasses.  They  were 
drinking  the  golden  wine^  but  his  throat  was  chok- 
ing with  ashes. 

"  My  brave  Myrmidons,  no  heel  taps !"  cried 
Drinkwater.     "  A  short  life  and  a  glorious  one  1" 

Mr.  Van  Nest  then  arose.  "Gentlemen,"  he 
said,  "  the  will  of  Mr.  Cooley  gives  the  executors 
the  right  to  sell  the  real  estate,  but  not  the  right 
to  collect  the  rents.  They  are  not  trustees  under  an 
express  trust;  they  have  simply  a  naked  power  of 
sale;  the  fee  belongs  to  the  heirs.  The  executors 
have  mortgaged  some  of  the  real  estate  to  themselves 
to  secure  their  alleged  loans.  We  have  persuaded 
all  the  prior  mortgagees  to  begin  to  foreclose  their 
mortgages  again.  We  shall  claim  the  surplus  from 
the  foreclosure  sales  for  the  heirs  and  ourselves. 
The  matter  has  been  referred  to  Judge  Hugh;  he 
will  wipe  out  the  executors'  alleged  loans  and  mort- 
gages and  give  us  the  surplus.  The  executors  will 
then  whistle  for  their  security,  loans  and  commis- 
sions.    I  have  been  so  informed  in  advance." 

There  was  some  applause  at  this  suggestion,  but 
Drinkwater  frowned.  "  Your  law,"  he  said,  "  is 
all  wrong.  They  will  reverse  you  on  appeal,  and, 
if  you  spend  the  surplus,  you  will  be  defaulters. 
The  power  to  sell  real  estate  gives  the  executors  the 
power  to  collect  rents  by  implication.  The  real 
estate  at  the  testator's  death  became  personal  prop- 
erty by  equitable  conversion.  Beware,  how  you 
touch  the  surplus.  You  will  rue  it.  I  can  stand 
most  anything  but  bad  law." 

Van  Nest  sat  down  sadly,  for  he  was  justly  vain 
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of  his  legal  acumen,  and  Mr.  Smyler  arose. 
*^  Gentlemen,"  he  said,  ''  let  us  pass  by  this  ques- 
tion, on  both  sides  of  which  much  can  be  urged. 
I  rise  to  say,  that  I  have  come  to  a  fair  agreement 
with  our  stenographer.  He  will  insist  upon  Mr. 
Clough's  paying  for  his  copy  of  the  minutes,  but 
will  not  ask  tis  to  pay  him,  till  the  case  ends.  As 
soon  as  the  stay  is  granted,  Mr.  Clough  will  have 
to  pay  from  his  own  pocket  fifty  dollars  a  week  for 
his  copy  of  the  minutes.  I  have  also  agreed  that 
the  stenographer  shall  receive  double  pay,  if  we  win. 
I  think  the  stenographer  will  report  the  case  im- 
partially and  will  not  color  it  in  favor  of  Mr. 
Clough." 

"  What  a  dainty  device  and  effective  legal  in- 
vention!" cried  Drinkwater. 

Smyler  looked  pleased.  "  Each  of  us,"  he  said, 
"  has  tried  to  contribute  something  a  little  out  of 
the  common  to  the  general  good.  I  fear  we  all 
stand  too  much  committed  to  the  moral  side  of  legal 
methods,  but  perhaps  it  is  better  so  to  err.  There 
are  certain  catch  words,  that  affect  common  minds, 
one  of  which  is  the  expression  Wall  Street.  Dur- 
ing the  past  four  years  Mr.  Clough  has  bought  and 
sold  a  good  many  stocks.  I  have  been  around 
quietly  to  his  brokers  and  told  them,  that  he  was 
speculating  with  trust  funds.  They  have  given  me 
copies  of  his  accounts.  If  we  bring  this  charge 
against  him  in  open  Court  and  claim  that  this 
eighty-five  thousand  dollars,  if  loaned  at  all,  was 
money,  which  he  made  by  speculating  with  trust 
funds,    every   one  will   believe  us.     Most  persons 

think,  tJbat  a  mm  with  a  thousand  dollars  in  Ma 
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pocket  can  step  lightly  into  Wall  Street  and  in  a 
few  hours  lose  his  stake  or  make  his  fortune.  Mr. 
Clough  will  be  morally  killed,  as  by  a  Lyddite  bomb, 
before  he  begins  his  defence." 

"  What  a  shrewd  maneuver  and  masterly  diver- 
sion!" said  Drinkwater. 

"  There  is  one  plan  of  action,  which,  when  there 
are  a  number  of  lawyers  on  one  side,  I  have  rarely 
seen  fail,"  continued  Smyler.  "  As  Mr.  Clough 
will  be  on  the  witness  stand  during  the  rest  of  his 
life,  he  will  be  obliged  to  have  some  law  firm  to  rep- 
resent him.  This  firm,  if  we  work  it  right,  will 
charge  him  at  least  fifty  dollars  a  day.  We  will  tell 
his  lawyers,  how  able  and  trustworthy  they  are,  ask 
them  to  take  entire  charge  of  the  estate,  until  Mr. 
Clough  is  removed,  and  advise  them  to  press  their 
bill  for  services,  while  there  is  yet  time.  We  must 
all  call  on  them  at  least  once  a  day,  so  that  they  can 
charge  Mr.  Clough  for  consultations  and  also  take 
up  as  much  of  their  time  as  possible  in  other  ways, 
so  that  they  will  be  the  more  eager  to  make  Mr. 
Clough  pay  largely  and  promptly.  Then  urge  them 
to  advise  Mr.  Clough  to  retire  and  promise  to  pay 
them  their  bills  in  full  ourselves,  as  soon  as  he  is  out. 
We  shall  thus  set  him  at  odds  with  his  own  lawyers." 

"  Bravo !"  cried  Drinkwater,  "a  fool  is  bom  every 
minute.'' 

Mr.  Nagler  was  the  next  speaker.  "  Mr.  Eoden," 
he  said,  "  has  drawn  up  a  list  of  Mr.  Clough's  dis- 
charged employes  and  of  every  one,  who  has  a  claim 
against  him  or  a  grievance.  We  will  ask  each  of 
them,  if  Mr.  Clough  was  not  willing  to  hire  or  pay 
him,  if  he  would  let  Mr.  Clough  have  a  rake-off. 
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We  have  found  two  or  three  soreheads  already, 
who,  if  we  allow  them,  will  swear  the  sea  dry." 

"  We  have  an  important  affidavit  from  a  former 
clerk  of  Mr.  Clough,"  said  Stryker.  "  He  was  re- 
luctant to  give  it,  but  he  was  handicapped  by  having 
to  support  his  mother  and  three  sisters,  and  Eoden, 
it  seems,  had  a  pull  on  him.  Some  years  since,  this 
clerk  had  collected  fifty  dollars  of  the  estate's  money 
and,  while  allaying  his  thirst,  was  joined  by  a  gay 
petticoat,  who  robbed  him.  We  drew  up  an  affi- 
davit for  him  to  sign,  perfectly  accurate  for  aught 
we  knew  to  the  contrary,  and  told  him  that,  if  he 
refused,  we  should  have  to  inform  his  employer, 
that  he  was  a  thief,  and  that  the  starvation  of  his 
family  would  then  lie  at  his  door.  The  foolish 
fellow  hesitated,  but  at  last  bursting  into  tears  ex- 
claimed, Mr.  Clough  would  rather  lose  a  thousand 
dollars,  than  have  my  family  starve.  It  was  almost 
pathetic.'' 

"  What  charge  do  you  make  against  Mr.  Clough 
through  him?''  asked  Drinkwater. 

"  We  charge  him  with  pilfering  from  the  petty 
cash  box.  Many  men's  feelings  are  more  har- 
rowed by  being  accused  of  petty  larceny  than  of 
graver  crimes.  Mr.  Clough  charged  the  estate  eight 
dollars  a  week  for  petty  cash,  and  Peters  swears  that 
he  stole  it  all.  The  humor  of  it  is,  that  Wind- 
miller  has  made  Clough  on  the  accounting  swear 
that  Peters  is  honest  and  trustworthy.  Clough  has 
signed  his  own  death-warrant  without  knowing  it." 

"  I  often  spend  twice  that  sum  for  petty  cash  in 
one  day  on  one  case,"  said  Drinkwater,  "  but  there 
are  lawyers  and  lawyers ;  my  reputation  neceaaitaAfta. 
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a  liberal  expenditure.  Does  Koden  swear  to  the 
pilfering  ?" 

"  Certainly." 

Drinkwater  looked  around  him  and  saw  appar- 
ently that  Koden  and  his  partner  had  left  the  room. 
"  'Tis  a  shrewd  oath,  that  escapes  Roden's  endorse- 
ment/' he  said ;  "  he  swears  to  everything ;  he  is 
a  universal  expert;  an  expert  accountant;  a  real 
estate  expert;  an  expert  on  handwriting,  and  on  a 
dozen  branches  of  law.  What  did  he  do,  before 
he  went  into  the  swearing  business?" 

"  He  was  a  plumber's  assistant,  an  auctioneer's 
clerk,  and,  for  a  year,  drummer  for  a  patent  medi- 
cme." 

"All  fine  schools,"  said  Drinkwater;  "I  like  a 
good  liar,  but  Koden  suits  me  too  well.  There  is 
such  a  thing  as  overswearing  your  case.  I  don't 
think  we  will  drink  to  Koden's  health."  'Twas  the 
most  severe  sentence  ever  given  by  Drinkwater. 

Mr.  Goole  now  rose :  "  Gentlemen,"  he  said,  "  we 
have  all  of  us  had  to  struggle  not  to  be  moved  by 
weak  pity  for  Mr.  Cloug^h.  But  we  have  too  great 
interests  at  stake  here  to  dilute  justice  with  mercy. 
Mr.  Clough  has  his  family  dependent  on  him,  and  I 
think  we  shall  all  be  willing,  if  his  mother  is  ruined, 
to  give  her  a  position  as  janitress  in  one  of  our  build- 
ings. 

"Debellare  superbas  et  parcere  victis,"  said 
Drinkwater.  "  I  like  Clough,  but  the  patent  suit 
is  worth  ten  millions  of  dollars." 

"Hear!  hear!" 

"  We  have  composed  our  differences ;  I  shall  wel- 
come you  all  as  associate  counsel.     Nothing  now 


THE  DEUCE  OF  HEAETS.  297 

stands  between  us  and  ten  millions  of  dollars  but 
this  rhymester." 

"  We  have  employed  three  men,"  said  Nagler, 
"  to  meet  Clough  frequently  alone  and  to  keep  tab 
of  time  and  place.  He  is  easy  of  access  and  free 
of  speech.  They  are  ready  to  swear,  that  he  has 
confessed  to  them,  that  he  is  guilty  of  all  the 
charges  brought  against  him  and  of  many  others; 
of  course,  we  have  cautioned  them  to  tell  nothing 
but  the  literal  truth." 

"  Time  and  Place  Men  1"  whispered  Clem ;  "  I 
know  them." 

"  As  principal  witnesses,"  said  N agler,  "  their 
evidence  would  be  of  less  worth,  but  to  corroborate 
other  testimony,  they  are  invaluable." 

"  Nagler,"  thought  Clem,  "  is  one  of  the  Fillers-in. 
Eoden,  Tyreless  and  he  have  invented  the  stories,  to 
which  the  Time  and  Place  Men  will  swear." 

"Mr.  Nagler,"  continued  Goole,  "has  found 
three  real  estate  brokers,  who  will  swear,  that 
Clough  offered  to  employ  them,  if  they  would  divide 
commissions  with  him,  and  they  refused." 

"  Kefused !"  said  Drinkwater.  "These  witnesses 
are  too  virtuous  to  receive  much  credit." 

Goole  smiled.  "We  have  done  a  little  better  than 
that,"  he  said.  "Mr.  Clough's  attorney  died  three 
months  ago.  He  had  a  claim  against  the  estate  of 
fifteen  thousand  dollars  for  two  years'  work,  before 
Mr.  Cooley  died.  After  the  testator's  death,  Mr. 
Clough  paid  Mr.  Green  six  thousand  dollars  a  year 
to  devote  all  his  time  to  the  estate's  business.  Mr. 
Green  disbursed  for  this  patent  suit  and  others  about 
as  much  more*    Now  we  have  got  Mr,  Appleby^ 
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an  old  derk  of  Mr.  Green,  to  swear  that  Mr.  Green 
told  him,  that  he  had  doubled  up  his  charges  and 
given  half  his  receipts  to  Clough.  There  are  two 
men,  who  have  claims  against  the  estate  of  thirty 
thousand  dollars  each,  one  of  them  named  Freund- 
flayer  and  the  other  Skinner.  These  claims  Clough 
disputes.  They  have  offered  to  swear  to  what 
Green's  clerk  says,  or  anything  else  we  may  wish, 
provided  of  Icourse  it  is  true,  if  we  will  allow  their 
claims.  We  have  told  the  widow,  Mrs.  Green,  who 
has  a  large  family  dependent  upon  her,  that  if  she 
will  swear  to  what  Mr.  Appleby  says,  we  will  allow 
her  claim ;  if  not,  we  will  fight  it  till  doomsday." 

"  She  will  never  do  it,"  said  Drinkwater's  lady 
friend,  indignantly.  "  Euin  her  husband's  reputa- 
tion!" 

"  Softly,"  said  Drinkwater. 

"Mrs.  Trotter  is  right,"  said  Goole,  smiling, 
"but  Mrs.  Green  need  know  nothing  of  that. 
She  has  refused  us  so  far,  but  Mr.  Appleby 
is  going  to  visit  her  as  her  friend.  He  is  an 
attorney,  and  he  will  offer  t©  get  her  money  for 
her  without  charge.  He  will  persuade  her  to  give 
him  all  her  papers,  and  especially  the  twenty-four 
thousand  dollars  of  vouchers,  which  prove  Mr. 
Green's  disbursements.  These  vouchers  will,  of 
course,  be  safe  in  our  hands  and  will  be  produced, 
when  the  interests  of  justice  require  them.  Mr. 
Clough's  account  will  then  show,  that  he  paid  his  at- 
torney forty-eight  thousand  dollars  for  services  in- 
stead of  twenty-four  thousand.  We  shall  thus  have 
five  witnesses,  Eoden,  Appleby  and  the  three 
Enightd  of  iihe  Ta(b,  who  will  swear  that  Green  con« 
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fessed  to  them,  that  he  entered  into  a  conspiracy 
with  Clough  to  charge  double  what  his  servioes  were 
worth  and  divide  with  Clough.  Green  is  dead; 
how  can  Clough  contradict  them?  Appleby  will 
doubtless  be  able  to  get  Mr.  Green's  widow  to  swear 
without  knowing  it  to  this  conspiracr^  between  her 
husband  and  Mr.  Clough." 

"  The  law  will  not  admit  confessions  by  a  dead 
man  to  prove  a  charge  of  conspiracy,"  said  Drink- 
water. 

"  Prove  the  facts  and  never  mind  the  law.  We 
will  have  the  widow's  claim  referred  to  Clark  Hugh. 
We  always  know  his  report  in  advance,  which  takes 
away  the  one  bad  feature  of  the  law,  its  uncertainty. 
'Tis  a  pity  one  can  never  tell,  how  the  higher  courts 
will  decide." 

"Bravo!  What  a  strategic  substitution!"  said 
Drinkwater. 

**  I  never  knew  a  case  better  put  on  the  boards," 
said  Tyreless. 

"  Thank  God,  this  case  only  calls  for  one  grave !" 
said  Drinkwater.  "  In  our  Firebane  suit  it  would 
have  been  an  economy  to  have  bought  a  private  ceme- 
tery. Think  of  the  bankruptcies,  the  broken  hearts, 
the  cruel  deaths,  that  have  followed  in  the  track  of 
that  suit,  and  we  shall  reap  its  golden  fruits." 

"  'Tis  humorous,"  said  Stryker,  "  that  the  main 
charge,  which  we  bring  against  Mr.  Clough,  is  that 
he  carried  on  this  patent  suit,  and  our  chief  reason 
for  ousting  him  is,  that  we  want  to  get  control  of  the 
suit.  He  couldn't  very  well  help  carrying  it  on, 
as  it  was  begun  long  before  he  was  executor,  but 
perhaps  he  won't  have  the  sense  to  iirge  that," 
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"You  met  with  your  match  this  morning,  I 
hear,"  said  Smyler  to  Windmiller. 

*^  Yes,"  replied  the  latter ;  "  I  don't  mind  telling 
a  story  against  myself.  The  question  was,  whether 
a  man  was  too  sick  to  make  a  will.  I  was  examin- 
ing the  testator's  physician.  Now,  tell  me,  Doctor 
Advent,  I  asked,  on  that  day  was  not  Mr.  Jones  too 
sick  to  go  down  town  and  attend  to  his  business; 
answer  yes  or  no  ?  The  rogue  of  a  doctor  answered, 
^  You  have  asked  me  two  questions  in  one,  each  call- 
ing for  a  different  answer.  The  first  refers  to  the 
testator's  physical  condition.  He  was  not  able  to 
go  down  town.  The  second  refers  to  his  mental 
condition.  He  was  able  to  attend  to  his  business.' 
If  Mr.  Clough  had  been  as  clever  as  the  doctor,  he 
would  not  have  convicted  himself  of  a  dozen  crimes." 

Clem  clutched  Sergent's  arm  in  impotent  rage. 
"  The  double-headed  viper !"  he  muttered. 

"  You  have  had  great  experience  in  harrying  ex- 
ecutors ?"  said  Drinkwater  to  Smyler. 

"  We  have  never  lost  a  case,"  said  Smyler.  "Our 
system  is  thorough ;  when  we  put  on  the  screws,  an 
executor  can  neither  eat,  drink  nor  sleep." 

"  How  long  do  cases  like  this  last  ?" 

"  That  depends ;  an  accounting  before  a  referee 
lasts  as  long  as  we  choose,  a  hundred  years  if  neces- 
sary. But  it  is  the  motions  to  remove  an  executor 
and  the  attacks  in  the  press,  that  are  trying  to  his 
nerves.  Practically  we  have  all  the  money  of  an 
estate  to  assign  to  our  witnesses  in  order  to  ruin 
him." 

"  Does  it  take  long  ?" 

^^  Not  as  a  rule ;  when  an  executor  is  in  the  v^rong, 
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which  is  rare,  he  compromises,  and  that  ends  it; 
when  he  is  in  the  right,  he  fights,  and  then  he  is  to 
be  pitied." 

"  Has  he  no  chance  ?" 

"  None  whatever ;  some  fight  longer  than  others ; 
married  men  fight  longer  than  single  men ;  religious 
men  outlast  profane  men;  a  deacon  fought  us  for 
three  years ;  he  died,  just  after  he  had  handed  in  his 
last  voucher;  his  wife  buoyed  him  up;  she  was  a 
bom  fighter.  Poor  fellow ;  I  felt  sorry  for  him,  but 
we  cannot  make  exceptions ;  it  would  hurt  our  repu- 
tation !" 

"  What  is  the  average  length  of  a  suit  ?" 

"  The  average  life  of  a  pugnacious  executor  is 
about  a /year.  But  a  poor  creature,  like  this  Clough, 
won't  last  three  months;  we  never  had  so  soft  a 
mark ;  I  hate  to  attack  him ;  it  is  like  a  sportsman 
shooting  at  a  calf."  Clem's  fingers  almost  met 
through  Sergent's  arm;  it  was  with  difficulty,  that 
he  chained  down  his  tongue.  Strange  that  the  only 
humane  impulse  ever  shown  by  Smyler  should  en- 
rage Clem  more  than  all  his  villainy. 

"Well,  fill  up  our  glasses,"  cried  Drinkwater. 
"  There  are  two  billions  of  men  in  the  world ;  let  ua 
drink  to  a  man  more  or  less." 

"  If  Clough  offers  any  written  evidence,"  said 
Van  Nest,  "  we  shall  jail  him.  We  have  three  ex- 
perts, who  can  prove  that  God  Almighty's  hand- 
writing in  the  heavens  is  a  forgery ;  we  are  talking 
among  friends  ?" 

"  Is  there  not  betting  matter  here  ?"  asked  Drink-* 
water. 

"  I'll  wager  we  bounce  the  poet  in  thirty  days/* 

cried  Yau  Nest^  who  'f^as  a  sporting  obm^^^Xx 
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"A  hundred,  taken!"  said  Drinkwater;  "pace 
never  kills  the  law." 

"  I'll  wager,  if  we  don't  bounce  him,  we'll  write, 
hie  jaoet  jackass,  over  his  grave  within  three 
months,"  said  Stryker,  who  was  growing  mellow. 

"  A  hundred,  taken  1"  said  Drinkwater ;  "  poets 
die  hard;  however  poor,  they  have  a  tendency  to- 
ward immortality." 

"  We  are  twenty  veterans,"  said  Stryker ;  "  we 
are  eight  or  nine  law  firms  with  all  our  allies  in 
court  and  out  We  have  fifty  witnesses  to  swear  to 
anything  we  wish,  if  true,  and  we  have  half  a  million 
of  dollars  of  this  estate  to  spend  to  ruin  this  poet- 
aster.    If  we  don't  destroy  him,  law  is  a  failure." 

"  Have  you  heard  those  stories  about  his  fight  with 
the  crooks  ?"  asked  Tyreless. 

"  Moonshine !"  said  Stryker.  "  Clough  is  a 
coward ;  he  blushes,  if  a  woman  speaks  to  him." 

"Enough  of  law!"  said  Drinkwater.  "Count, 
unlock  some  more  of  your  stored  sunbeams ;  fill  up 
our  friends'  glasses.  Here's  to  beauty,  that  inspires 
wit ;  here's  to  wit,  that  wins  beauty !"  There  was  a 
pattering  of  nimble  feet;  bottles  in  towels  showed 
like  infants  in  swaddling  clothes. 

"A  song!"  cried  Windmiller,  and  Drinkwater, 
after  a  little  coy  denial,  sang  in  a  rich  voice : 

"  Sons  of  wit,  whom  none  surpass, 
Qather  round  the  genial  glass; 
Hence,  with  aU  their  mocking  train. 
Age  and  wrinkle,  grief  and  painl 

Brave  invaders  of  the  bowl, 
Who  shall  wisdom's  cups  control? 
WeU  we  know,  how  small  the  beer. 
When  the  Stygian  Pool  we  near. 
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Beauty  shall  caress  and  leave  us, 
Hope  shall  flatter  and  deceive  us. 
Soon  shall  fortune,  love  and  fame 
Fade  to  a  forgotten  name  I 

Waste  not,  then,  the  moments,  when 
Bacchus  smiles  on  thirsty  men ! 
Drink,  till  earth  has  swallowed  up 
All  the  seas  that  fill  her  cup  \** 

"  Bravo !"  they  all  shouted,  and  Koden,  who  had 
returned  alone,  running  up  to  Drinkwater,  cried 
out: 

"  Mr.  Drinkwater,  that  is  what  I  call  poetry ; 
lend  me  a  hundred  dollars?"  The  mellow  victim 
drew  from  his  pocket  a  large  wad  and  was  about  to 
pass  it  to  Boden  to  divide,  when  his  lady  friend 
suddenly  turned  from  Stryker,  to  whom  she  was 
speaking,  and  caught  sight  of  the  quarry.  Her 
hand  fell  upon  it,  like  a  hawk  upon  a  sparrow,  and, 
before  either  of  the  startled  pair  could  follow  its 
flight,  she  had  lodged  it  in  the  safe  seclusion  of  her 
vestal  bosom. 

"  This  Clough  is  more  of  a  fool  than  I  thought," 
said  Windmiller,  who  had  once  been  a  college  tutor. 
"  I  have  been  looking  up  his  record ;  listen  to  this 
doggerel : 

"  '  But  sweeter  than  the  melody 
Of  zephyr,  wave,  or  bird, 
The  song,  that  lures  the  passerby. 
Once  heard  too  often  heard  I' 

"  Once  heard,  too  often  heard,  the  fool  doesnH 
know  the  first  principles  of  grammar.  Often  means 
more  than  once ;  he  ought  to  be  sent  to  the  primary 
school." 
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"  'Tis  a  delicate  instance  of  hyperbole,"  said 
Drinkwater. 

"  It  is  crass  ignorance ;  if  he  were  here,  I'd  cane 
him." 

Clem's  feelings  during  this  scene  had  been  strung 
up  to  a  high  pitch.  Slowly  he  had  seen  his  hope  of 
escape  wither.  He  was  one  against  twenty  in  a 
contest,  in  which  not  truth  but  the  greater  number 
wins.  Timid  as  he  was  by  nature,  how  he  wished, 
that  he  could  decide  the  matter  with  pistols  over  a 
handkerchief  and  have  done.  As  hope  left  him, 
the  courage  of  despair  gave  him  a  strange  feeling  of 
exaltation.  He  grew  flighty  and  forgot  where  he 
was.  At  Windmiller's  sneer  at  his  verses,  a  Ber- 
serker wrath  seized  him,  and  he  shrieked  out: 
"  Liars !  assassins !  as  God  lives,  you  shall  die  by 
this  hand !"  The  next  minute  a  grasp  of  iron  was 
on  his  collar,  and  he  was  dragged  outside  the  room. 

"Fool!  dolt!  ingrate!  Will  you  spoil  all?" 
whispered  Sergent,  hurrying  him  into  the  next  room 
and  pouring  a  volley  of  abuse  upon  him. 

"  Thanks,"  he  said,  at  length ;  "  I  am  dead  and 
damned ;  don't  waste  invectives  on  a  corpse ;  I  shall 
look  no  more  upon  the  sun." 

"  Don't  let  me  look  upon  a  coward,"  cried  Ser- 
gent, and  taking  him  to  the  glass  showed  him  his 
pallid  face.  "  What  would  your  father  think,  if 
you  flunked?  Come  home;  your  mother  will  tell 
you  that  you  are  not  a  bastard."  Neither  had  ever 
seen  the  other  so  moved.  They  took  a  cab  and 
found  Mrs.  Clough  with  Grace  Mitchell  in  the  draw- 
ing room,  reading  an  article  in  the  afternoon 
paper. 
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•'What  have  you  learned,  Clem?"  she  asked, 
anxiously. 

"  Mother,"  said  Clem,  "  our  money  is  gone,  honor 
is  gone,  life  remains." 

"God  remains,"  she  answered  quietly;  then 
kissing  Clem  and  telling  him  not  to  excite  himself, 
she  bade  Sergent  tell  his  story.  She  listened  for 
some  minutes  without  stirring.  Suddenly  the  fierce 
look  of  an  angry  lioness  flamed  into  her  eyes.  The 
calnmess  she  had  urged  upon  Clem  deserted  her. 
Springing  to  her  feet  with  the  unconscious  air  of  a 
pythoness,  she  cried  out: 

"May  the  curse  of  God  waste  them  limb  and 
joint!  May  their  eyes  drop  from  their  sockets! 
Oh  Thou,  the  Veiler,  Thou  who  dwellest  behind  the 
hidden  walls  of  the  world,  let  Thine  unseen  power 
shelter  those,  whose  hope  is  in  Thee.  Let  not  the 
web  of  words  entangle  their  feet.  Be  to  those,  who 
worship  Thee,  a  shield,  and  to  their  enemies  a  sword. 
May  this  plot  bring  forth  vultures,  who  shall  prey 
upon  the  vitals  of  those  hell-born,  who  would  destroy 
us.  God,  Thou  hast  answered  me !  Thou  wilt  not 
see  iniquity  triumph !  Thou,  God  the  Merciful,  art 
thou  not  God  the  Avenger?" 

"  Mother,"  cried  Clem,  as  Grace  tried  to  per- 
suade her  to  silence,  "you  would  walk  barefooted 
through  the  snow  to  succor  a  stranger,  and  you  are 
killing  off  lawyers  by  the  score." 

"  Look,"  she  cried,  taking  up  a  newspaper,  "  is 
not  this  one  of  the  assassins  ?  'Jacob  Skinner,  while 
experimenting  with  Firebane  for  a  well-known  firm 
of  lawyers,  had  both  his  eyes  blown  out.'  " 

Clem  shuddered.     ''  It  is  he/' 
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"  God  has  revealed  himself  unto  him,"  said  hia 
mother  in  a  tone  of  sincerity,  that  made  Clem's 
blood  curdle.  "  So  perish  all  those,  who  practice 
against  the  guiltless !" 

"  Mother,"  said  Clem,  "  you  do  not  mean  what  you 
say ;  is  it  not  written,  *  Love  your  enemies  V  " 

"  My  enemies,  but  not  my  son's  enemies,"  she  re- 
plied fiercely.  Clem  drew  Sergent  away  leaving 
his  mother  with  Grace. 

"  This  case,"  said  Sergent,  "  may  yet  need  a 
private  cemetery,  as  large  as  that  of  the  patent  suit. 
Law  may  well  be  called  the  life-waster ;  under  pre- 
tense of  giving  medicine,  it  prescribes  a  lingering 
poison  for  its  patients." 

"  In  every  mother^s  heart,"  said  Clem,  "  there  la 
a  drop  of  tiger's  blood.  The  Blessed  Virgin  would 
have  torn  Herod  in  pieces  had  he  slain  her  child." 


CHAPTER  XX. 

War  and  peace  differ  like  a  tree  burning  and  de- 
caying. The  action  of  the  former  is  more  rapid 
and  the  spectacle  more  vivid,  but  the  causes  and 
effects  are  the  same.  Is  it  the  province  of  art  to 
retard  the  more  speedy  and  advance  the  slower  ac- 
tion ?  Or  is,  what  we  call  art,  but  an  idle  conven- 
tion, which  a  broader  love  of  truth  will  consider 
puerile  ?  In  history  or  biography  is  art,  if  it  exist 
at  all,  anything  more  than  an  accident  ?  I,  myself, 
for  I  am  at  home  on  no  other  plane,  dot  down  all 
facts  great  and  small,  which  I  think  pertinent  to  my 
subject.  Climax,  antithesis  and  other  tricks  of 
style  I  leave  perforce  to  the  poets,  a  race  of  sand- 
rope-weavers,  once  famous,  now  forgotten.  I  often 
wonder,  whether  my  method  is  not  as  good  as  an- 
other. Yet  at  times  I  ask  myself,  if,  from  a  higher 
point  of  view,  the  universe  and  even  the  lives  of 
individuals  do  not  move  across  the  canvas  of  eternal 
night  at  the  touch  of  an  artist  more  eloquent  than 
Phidias. 

But  little  thought  had  Clem  of  letters  in  the 
gloomy  days  that  followed.  A  pall  had  been 
drawn  over  his  life,  through  which  sun  and  star- 
beams  rarely  pricked  their  way.  By  nature  a  child 
of  twilight,  he  understood  neither  the  disinterested 
malevolence  of  his  enemies,  nor  his  mother^s  simple 
faith.  Nor  did  he  have  the  philosophy  of  Islam 
or  of  Pyrrhonism,  that,  believing  everything  is  writ- 
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ten  in  the  book,  or  is  the  result  of  accident,  looks 
upon  the  chance  and  change  of  fortune  with  in- 
difference. Kather  he  felt  like  a  superstitious 
Knight,  who,  pricking  through  the  Valley  of  Gloom, 
with  a  brief  prayer  to  God,  fights  as  long  as  he  can 
lay  on  load  against  nighthag,  wizard,  or  monster. 

Mrs.  Clough,  fearing  that  another  attempt  might 
be  made  to  poison  Clem,  now  purchased  every 
article  of  food  and  brought  it  home.  In  order  to 
economize,  she  discharged  her  servants  and  did 
their  work  herself.  Yet  she  did  not  allow  her 
friends  to  forget  her;  the  harder  she  toiled,  the 
more  she  strove  to  strengthen  herself  with  persons 
of  influence.  Her  success  was  marked  and  was  due 
to  the  fact,  that  she  never  bored  any  one ;  what  she 
wanted  she  asked  for  and,  with  or  without  it,  re- 
tired courteously. 

Grace  often  called  to  see  Clem's  mother ;  and  be- 
tween the  three  grew  the  sympathy  of  common  suf- 
fering. "  What  shall  I  do  ?"  she  used  to  ask  him, 
bitterly.  "  I  dare  not  refuse  Mr.  Holland,  for  my 
brother's  life  is  in  his  hands,  and  I  will  die  rather 
than  marry  him:    I  should  like  to  kill  him." 

"  Only  monsters  of  iniquity  repay  assassination," 
said  Clem. 

"  You  would  like  to  kill  your  enemies." 

"  Who  would  not  prefer  to  exchange  shots  with 
flesh  and  blood  to  fighting  with  ghosts?  Does 
Holland  tell  you,  that,  if  you  do  not  marry  him,  he 
will  murder  your  brother  by  withholding  his  evi- 
dence?    'Tis  a  strange  manner  of  wooing." 

^'  He  is  no  hypocrite.  'What,'  he  asks,  *  would  you 

think  of  me,  if  I  let  your  brother,  who  cares  nothing 
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for  me,  die  for  want  of  a  word.  What  must  I  think 
of  you,  if  you  let  me,  who  love  you,  die  for  want  of 
a  caress  V  " 

Clem's  mother  often  reproached  him  for  not  of- 
fering himself  to  Grace;  and  the  estrangement 
caused  by  his  silence  was  made  more  serious  by  hia 
visits  to  Ivy,  to  whose  house  a  spirit  of  music  drew 
his  half  reluctant  feet. 

Ivy  herself  often  rallied  him  upon  his  want  of 
spirit.  "  You  will  lose  all  your  hair,  if  you  work 
so  hard,  and  you  have  stopped  my  allowance  of 
verses.  A  bald-headed  poet  without  poetry!  think 
of  it !  a  flower  without  blossom  or  leaf !  This  law- 
suit is  a  story  without  an  end ;  don't  become  a  mono- 
maniac; forget  it  and  remember  me."  Clem  was 
tempted  to  ask  the  bride  of  the  treasure  to  free  her- 
self, marry  him  and  help  him  to  revenge  himself 
upon  his  enemies.  But  he  could  not  brook  the 
thought  of  sheltering  himself  behind  a  woman's 
skirts. 

His  first  accounting  as  executor  was  n6w  going 
on  before  Judge  Minot,  the  referee,  and  involved 
an  inquiry  into  several  thousand  items.  Pending 
this  reference  before  Judge  Minot,  the  Prothonotary 
had  ordered  a  stay,  forbidding  Clem  to  pay  out  any 
money  of  the  estate  except  for  taxes  and  interest 
on  mortgages.  The  property  was  largely  unim- 
proved, the  tenants  had  stopped  paying  rent,  when 
the  quarrel  began,  and,  as  the  property  could  not 
be  sold,  it  was  impossible  to  pay  the  interest  on  the 
mortgages.  Many  of  them  had  beem.  foreclosed  and 
sold  and  many  foreclosure  references  were  now  go- 
ing on  before  Judge  Hugh  to  decide,  to  whom  the 
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surplus  moneys  from  the  foreclosure  sales  belonged- 
The  motion  to  remove  Clem  from  his  oflSice  of  ex- 
ecutor for  misconduct,  the  Prothonotary  had  de- 
cided to  hear  two  months  later  on  oral  evidence. 
This  mode  of  trial,  since  it  would  allow  Clem  to 
cross-examine  hostile  witnesses,  was  fairer  than  a 
trial  by  affidavits,  at  which  an  inventive  Ananias 
easily  outweighs  a  dozen  Washingtons.  The  hostile 
lawyers,  to  prevent  Clem  from  having  time  to  pre- 
pare for  his  trial  before  Judge  Reynolds,  cross-ex- 
amined him  about  four  hours  every  day  in  his  ac- 
counting before  Judge  Minot.  How  well  Clem 
afterwards  recalled  the  scene,  the  impartial  but  kind 
face  of  the  Judge,  and  the  host  of  malignants  hang- 
ing over  him,  like  a  cloud  of  vultures  over  a  lamb. 

At  first,  tied  hand  and  foot  as  a  witness,  he  had 
found  little  pleasure  in  this  daily  duel.  It  required 
all  his  self-control  to  answer  calmly  the  sneers,  jibes 
and  insults,  that  were  showered  upon  him.  He 
realized  that  what  Stryker  said  might  be  true,  and 
that  the  life  of  an  executor  imder  the  harrow  might 
well  be  short.  Ambitious  not  to  let  himself  be 
served  up  as  a  hash  for  a  May  party  of  ghouls,  he 
began  to  inquire  narrowly  into  the  few  rights,  which 
a  witness  enjoys. 

Thereafter,  when  a  cross-examiner  grew  abusive, 
Clem  praised  him  for  his  courtesy ;  when  be  became 
tragic,  Clem  begged  him  to  descend  to  middle 
comedy;  when  he  thundered,  Clem  requested  Bo- 
anerges to  resume  His  Apollo  voice ;  and,  what  would 
have  provoked  St.  Peter,  when  he  used  some  up- 
landish  expression,  for  most  of  the  lawyers  were 
country  bred,  Clem  drawled  out;  pardon  me,  buir 
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I  do  not  understand  your  dialect.  When  Tyreless 
asked  fishing  questions  to  get  hold  of  other  clues  or 
witnesses,  Clem  answered  yes  or  no  for  hours  to- 
gether. When  Windmiller  asked  an  octoroon  ques' 
tion,  putting  Clem's  expected  answer  into  his  ques- 
tion and  added,  am  I  not  correct  as  to  my  facts? 
Clem  replied  sweetly:  wholly  erroneous  as  usual; 
had  you  not  better  recast  your  question?  When 
Windmiller,  recasting  it,  asked,  did  you  not  testify 
so  and  so?  Clem  answered:  you  color  my  evidence 
ty  your  superior  vocabulary;  I  should  express  it 
more  simply,  thus.  When  Windmiller  asked  a 
Janus  question  and  demanded  an  answer  yes  or  no, 
Clem  replied :  I  cannot  answer  yes  or  no,  and,  when 
he  insisted,  Clem  answered:  put  it  on  record,  that 
you  insist  on  my  perjuring  myself,  and  that  I  re- 
fuse. 

Stryker  was  the  master  witness-ringer,  and  when 
one  day  after  a  short  absence,  he  had  been  recalled : 
'^  I  feared,"  Clem  said  to  him  pleasantly,  "  that  you 
had  left  the  case." 

"  You  will  find  that  I  am  in  the  case  with  two 
feet." 

"  Two  feet  ?"  said  Clem,  innocently ;  "  would  it 
not  be  more  correct  to  say  four  feet?  I  mean,  of 
course,  two  of  yours  and  two  of  Mr.  Van  Nest's." 
Stryker,  who  had  returned  to  overawe  Clem,  sought 
the  protection  of  the  Court.  In  consequence  of  this 
repartee,  the  bookmakers  reduced  the  odds  against 
Clem  a  point. 

Two  weeks  before  the  day  set  for  the  trial  of  the 
motion  to  remove  Clem  before  Judge  Reynolds,  one 
of  Clem's  own  attorneys  sued  him  personally  for  ten 
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thousand  dollars.  The  next  day  Clem  was  served 
with  an  order  to  transfer  all  the  books  and 
papers  of  the  estate  to  the  office  of  the  referee,  Judge 
Minot.  The  object  of  this  was  to  oblige  Clem  to 
spend  personally  several  himdred  dollars  to  have 
copies  of  them  made  for  his  own  use.  Clem  had 
seen  Peters,  and  had  written  to  Mrs.  Green,  the 
widow  of  a  solicitor  in  the  Firebane  suit,  for  whose 
testimony 'his  enemies  had  promised  to  give  fifteen 
thousand  dollars. 

Soon  after  Clem  was  stopped  by  Van  Quitter,  the 
cleverest  of  the  contestants,  who,  looking  at  him 
keenly,  said : 

"  Mr.  Clough,  our  counsel  Windmiller  does  not 
make  as  rapid  progress,  as  we  could  wish,  in  our 
case." 

"  Indeed,"  answered  Clem  in  a  tone  of  sympathy : 
"  I  regret  very  much  to  hear  it." 

"  He  is  a  lazy  scoundrel ;  we  are  thinking  seri- 
ously of  changing  him." 

"Don't  do  that,  I  beg  of  you!"-  cried  Clem 
earnestly.  "  Mr.  Windmiller  is  perfectly  satisfac- 
tory to  me."  The  next  day  Windmiller  was  with- 
drawn, and  a  less  clever  lawyer  retained  in  his  place. 

De  Wolfe,  to  whom  Clem  told  the  story,  laughed 
and  said,  "  Your  enemies  have  an  army  and  a  dozen 
generals,  you  have  one  general  and  no  soldiers ;  you 
are  sure  to  win."  But  the  betting  still  stood  five 
to  one  against  Clem,  as  Sergent,  who  had  a  thousand 
dollars  on  him,  reluctantly  confessed. 

On  the  day  set  for  the  trial,  as  Clem  was  thinking 
of  the  two  witnesses  Peters  and  Mrs.  Green,  Good- 
body  touched  him  and  whispered :  "  Our  case  is 
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number  one;  here  comes  the  Judge,"  and  Clem  at 
once  found  himself  in  the  midst  of  the  battle. 

The  enemy  first  placed  on  the  stand  half  a  dozen 
of  Clem's  discharged  employes,  who  swore  that  the 
salaries  paid  to  the  present  employes  were  a  waste 
of  the  estate's  money.  Freundflayer,  Roden  and 
Skinner,  whose  sight  had  been  restored,  were  then 
called  and  swore  that  Clem's  attorney,  Mr.  Green, 
before  his  death,  had  told  them,  that  he  held  Clem 
in  his  power  through  a  paper,  by  which  he  could 
make  Clem  pay  him  whatever  he  asked.  And  that 
Clem  also  held  him  in  his  power  through  another 
paper,  and  could  make  him  pay  back,  whatever 
Clem  wished. 

"  This  state  of  things,"  said  the  Judge,  "resembles 
the  scene,  in  which  the  pirate  has  the  heroine  by  the 
hair  and  his  sword  at  her  throat,  and  the  hero  has  his 
pistol  pointed  at  the  pirate's  heart ;  the  action  of  the 
plot  would  come  to  a  dead  stop." 

Eoden  then  swore  that  Mr.  Green,  before  his 
death,  had  confessed  to  him  that  he  had  for  four 
years  charged  the  estate  twice  as  much  as  his  ser- 
vices were  worth,  that  he  had  been  paid  forty-eight 
thousand  dollars,  of  which  he  had  given  Clem  forty. 
Eoden  had  not  stuck  at  a  trifle,  and  Clem's  heart 
sunk,  from  fear  that  Mrs.  Green  had  sold  the 
vouchers  for  disbursements  in  the  patent  suit,  which 
she  had  taken  from  her  husband's  safe,  to  Holland. 

Every  eye  was  then  fixed  on  Peters,  who  was  next 
called,  and  asked  to  swear,  that  Clem  had  confessed 
to  pilfering  from  the  petty  cash  account.  The  lad 
faltered  a  moment,  then  looking  at  Clem,  exclaimed, 
"  Let  my  mother  and  sisters  starve,  I  will  tell  the 


314  THE  DEUCE  OF  HEABTS. 

truth."  And  in  8pite  of  interruptions  swore  that  he 
had  been  threatened  with  the  loss  of  his  position, 
that  he  had  four  persons  dependent  on  him  for  sup- 
port, that  his  statement  had  been  altered,  and  that 
every  charge  made  through  him  was  false. 

The  Petitioners,  their  spirits  a  little  dashed,  next 
called  three  Time  and  Place  Men,  Munn,  Hubbard 
and  Van  Winkle,  whose  story  had  been  divided  by 
the  Fillers-in  into  three  parts.  The  evidence  of  each 
part  had  no  meaning  by  itself,  which  made  it  appear 
disinterested.  Putting  the  parts  together,  however, 
the  tripartite  rogue  swore,  that  Clem  had  confessed 
to  a  plot  to  loot  the  estate.  Other  minor  witnesses 
were  called,  and  the  Assailants'  case  was  then  closed, 
though  their  furtive  glances  towards  the  door 
showed  that  some  one  had  disappointed  them. 

In  reply  Clem's  accountants  proved  his  loans  to 
the  estate.  Three  witnesses  then  swore  that  when- 
ever a  Time  and  Place  Man  had  met  Clem  after  his 
warning,  he  had  asked  his  witnesses  to  make  a  note 
of  it,  had  told  them  that  not  a  word  had  been  said 
to  the  Time  and  Placer  about  the  case,  and  that  the 
interview  was  but  a  frame  to  hold  a  Filler-in's  in- 
ventions. These  statements,  after  a  strenuous  de- 
bate,   were   admitted    as   part   of   the   res   gestse. 

Scarcely  was  this  sensation  over,  when  a  lady, 
whom  Clem  knew  slightly  and  recognized  as  Mrs. 
Green,  his  former  solicitor's  widow,  entered  the 
room.  Will  this  woman,  he  thought,  pass  a  poisoned 
knife  through  her  dead  husband's  body  to  reach 
mine  for  money?  He  recalled  a  recent  incident 
at  a  factory,  where  he  had  gone  to  procure  a  dupli- 
cate voucher.     The  president,  while  making  it  out, 
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was  interrupted  by  a  woman,  whose  husband  had 
just  died  from  a  stroke  of  apoplexy.  She  asked 
^he  president  for  the  week's  wages  due  him. 

"  Do  you  not  wish  to  see  your  husband's  body,  it 
is  in  the  next  room  ?"  the  president  asked  her. 

"  Of  what  use  is  a  dead  man  to  me  ?"  she  an- 
swered, without  turning  her  head. 

Mrs.  Green's  attractive  appearance  and  kindlj 
smile  made  it  hard  to  believe  she  could  be  so  heart- 
less. But  Clem  recalled  the  story  of  the  Widow  of 
Ephesus,  and  whatever  the  poets  have  said  of  fem- 
inine mutability.  Could  Roden,  who  was  forever 
begging  Mr.  Green  for  pennies,  have  lied  so  mag- 
nificently, had  he  not  had  her  support?  Perhaps 
she  did  not  know  what  she  was  doing.  The  adula- 
tion of  the  lawyers  crowding  around  her  meant  but 
one  thing.  She  held  a  bag,  which  she  retained, 
though  Eoden  was  eager  to  relieve  her  of  it.  Sud- 
denly she  walked  away  from  the  Philistines  and, 
coming  to  Clem,  said :  "  Mr.  Clough,  I  have  con- 
sulted two  lawyers,  who  have  advised  me  to  sell  my 
papers  to  the  highest  bidder.  I  have  been  offered 
twenty  thousand  dollars  for  them.  But  I  have  also 
consulted  my  own  conscience,  and  I  have  brought 
them  to  you.  These  are  the  vouchers,  which  were 
in  my  husband's  safe;  they  amount  to  twenty  thou- 
sand odd  dollars." 

As  she  l^anded  Clem  the  bag,  the  tears  came  into 
his  eyes.     "  Thank  you,"  he  said. 

Mr.  Goodbody  rubbed  his  glasses.  "My  dear 
lady  it  is  an  honor  to  know  you.  I  don't  think 
Stryker  will  want  to  open  his  case."  Clem  looked 
for  Eoden,  but  he  had  disappeared^  wi<i  ^Jcka  <^*^^5st 
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truth/^  And  in  spite  of  interruptions  swore  that  he 
had  been  threatened  with  the  loss  of  his  position, 
that  he  had  four  persons  dependent  on  him  for  sup- 
port, that  his  statement  had  been  altered,  and  that 
every  charge  made  through  him  was  false. 

The  Petitioners,  their  spirits  a  little  dashed,  next 
called  three  Time  and  Place  Men,  Munn,  Hubbard 
and  Van  Winkle,  whose  story  had  been  divided  by 
the  Fillers-in  into  three  parts.  The  evidence  of  each 
part  had  no  meaning  by  itself,  which  made  it  appear 
disinterested.  Putting  the  parts  together,  however, 
the  tripartite  rogue  swore,  that  Clem  had  confessed 
to  a  plot  to  loot  the  estate.  Other  minor  witnesses 
wore  called,  and  the  Assailants'  case  was  then  closed, 
though  their  furtive  glances  towards  the  door 
showed  tliat  some  one  had  disappointed  them. 

In  reply  Clem's  accountants  proved  his  loans  to 
the  estate.  Three  witnesses  then  swore  that  when- 
ever a  Time  and  Place  Man  had  met  Clem  after  his 
warning,  lie  had  asked  his  witnesses  to  make  a  note 
of  it>,  )iad  told  them  that  not  a  word  had  been  said 
to  the  Time  and  Placer  about  the  case,  and  that  the 
interview  was  but  a  frame  to  hold  a  Filler-in's  in- 
vent i  wis*  These  statements,  after  a  strenuous  de- 
bate^   ^voro   admitted   as   part   of   the   res   gestse. 

Soareolv  was  this  sensation  over,  when  a  ladv, 
whom  Clem  knew  slightly  and  recognized  as  Mrs. 
Qreon*  his  former  solicitor's  widow,  entered  the 
room«  Will  this  woman,  he  thoughts  pass  a  poisoned 
knifo  throxigh  her  dead  husband^s  body  to  reach 
mine  for  monev!  He  recalled  a  recent  incid^it 
at  a  faotoiy,  where  he  had  gone  to  procure  a  dnpli* 
ctte  voucher.     The  pi^sident^  while  mating  it  out^ 
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was  interrupted  by  a  woman,  whose  husband  had 
just  died  from  a  stroke  of  apoplexy.  She  asked 
ihe  president  for  the  week's  wages  due  him. 

"  Do  you  not  wish  to  see  your  husband's  body,  it 
is  in  the  next  room  ?"  the  president  asked  her. 

"  Of  what  use  is  a  dead  man  to  me  ?"  she  an- 
swered, without  turning  her  head. 

Mrs.  Green's  attractive  appearance  and  kindlj 
smile  made  it  hard  to  believe  she  could  be  so  heart- 
less. But  Clem  recalled  the  story  of  the  Widow  of 
Ephesus,  and  whatever  the  poets  have  said  of  fem- 
inine mutability.  Could  Roden,  who  was  forever 
begging  Mr.  Green  for  pennies,  have  lied  so  mag- 
nificently, had  he  not  had  her  support?  Perhaps 
she  did  not  know  what  she  was  doing.  The  adula- 
tion of  the  lawyers  crowding  around  her  meant  but 
one  thing.  She  held  a  bag,  which  she  retained, 
though  Roden  was  eager  to  relieve  her  of  it.  Sud- 
denly she  walked  away  from  the  Philistines  and, 
coming  to  Clem,  said :  "  Mr.  Clough,  I  have  con- 
sulted two  lawyers,  who  have  advised  me  to  sell  my 
papers  to  the  highest  bidder.  I  have  been  offered 
twenty  thousand  dollars  for  them.  But  I  have  also 
consulted  my  own  conscience,  and  I  have  brought 
them  to  you.  These  are  the  vouchers,  which  were 
in  my  husband's  safe;  they  amount  to  twenty  thou- 
sand odd  dollars." 

As  she  l^anded  Clem  the  bag,  the  tears  came  into 
his  eyes.     "  Thank  you,"  he  said. 

Mr.  Goodbody  rubbed  his  glasses.  "My  dear 
lady  it  is  an  honor  to  know  you.  I  don't  think 
Stryker  will  want  to  open  his  case."  Clem  looked 
for  Roden,  but  he  had  disappeared^  and  tJaa  <^^3s^^ 
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hostile  lawyers  had  turned  as  black  as  the  Princes 
of  the  Ebony  Isles. 

"  I  am  afraid,"  said  Mrs.  Green,  "  that  their 
expectations  are  dampened.  They  thought,  that  no 
woman  could  refuse  twenty  thousand  dollars ;  it  was 
hard,"  she  added  with  a  touch  of  nature  that  went 
to  Clem's  heart. 

The  knot  of  battle  now  centerd  in  Clem's  testi- 
mony, and  four  or  five  lawyers  tried  to  lasso  him 
with  their  questions,  their  hopes  buoyed  up  by 
Clem's  simplicity,  which  at  times  touched  the  waste 
of  words  with  a  gleam  of  humor. 

"  Mr.  Clough,"  began  Stryker,  "  you  see  this 
check  for  thirty  dollars  and  one  cent,  which  I  now 
hold  in  my  hand,  and  which  I  now  show  to  you  and 
to  this  honorable  court"  He  paused  to  see,  if  the 
reporters  were  taking  down  his  words.  "  Do  you 
confess,  that  you  withdrew  this  money  from  the 
funds  of  the  estate  of  Eliphalet  Cooley?  Please 
answer  yes  or  no." 

"  'Tis  a  trick  question ;  I  cannot  answer  yes  or 
no." 

"  I  ask  the  Court  to  punish  this  contumacious  wit- 
ness for  contempt." 

"  Do  you  insist  on  my  perjuring  myself  ?" 

"  Answer  the  question  in  your  own  way,"  said  the 
Court. 

"  I  confess  nothing,  for  there  is  nothing  to  con- 
fess. I  drew  thirty  dollars  and  one  cent  from  the 
funds  of  the  estate  of  Eliphalet  Cooley,  as  repre- 
sented by  that  check." 

"  You  see  certain  parallel  lines  made  evidently  by 
a  sharp  cutting  instrument ;  do  you  know  what  they 
mean  P 
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"  Yes." 

'^  What  do  they  mean  V^ 

''  That  the  cheek  has  been  paid  by  the  bank." 

"  Ah,  we  have  got  you  to  admit  so  much,  have 
weT 

"  No." 

"  Do  you  deny  that  the  check  has  been  paid  by  the 
bank  ?" 

"  No." 

"  Your  Honor  sees  what  a  shifty,  shifting,  shift- 
less, deficient,  inefficient,  insufficient,  self-sufficient 
witness  this  is!"  said  Stryker  to  the  court. 

At  that  moment  his  client  Mr.  Van  Quitter  ran 
into  the  room,  and  pulled  his  sleeve.  "  The  Mam- 
moth Life  has  refused  to  adjourn  the  foreclosure 
sales,  and  our  houses  on  Sixth  Avenue  are  being 
knocked  down  for  nothing." 

"  We  are  getting  some  valuable  admissions  from 
Mr.  Clough  in  open  court,"  answered  Stryker. 

"  Are  they  worth  half  a  million  of  dollars  ?"  asked 
his  client,  and  turned  away  sadly. 

"  Pardon  my  delaying  your  Honor,"  continued 
Stryker.  "  Mr.  Clough,"  he  then  thimdered,  "  do 
you  remember,  what  you  did  with  the  thirty  dollars 
and  one  cent,  which  you  admit  you  drew  out  of  the 
funds  of  the  estate  of  Eliphalet  Cooley?" 

"  No." 

"  How  long  ago  was  it  when  you  took  the  money  \ 
Answer  without  looking  at  the  check." 

"  I  don't  remember." 

"  Please  look  at  the  check  and  answer.'^ 

"  Three  years." 

"Is  your  memory  as  to  all  the  subjects,  as  to 
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which  you  have  been  testifying,  as  vague,  uncertain 
and  untrustworthy,  as  it  is  in  regard  to  this  import- 
ant transaction?" 

"  Important  is  a  conclusion ;  you  have  no  right  to 
assume  evidence;  I  said  nothing  about  important.'' 

"  You  had  better  come  to  the  gist  of  your  ques- 
tion, Mr.  Stryker,"  said  the  court. 

"  Do  you  know  what  the  thirty  dollars  and  one 
cent,  withdrawn  by  your  admission,  from  the  funds 
of  the  estate  of  Eliphalet  Cooley,  were  used  for  ?" 

"  No." 

"  I  thought  you  would  answer  no." 

"  I  move  that  this  remark  of  Mr.  Stryker  be 
stricken  from  the  record." 

"  Granted." 

"  Will  this  bill  refresh  your  memory  ?" 

"  Yes,  the  money  was  paid  for  a  fire  escape." 

"  Did  yc  a,  Mr.  Clough,  take  thirty  dollars  and 
one  cent  from  the  funds  of  the  estate,  of  which  you 
are  the  alleged  executor,  to  save  your  life,  as  an 
individual  ?" 

"  Oh,  no !  Mr.  Stryker,"  answered  Clem  in  a 
tone  of  horror,  "not  to  save  my  life,  as  an  indi- 
vidual, but  to  save  my  life,  as  an  executor." 

When  at  length  both  sides  had  rested,  the  Pro- 
thonotary  said,  "  Unless  I  see  cause  to  change  my 
mind,  I  will  let  the  stay  remain  as  it  is,  and  will 
reserve  my  decision,  until  Judge  Minot  makes  his 
report  upon  Mr.  Clough's  accounting."  Judge 
Eeynold^s  decision  was  fair,  but  the  Court  should 
have  had  the  power  to  order  official  accountants  to 
examine  Clem's  account,  a  task  which  would  have 
taken  but  a  few  weekSt 
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"  We  are  being  bled  to  death,  mother,"  Clem 
said  after  the  trial,  "  and  I  cannot  earn  a  dollar." 

"  The  Lord  will  provide,"  she  answered.  "  If  it 
comes  to  the  worst,  I  will  keep  boarders  or  take  in 
washing,  but  surrender,  never.  Dr.  Advent  advised 
me  to  give  Mr.  Bloom  two  thousand  dollars  to  specu- 
late with,  and  I  have  sent  it  to  him.  He  was  your 
father's  banker,  and  has  always  been  friendly  to 
us." 

The  next  afternoon  Clem  received  a  letter  asking 
him  to  take  tickets  to  an  exhibition  of  orchids  at 
the  Otway-Clarence.  "  You  ought  to  take  a  holi- 
day. You  will  see  Grace  there,"  said  his  mother 
wistfully.  "  You  are  losing  all  interest  in  society. 
You  and  that  Firebane  bag  of  yours  wander  about 
like  two  black  cares." 

"  To  think,"  said  Clem,  "  that  I  have  to  take  up 
my  time  fighting  in  this  patent  suit  for  the  benefit 
of  men,  who  are  trying  to  ruin  me !" 

"  This  lawsuit  has  had  one  advantage,  Clem,  it 
keeps  you  out  of  the  net,  which  women  spread  for 
you." 

"  Do  you  think  Mrs.  Langmuir  is  a  coquette,  or 
do  you  think  she  would  marry  her  fortune  to  my 
lawsuit  ?" 

"  Youth  never  knows  its  own  value ;  if  it  did,  it 
would  own  the  world." 

"  Would  you  never  forgive  me,  if  I  fell  in  love 
with  her  ?" 

"  Alas,  Clem,  I  would  forgive  you  for  anything, 
except  making  yourself  unhappy." 

"  I  shall  never  oifer  myself  to  any  woman,  while 
I  am  under  a  cloud," 


320  THE  DEUCE  OF  HEABTS. 

"  Nonsense,  Clem,  you  can  make  love  all  the 
better  in  the  shade." 

The  next  morning  Mrs.  Clough  told  Clem,  that 
Mrs.  Langmuir  was  in  the  drawing  room.  She 
had  taken  tickets  to  the  orchid  exhibition  and 
wanted  Mrs.  Clough  and  her  son  to  hear  the  singing, 
which  would  be  the  finest  of  the  winter.  Ivy's  voice 
swayed  the  hearts  of  both  sexes,  and  Mrs.  Clough 
could  not  long  defend  herself  against  its  magic. 
Taking  Clem  aside,  she  warned  him  against  a 
woman  so  attractive,  that  not  even  his  mother  could 
dislike  her,  and  added  that  Grace  would  never  for- 
give him,  if  he  let  his  name  be  too  closely  connected 
with  Ivy's.  Clem,  flattered  by  his  mother's  fears, 
handed  Ivy  into  her  carriage  and  drove  away  with 
her. 

"  Why  do  you  always  carry  that  black  bag  with 
you,  Clem  ?"  she  asked. 

"  I  have  to  appear  in  a  patent  suit ;  this  black 
bag  is  my  Pandora's  box  of  troubles;  it  contains 
Firebane." 

"  Give  me  some  of  it,  I  want  to  put  out  the  flames, 
that  devour  Mr.  Elmore  and  Count  Gandolpho ;  they 
leave  me  no  peace,  and  should  I,  myself,  ever  catch 
fire" 

"  Heaven  forbid !"  cried  Clem  earnestly. 

"  That  is  better.  You  shall  have  a  bag  of  another 
color;  yours  give  me  the  shivers;  it  is  as  ominous 
as  a  black  cat." 

"  Yesterday,  Ivy,  as  I  was  walking  down  Broad- 
way, a  cat  tried  to  jump  through  my  legs  and  nearly 
knocked  me  over." 

"  The  cat  thought  the  space  between  your  legs  was 
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a  permanent  pointed  arch.  How  can  any  one  be  as 
lazy  as  you  are?" 

"  My  vices  favor  nature,  who  is  the  laziest 
of  the  immortals,  and  who,  when  she  seems  most 
violent,  is  only  yawning.  A  strange  thing  hap- 
pened to  me  a  few  days  since  in  Dormopolis. 
Since  the  injunction,  one  of  our  houses  there 
has  become  the  haunt  of  one  of  the  worst 
gangs  in  the  City,  famous  for  its  churches.  I  was 
wondering,  whether  they  carried  on  their  business 
at  a  distance  from  their  homes,  when  I  was  accosted 
by  a  man  with  the  admire-but-touch-me-not  air  of 
convent  girls,  thieves  and  millionaires.  He  asked 
me  for  a  light,  and  I  saw  that  he  had  a  black  bag 
like  my  own.  He  looked  at  me  a  moment  and 
whispered  K.  It  so  happened  that  I  had  just  been 
thinking  of  Ketcham  and  in  jest  I  replied  E.  T, 
he  answered.  C,  H,  A,  M,  we  repeated  alternately. 
Tuesday  ?  he  asked  carelessly.  At  one,  I  answered, 
for  I  always  like  to  fall  in  with  the  humor  of  the 
occasion.  Two,  he  said.  It  has  been  changed  to 
one,  I  said,  and  we  parted.  Eetcham  must  have 
some  deviltry  on  foot." 

"  How  could  you  keep  up  such  a  conversation 
w^ithout  betraying  yourself,  Olem  ?  Yet  who  would 
suspect  so  solemn  a  creature  as  you  of  a  joke  ?" 
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They  had  now  reached  the  Otway-Clarence,  which 
merits  a  longer  notice,  than  it  can  receive,  as  a  link 
in  the  chain  of  our  hero's  fortune.  The  storehouse 
of  whatever  is  superlative  in  luxury  and  art,  this 
hotel  was  unique  in  being  the  center  of  fashionable 
society  in  America.  In  its  cellars  were  gathered 
whole  vintages  from  the  hillsides  most  loved  by  the 
sun.  On  the  roof,  its  gardens  in  midwinter  dis- 
played choice  varieties  of  exotic  plants,  which  with 
their  blended  colors  and  perfumes  carried  the  imag- 
ination back  to  Bagdad  and  Babylon.  Its  dramatic 
contrasts  allured  the  guest  from  its  gorgeous  Pro- 
pylsea  through  wide  promenades,  through  banquet, 
music  and  ball  rooms  to  suites  of  apartments,  fur- 
nished in  every  imperial  style  since  the  age  of 
Pericles.  One  of  its  attractions  was,  that  its  steel 
skeleton,  covered  with  brick  and  cement,  and  the 
absence  of  woodwork  in  its  construction  made  it 
fireproof,  of  which  its  nominal  insurance  rate  was 
an  eloquent  witness. 

Clem,  as  they  were  entering  the  hotel,  was  stopped 
by  a  journalist,  who  asked  Clem  to  tell  him  some  of 
Mr.  Cooley's  eccentricities. 

"  Mr.  Cooley's  good  deeds  were  done  by  stealth, 
so  that  no  one  would  flatter  him.  He  gave  certain 
sums  regularly  to  support  the  clergy." 

"  Never  mind  his  virtues,"  said  the  journalist, 
"  tell  me  something  more  spicy,  didn't  he  have  any 
vices  ?" 
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"  Not  that  I  ever  heard  of." 

"  Didn't  he  have  an  enemy  ?" 

"  Yes,  one  man  hated  him  cordially." 

"  Where  is  he  ?" 

"  He  is  dead." 

The  journalist  groaned,  but,  soon  recovering  him- 
self, dotted  down  three  or  four  sticks,  which  spread 
Clem's  views  on  woman's  club  life,  skirt  dancing 
and  the  higher  religious  criticism  before  an  admir- 
ing public. 

"  My  cousin,  Mrs.  Ronalds  Raveneux  from  Mon- 
treal is  stopping  here,"  said  Ivy  stepping  out  of  the 
reception  room.  "  We  will  call  on  her  before  going 
to  hear  the  singing.  You  are  looking  well  this 
morning,  and  I  want  to  excite  her  envy.  You  can 
leave  your  ominous  bag  there ;  you  care  more  for  it 
than  for  anything  else,  and  you  can  hardly  expect 
to  carry  it  into  the  exhibition  room."  They 
mounted  to  the  twenty-first  story,  where  they  were 
welcomed  by  Mrs.  Raveneux,  with  her  soft  Cana- 
dian voice.  She  showed  them  the  view  from  her 
window,  stretching  for  twenty  miles  past  Bay  and 
IN'arrows,  over  ocean  and  plain  and  northward  to  the 
straits  and  the  Sound.  As  they  left  the  room,  Clem 
caught  sight  of  a  man  whose  figure  seemed  familiar, 
with  a  black  bag  in  his  hand. 

"  I  hurried  you  away,"  said  Ivy  archly,  "  because 
I  did  not  want  Mrs.  Raveneux  to  fancy  you.  Did 
you  not  notice  her  jewels  ?  She  owns  half  of  Mon- 
treal ;  she  keeps  a  secretary  to  write  refusals  to  her 
oifers  of  marriage." 

"Does  one  forget  his  own  country  after  a  few 
months  in  Paris  ?"  asked  Olem  testily.  J^  Don't 
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truth."  And  in  spite  of  interruptions  swore  that  he 
had  been  threatened  with  the  loss  of  his  position, 
that  he  had  four  persons  dependent  on  him  for  sup- 
port, that  his  statement  had  been  altered,  and  that 
every  charge  made  through  him  was  false. 

The  Petitioners,  their  spirits  a  little  dashed,  next 
called  three  Time  and  Place  Men,  Munn,  Hubbard 
and  Van  Winkle,  whose  story  had  been  divided  by 
the  Pillers-in  into  three  parts.  The  evidence  of  each 
part  had  no  meaning  by  itself,  which  made  it  appear 
disinterested.  Putting  the  parts  together,  however, 
the  tripartite  rogue  swore,  that  Clem  had  confessed 
to  a  plot  to  loot  the  estate.  Other  minor  witnesses 
were  called,  and  the  Assailants'  case  was  then  closed, 
though  their  furtive  glances  towards  the  door 
showed  that  some  one  had  disappointed  them. 

In  reply  Clem's  accountants  proved  his  loans  to 
the  estate.  Three  witnesses  then  swore  that  when- 
ever a  Time  and  Place  Man  had  met  Clem  after  his 
warning,  he  had  asked  his  witnesses  to  make  a  note 
of  it,  had  told  them  that  not  a  word  had  been  said 
to  the  Time  and  Placer  about  the  case,  and  that  the 
interview  was  but  a  frame  to  hold  a  Filler-in's  in- 
ventions. These  statements,  after  a  strenuous  de- 
bate,   were    admitted    as    part    of   the   res   gestse. 

Scarcely  was  this  sensation  over,  when  a  lady, 
whom  Clem  knew  slightly  and  recognized  as  Mrs. 
Green,  his  former  solicitor's  widow,  entered  the 
room.  Will  this  woman,  he  thought,  pass  a  poisoned 
knife  through  her  dead  husband's  body  to  reach 
mine  for  money?  He  recalled  a  recent  incident 
at  a  factory,  where  he  had  gone  to  procure  a  dupli- 
cate voucher.     The  president,  while  making  it  out, 
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was  interrupted  by  a  woman,  whose  husband  had 
just  died  from  a  stroke  of  apoplexy.  She  asked 
rtie  president  for  the  week's  wages  due  him. 

"  Do  you  not  wish  to  see  your  husband's  body,  it 
is  in  the  next  room  ?"  the  president  asked  her. 

"  Of  what  use  is  a  dead  man  to  me  ?"  she  an- 
swered, without  turning  her  head. 

Mrs.  Green's  attractive  appearance  and  kindlj 
smile  made  it  hard  to  believe  she  could  be  so  heart- 
less. But  Clem  recalled  the  story  of  the  Widow  of 
Ephesus,  and  whatever  the  poets  have  said  of  fem- 
inine mutability.  Could  Eoden,  who  was  forever 
begging  Mr.  Green  for  pennies,  have  lied  so  mag- 
nificently, had  he  not  had  her  support?  Perhaps 
she  did  not  know  what  she  was  doing.  The  adula- 
tion of  the  lawyers  crowding  around  her  meant  but 
one  thing.  She  held  a  bag,  which  she  retained, 
though  Roden  was  eager  to  relieve  her  of  it.  Sud- 
denly she  walked  away  from  the  Philistines  and, 
coming  to  Clem,  said :  "  Mr.  Clough,  I  have  con- 
sulted two  lawyers,  who  have  advised  me  to  sell  my 
papers  to  the  highest  bidder.  I  have  been  offered 
twenty  thousand  dollars  for  them.  But  I  have  also 
consulted  my  own  conscience,  and  I  have  brought 
them  to  you.  These  are  the  vouchers,  which  were 
in  my  husband's  safe;  they  amount  to  twenty  thou- 
sand odd  dollars.'^ 

As  she  handed  Clem  the  bag,  the  tears  came  into 
his  eyes.     "  Thank  you,''  he  said. 

Mr.  Goodbody  rubbed  his  glasses.  "My  dear 
lady  it  is  an  honor  to  know  you.  I  don't  think 
Stryker  will  want  to  open  his  case."  Clem  looked 
for  Roden,  but  he  had  disappeared,  and  tba  QtSas*^ 
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truth."  And  in  spite  of  interruptions  swore  that  he 
had  been  threatened  with  the  loss  of  his  position, 
that  he  had  four  persons  dependent  on  him  for  sup- 
port, that  his  statement  had  been  altered,  and  that 
every  charge  made  through  him  was  false. 

The  Petitioners,  their  spirits  a  little  dashed,  next 
called  three  Time  and  Place  Men,  Munn,  Hubbard 
and  Van  Winkle,  whose  story  had  been  divided  by 
the  Fillers-in  into  three  parts.  The  evidence  of  each 
part  had  no  meaning  by  itself,  which  made  it  appear 
disinterested.  Putting  the  parts  together,  however, 
the  tripartite  rogue  swore,  that  Clem  had  confessed 
to  a  plot  to  loot  the  estate.  Other  minor  witnesses 
were  called,  and  the  Assailants'  case  was  then  closed, 
though  their  furtive  glances  towards  the  door 
showed  that  some  one  had  disappointed  them. 

In  reply  Clem's  accountants  proved  his  loans  to 
the  estate.  Three  witnesses  then  swore  that  when- 
ever a  Time  and  Place  Man  had  met  Clem  after  hia 
warning,  he  had  asked  his  witnesses  to  make  a  note 
of  it,  had  told  them  that  not  a  word  had  been  said 
to  the  Time  and  Placer  about  the  case,  and  that  the 
interview  was  but  a  frame  to  hold  a  Filler-in^s  in- 
ventions. These  statements,  after  a  strenuous  de- 
bate,   were    admitted    as   part   of   the   res   gestse. 

Scarcely  was  this  sensation  over,  when  a  lady, 
whom  Clem  knew  slightly  and  recognized  as  Mrs. 
Green,  his  former  solicitor's  widow,  entered  the 
room.  Will  this  woman,  he  thought,  pass  a  poisoned 
knife  through  her  dead  husband's  body  to  reach 
mine  for  money?  He  recalled  a  recent  incident 
at  a  factory,  where  he  had  gone  to  procure  a  dupli- 
cate voucher.     The  president,  while  making  it  out, 
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was  interrupted  by  a  woman,  whose  husband  had 
just  died  from  a  stroke  of  apoplexy.  She  asked 
rtie  president  for  the  week's  wages  due  him. 

"  Do  you  not  wish  to  see  your  husband's  body,  it 
is  in  the  next  room  ?"  the  president  asked  her. 

"  Of  what  use  is  a  dead  man  to  me  ?"  she  an- 
swered, without  turning  her  head. 

Mrs.  Green's  attractive  appearance  and  kindlj 
smile  made  it  hard  to  believe  she  could  be  so  heart- 
less. But  Clem  recalled  the  story  of  the  Widow  of 
Ephesus,  and  whatever  the  poets  have  said  of  fem- 
inine mutability.  Could  Eoden,  who  was  forever 
begging  Mr.  Green  for  pennies,  have  lied  so  mag- 
nificently, had  he  not  had  her  support?  Perhaps 
she  did  not  know  what  she  was  doing.  The  adula- 
tion of  the  lawyers  crowding  around  her  meant  but 
one  thing.  She  held  a  bag,  which  she  retained, 
though  Roden  was  eager  to  relieve  her  of  it.  Sud- 
denly she  walked  away  from  the  Philistines  and, 
coming  to  Clem,  said :  "  Mr.  Clough,  I  have  con- 
sulted two  lawyers,  who  have  advised  me  to  sell  my 
papers  to  the  highest  bidder.  I  have  been  offered 
twenty  thousand  dollars  for  them.  But  I  have  also 
consulted  my  own  conscience,  and  I  have  brought 
them  to  you.  These  are  the  vouchers,  which  were 
in  my  husband's  safe;  they  amount  to  twenty  thou- 
sand odd  dollars. ^^ 

As  she  handed  Clem  the  bag,  the  tears  came  into 
his  eyes.     "  Thank  you,''  he  said. 

Mr.  Goodbody  rubbed  his  glasses.  "My  dear 
lady  it  is  an  honor  to  know  you.  I  don't  think 
Stryker  will  want  to  open  his  case."  Clem  looked 
for  BodeU;  but  he  had  disappeared^  and  ih^  ^^}e^s^ 
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had  it,  on  the  wrong  side  of  wheat  and  sugar,  two 
commodities,  in  which  Holland's  friends  were  get- 
ting up  a  corner.  But  Grace's  appearance  drew 
Clem's  closer  attention.  Her  ruddy  cheeks  had 
paled  and  only  at  times  displayed  a  color,  delicate 
as  that  of  the  wild  rose.  Her  eyes  had  grown 
larger  aind  more  luminous.  Her  belt  no  longer 
looked  like  the  girdle  of  Hippolyte,  but  like  the 
cord,  that  held  the  dress  of  a  Christian  maideai, 
called  upon  to  choose  between  the  worship  of  Venus 
and  the  Cross. 

"  Why  do  you  look  at  me  so,  Clem  ?"  she  asked, 
as  Clem  drew  nearer  to  her.  "  I  do  not  feel  as  well 
as  I  used ;  I  am  unhappy,  but  I  cannot  shed  a  tear ; 
sometimes  I  think  my  eyes  will  bum  out  with  dry 
pain." 

"  Your  eyes  are  like  mist  flowers,  Grace." 

"  Mist  flowers  are  blue,  Clem,  and  my  eyes  are 
gray.  But  a  scholar  cannot  demean  himself  by 
studying  the  color  of  a  girl's  eyes.  To  him  they  are 
but  small  bags,  each  filled  with  a  spoonful  of  water, 
mixed  with  a  little  pigment." 

"  Who  can  tell  anything  of  eyes,  that  dance  to 
music's  wayward  fancy  and  change  with  nature's 
mood;  that  are  blue  when  the  sun  shines;  green, 
pray  heaven  they  need  never  be  green.  I  never  saw 
but  one  other  woman  with  eyes  like  yours,  Grace :  I 
called  her  the  Tiger  Lily." 

"  Did  you  care  for  her,  Clem  ?  Tell  me  about 
her." 

"  I  met  her  in  a  tiger's  den,  I  mean  in  an  ex- 
change for  sporting  gentlemen.  I  never  saw  her 
face." 
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"  Perhaps  she  was  a  mulatto." 

"  She  was  charming:  don't  speak  ill  of  her." 

"  I  like  to  have  you  flatter  me,  Clem,  but  do  you 
think  it  right,  when  you  are  thinking  of  some  one 
else  ?  Your  mother  tells  me  all  about  you.  I  feel 
so  sorry  for  you ;  I,  too,  am  in  trouble ;  I  dare  not 
revolt  openly.  You  are  surrounded  by  a  pack  of 
wolves,  and  I,  I  am  indeed  in  a  tiger's  den." 

"  In  such  a  case,  Grace,  even  the  old  monks  would 
not  think  it  wrong  for  me  to  throw  a  flower  to  you." 

"  If  I  yield,  they  shall  never  conquer  my  will ;  if 
I  marry  Mr.  Holland,  I  shall  kill  him." 

"  Grace,  you  look  like  a  yoimg  Christian  martyr ; 
is  it  possible  that  your  mind  harbors  such 
thoughts  ?" 

"  Such  thoughts  and  acts,"  she  answered  softly. 
"  You  will  not  blame  me  ?" 

"How  could  I  blame  you,  but  you  will  not  do 
it;  promise  me,  Grace." 

"  You  look  as  though  you  cared  for  me  just  a 
little,  Clem."  A  smile  of  coquetry  lit  up  her  sober 
face. 

The  one-legged  hero,  whose  wit  was  said  to  be  as 
audacious  as  his  field-fighting,  now  came  up  to  speak 
to  them.  "  You  look  serious,  Mr.  Clough ;  are  you 
thinking  of  the  Davis  fire  ?  They  build  houses  so 
well  now,  that  they  are  like  chimneys.  An  incen- 
diary, who  lights  up  a  golden  or  even  a  silver 
wedding,  has  some  excuse  for  wishing  to  add  a  little 
warmth  to  the  occasion.  But  to  set  fire  to  the  house 
of  a  couple  in  their  honeymoon  is  carrying  coals  to 
Ifewcastle." 

The  ambition  to  be  witty,  thought  Clem,  ruins 
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more  souls  than  all  other  vices.  Suddenly  he 
heard  Sergent  whispering  in  his  ear :  "  I  have 
been  to  your  house^  and  your  mother  sent  me 
here.  Cheeseborough  has  just  told  me,  that  the 
enemy  are  to  have  a  meeting  at  this  hotel  this  after- 
noon. They  have  brought  Roden's  friend  here  and 
are  going  to  offer  her  twenty  thousand  dollars  for 
her  vouchers.  He  thinks  she  will  take  the  money, 
if  they  can  persuade  Eoden  to  marry  her.  I  met 
Holland  and  Ketcham  talking  earnestly  together,  as 
I  came  through  the  barroom.  Ketcham  had  a 
malign  expression  on  his  face.  He  must  have  been 
trying  to  blackmail  Holland.  Though  Cheese- 
borough  thinks  Ketcham  has  nothing  more  to  do 
with  the  plot  against  you ;  he  is  after  higher  game. 
We  must  be  present  at  the  interview  of  the  conspira- 
tors with  Roden's  girl.  Perhaps  we  can  carry  off 
the  vouchers  with  the  strong  hand  before  their  eyes. 
I  will  meet  you  in  the  reception  room  half  an  hour 
hence.     I  must  see  Cheeseborough  again." 

"  My  fortune,"  thought  Clem,  "  hangs  on 
Roden's  being  a  worse  villain,  than  his  interest 
makes  him.  It  is  hard*to  wish,  that  he  will  not 
marry  the  girl;  but  if  he  does,  I  am  lost  The 
world,  that  once  looked  fair  enough,  is  now  full  of 
trap-doors  and  ambuscades ;  the  air  itself  is  nothing 
but  a  stiletto-cushion." 

"  Clem,"  said  Ivy  in  a  tone  of  pique,  "  have  you 
wholly  forgotten  me?"  She  took  his  arm  and 
walked  away  with  him  to  the  windows,  which  opened 
on  the  avenue.  He  heard  the  merry  blasts  from  the 
horns  of  a  pleasure-coach,  followed  by  a  burst  from  a 
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band,  which  led  a  procession  of  the  Orphans  of  the 
Kitchen,  who  were  marching  past  the  hotel. 

"  Clem,"  said  Ivy,  looking  at  him  curiously,  "  I 
am  glad  I  am  not  a  man."  She  paused  a  moment; 
was  she  waiting  to  have  him  agree  with  her  ?  But 
he  merely  asked,  why.  "  Because  I  know  woman's 
heart  so  well,  I  know  how  dear  flattery  is  to  us,  and 
I  fear  I  should  be  tempted  to  misuse  my  knowledge. 
Is  it  not  a  wicked  thing  to  catch  a  woman  in  a  net 
of  words  and  then  leave  her  for  another  conquest? 
But  I  suppose  the  tempation  is  great."  Clem  did 
not  know,  perhaps  Ivy  herself  did  not  know, 
whether  she  was  satirizing  him  or  not.  They  stood 
looking  at  the  waves  of  happy  faces  rolling  beneath 
them  and  the  windows  along  the  avenue  crowded 
with  spectators.  Every  minute  a  ripple  of  applause 
ran  from  the  street  up  to  the  sides  of  the  houses. 

^^  You  must  excuse  me,"  said  Clem  presendy,  "  I 
must  get  my  bag  and  go  to  work." 

"  I  will  go  with  you.  Will  you  never  have  done 
with  that  lawsuit?"  They  left  the  exhibition  and 
mounted  to  Mrs.  Eaveneux'  story.  As  they  neared 
her  rooms,  an  unknown  man  stepped  past  Clem 
carrying  a  bag  like  his  own.  Clem  on  entering  the 
rooom  spoke  a  few  words  to  Ivy's  cousin  and 
glanced  at  her  jewels,  which  Ivy  would  show  him. 
Then  taking  his  bag  and  his  leave,  he  went  into  the 
hall  and  found  himself  face  to  face  with  the 
stranger,  who  was  evidently  waiting  for  him. 

"  Pard,"  said  the  Bagman,  "  have  you  not  made 
a  mistake?  this  is  my  room."  A  suspicion  seized 
Clem.  This  was  the  fourth  man,  whom  he  had  seen 
with  a  similar  bag.     He  looked  narrowly  at  the 
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stranger,  but  he  had  himself  been  so  long  cross-ex- 
amined, that  his  own  face  showed  no  surprise.  For- 
tunately for  him,  he  had,  as  a  writer,  made  himself 
master  of  many  kinds  of  patter  besides  that  of  the 
law. 

"  There  is  enough  for  a  pair,"  he  said,  quietly ; 
"  let  us  marry  and  break  even." 

"  Agreed !  there  is  no  locust  to  steal  the  honey." 

"  'Tis  touch,  half,  and  hare,"  said  Clem. 

"  Thank  God,  these  are  not  catspaw  chestnuts." 

"  How  the  blues  used  to  blow  off  the  bloom,  when- 
ever a  trick  was  turned,"  said  Clem. 

"  K  means  cash." 

K  means  Ketcham,  thought  Clem,  recalling  the 
words  of  the  stranger  at  Dormopolis  and  Ketcham's 
appearance  at  the  hotel.  "  There  is  no  need  of  our 
making  a  partition,"  he  said,  with  the  motion  of 
cutting  a  throat. 

"  A  bird's  note  is  not  heard  in  a  battle ;  but  look 
alive ;  His  ten  minutes  to  two."  The  crook  opened 
Mrs.  Eaveneux'  door  and,  entering  noiselessly,  but 
like  a  man  at  ease  in  his  own  home,  took  a  package 
from  his  bag  and  placed  it  tenderly  upon  the  table. 

Clem,  who  had  followed  on  his  heels,  found  him- 
self face  to  face  with  a  delicate  situation.  Did  the 
package  contain  one  of  those  machines,  which,  with 
questionable  courtesy  to  the  Prince  of  Darkness,  we 
call  infernal  ?  He  dared  not  throw  it  into  the  street; 
it  would  be  wholesale  murder;  or  into  the  hall,  it 
would  set  the  hotel  on  fire,  yet  to  let  it  remain, where 
it  was,  might  blow  them  all  to  pieces.  These  cres- 
cendo questions  were  hard  to  answer.  One  hope  of 
safety  lay  in  keeping  the  burglar  and  his  machine 
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in  close  company;  while  the  master  was  near,  the 
machine  would  probably  keep  silent. 

The  two  ladies  and  the  maid  were  looking  out  of 
the  window  at  the  procession.  The  gentle  Touch- 
stone, with  a  step  as  light  and  a  bearing  as  demure 
as  a  church  mouse,  his  bag  gaping  greedily,  glided 
from  table  to  mantel,  till,  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye, 
whatever  showed  light  or  color  had  vanished.  Sud- 
denly Mrs.  Raveneux  turned  and,  looking  at  the  in- 
vader of  her  diamond  mine  with  the  second  sight 
of  ownership,  gave  a  scream  and  sprang  upon  him 
with  greedy  hands.  He,  calmly  snapping  the  latch 
of  his  bag,  raised  his  arm  to  guard  his  head  and, 
perhaps,  to  return  the  blow.  Clem  had  a  confused 
memory  of  what  followed.  His  first  act  was  to 
snatch  the  bag  from  the  burglar  and  grapple  with 
him  to  prevent  his  using  knife  or  pistol.  The  Light- 
fingered,  his  eyes  ablaze  with  fury,  mingling  with 
his  oaths  the  words  spy,  scab  and  Judas,  clasped  his 
hands  round  Clem's  throat.  The  next  moment  Clem 
had  thrown  him  upon  his  back,  but  his  hands  kept 
their  hold.  As  time  was  of  the  essence  of  safety,  it 
might  have  fared  ill  with  all,  had  not  Ivy,  with 
happy  inspiration,  unsheathed  a  Japanese  sword, 
which  lay  on  the  mantel,  and  half  severed  the 
burglar's  wrist. 

"  Run !"  cried  Clem,  springing  to  his  feet  and 
taking  the  sword  from  Ivy;  "  run  for  your  lives !" 

The  women  obeyed  him,  and  Clem,  pricking  for- 
ward the  knave  with  the  point  of  the  sword,  fol- 
lowed him  into  the  hall,  where  he  took  to  his  heels. 
Clem  locked  the  door,  gave  the  key  to  Mrs.  Raven- 
eux and  whispered  his  fears  to  his  f riemds.     "  I  do 
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not  wish  to  give  a  false  alarm.  There  are  millions  of 
dollars  worth  of  jewels  in  the  hotel,  and  a  dozen 
men  might  rob  them  in  safety  if — ^what  was  that  V^ 
Was  the  air  tainted,  or  was  it  the  effect  of  his  im- 
agination ? 

"  Go,"  he  said,  "  and  report  the  attempt  at  rob- 
bery and  our  suspicions  to  the  office.  I  will  get  off 
at  the  sixth  story."  They  all  entered  the  elevator, 
Mrs.  Kaveneux  and  her  maid  went  on,  but  Ivy 
insisted  on  stopping  off  with  Clem.  He  persuaded 
her  to  stand  by  the  elevator  door,  while  he  went  to 
the  exhibition  room  to  get  the  audience  out  quietly, 
if  there  were  danger. 

He  tried  to  find  Grace,  but  she  had  disappeared. 
Some  one  said,  that  her  uncle  had  left  her  in  charge 
of  Mrs.  McVicker,  who  had  been  gone  some  minutes. 
!As  Clem,  in  searching,  passed  into  the  hall,  he  heard 
a  sound  toward  the  west;  was  it  a  rumbling  cart  or 
an  explosion  ?  He  sniffed  the  air,  he  could  not  be 
mistaken,  it  was  tainted.  He  would  take  the  re- 
sponsibility of  making  a  mistake.  If  he  could  but 
find  Grace,  but  it  was  in  vain  to  inquire  further; 
ehe  must  have  gone  away.  He  returned  hastily  and, 
going  quietly  to  the  women  and  children  in  the 
room,  begged  them  to  ask  no  questions,  but  to  leave 
the  hotel,  as  fast  as  they  could.  In  another  minute 
they  had  all  disappeared.  Even  then,  as  Clem 
thought  of  the  garnered  loveliness  aroimd  him,  the 
colors,  lines  and  tones,  that  wooed  every  sense,  the 
faces  animated  with  mutual  love  and  pleasure,  and 
with  the  strange  charm,  which  untold  wealth  throws 
over  its  favorites,  he  could  scarcely  believe  that  a 
word,  a  breath,  could  transform  this  dream  of  fairy- 
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land  into  a  Gehenna.  Suddeaily  a  murmur  of  ap- 
prehensive voices  rose  in  the  hall,  and,  before  Clem 
could  turn  around,  a  ripple  of  fear  had  spread  over 
the  throng. 

Americans,  it  is  said,  enjoy  in  excess  a  hope  of 
heaven,  but  fail  of  fear  of  heaven's  opposite.  One 
says,  'tis  overboldness,  which  robs  us  of  the  keener 
spur  to  moral  growth ;  another  blames  the  altruistic, 
or  even  agnostic,  germs  which,  it  is  charged,  find  too 
soft  a  nidus  in  our  heart,  but  the  real  reason  has 
never  been  given.  Our  chief  aim  in  life,  it  is  well 
known,  is  to  make  corporations  pay.  Fire  insur- 
ance companies,  a  popular  investment,  to  be  profit- 
able, require  numerous  fires.  Without  danger  of 
fire,  no  one  will  insure.  Our  houses  and  ourselves 
are  necessarily  offered  up  as  frequent  victims  to 
Moloch  and  Mammon.  This  is  the  reason  of  our 
moral  obtuseness.  We  have  too  much  fear  of  burn- 
ing in  this  world  to  have  much  to  spare  for  the  next. 

A  moment  later  a  hundred  pale  lips  whispered, 
is  the  hotel  on  fire  ?  and  all  ran  to  the  doors.  Some 
generous  persons,  calling  out,  that  the  hotel  was  fire- 
proof, made  their  ovtu  way  more  easily  to  the  front ; 
and  indeed  this  belief,  generally  held,  had  one  good 
effect,  that  it  lessened  the  panic.  Clem  himself 
would  have  had  lees  fear,  had  he  not  suspected  that 
the  hotel  had  been  set  on  fire  by  a  gang  of  burglars 
in  different  places  to  cover  their  retreat.  Every 
moment  he  expected  to  hear  an  explosion  and,  sick  at 
heart,  made  his  way  back  to  the  elevators,  where  he 
had  left  Ivy.  They  were  still  running,  but  Ivy  was 
there  waiting  for  him. 

"  Ivy,^'  he  asked,  **  why  are  you  here  V^ 
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"  Is  there  danger  ?" 

"  Danger !  you  may  be  crushed  or  burned.  Here 
comes  an  elevator ;  in  with  you." 

"  Come  with  me,  Clem  V 

"  I  must  try  to  find  Grace." 

"  She  has  left  the  hotel ;  I  saw  her  go  down  an 
elevator  with  her  uncle." 

Clem  pushed  Ivy  into  the  cage  and  was  about  to 
follow  her,  when  he  was  fiercely  thrust  aside.  His 
assailant  tried  to  enter,  but  it  was  too  late ;  the  gate 
clicked  and  the  car  sank. 

"  Stryker !"  said  Clem,  for  it  was  no  other  than 
his  enemy,  "we  seem  fated  to  die  together;  I  am 
sorry,  we  shall  have  to  part  again  so  soon."  Stryker 
did  not  answer,  but  made  frantic  efforts  to  stop  one 
of  the  descending  cars. 

The  air  had  now  grown  infected,  and  eye  as  well 
as  nostril  recognized  the  avaunt  courier  of  the  dread 
destroyer.  But  a  few  moments  had  passed,  yet  the 
scene  was  changing  with  fearful  celerity  from 
comedy  to  tragedy.  Many  of  the  hotel  guests  at 
the  flower  show,  with  strange  fatuity,  had  returned 
to  their  rooms  for  papers  and  jewels.  These  now 
reissued  into  the  halls  with  their  fatal  treasures  and 
swelled  the  throng  of  fugitives.  Whispers  changed 
into  shrieks  of  terror,  as  the  news  of  danger  reached 
some  belated  hearer.  Men  and  women  ran  from 
their  bathrooms,  half  dressed,  into  the  halls.  The 
cries  of  the  crowd  outside  and  the  whistles  of  the 
fire  engines  were  already  faintly  heard  and  dis- 
pelled the  hope,  that  the  fire  might  be  under  control. 

Thinking  Grace's  safety  assured,  Clem  now  cast 
afeo»t  him  how  to  secure  his  own.    Women  and  chil- 
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dren  crowded  the  elevators,  one  of  which  had  fallen. 
Clem,  followed  by  a  number  of  persons,  made  his 
way  to  the  fifth  story  and  was  terrified  to  find  the 
smoke  thicker,  as  he  descended.  As  he  was  trying 
to  win  his  way  down  the  next  stairway,  a  young 
woman,  scantily  dressed,  ran  from  a  room  adjacent 
and  begged  him  piteously  to  save  her.  "  I  am  not 
sure  of  my  course,"  said  Clem,  "  but  come  with  me 
if  you  will." 

Suddenly  the  woman  turned  back :  "  Wait  a 
moment,"  she  pleaded,  "  I  must  save  my  bishop." 

" your  bishop,"  said  Clem  angrily,  "  is  he 

stopping  to  put  on  his  canonicals  ?"  But  he  delayed 
a  moment,  when  moments  meant  lives,  and  the  girl 
returned  alone.  Clem  asked  no  more  questions,  as 
he  wished  for  no  more  delays,  but,  taking  her  hand, 
for  the  smoke  blinded  her,  led  her  to  the  next  story. 

He  was  now  surrounded  by  the  varied  horrors  of 
a  battlefield.  Above  and  below  shrieks  of  agony 
pierced  the  louder  roar  from  the  multitude  in  the 
streets  and  from  the  shrill  din  of  engines  and 
wagons.  Entreaties  for  help,  groans  of  despair, 
and  maniacal  cries  made  the  distant  black  smoke 
alive  and,  in  spite  of  the  growing  heat,  froze  the 
hearer's  blood.  As  Clem  was  passing  toward  the 
head  of  the  next  staircase,  a  door  opened  and  Drink- 
water  appeared,  staggering  under  the  weight  of  his 
Light-of-Love.  She  was  unconscious,  and  the  task, 
which  Drinkwater  had  undertaken,  was  heroic. 
Clem  called  to  him  and  helped  him  carry  the  life- 
less weight  toward  the  head  of  the  stairway. 

"  Clough,  you  are  heaping  coals  of  fire  on  my 
head,"  said  Drinkwater. 


338  THE  DEUCE  OF  HEAETS. 

"  ^Tis  not  a  difficult  task  in  this  place,"  said 
Clem,  automatically,  and  wondered  at  the  man's 
magnetic  humor,  that  inspired  a  feeling  of  pleas- 
antry even  in  the  inferno. 

Then  Clem  saw  a  sight,  which,  among  many  for- 
gotten, he  long  remembered.  In  the  hall  fifty  feet 
south,  where  the  smoke  was  less  dense  than  toward 
the  north,  a  woman  ran  shrieking  from  her  room, 
followed  by  a  man,  who  was  trying  to  snatch  her 
jewels  from  her  ears.  Some  of  Clem's  following 
shouted  to  her,  and  she  fled  toward  them,  with  the 
burglar  at  her  heels.  She  had  made  but  a  few  steps, 
when  a  tongue  of  flame  darted  from  an  open  door 
and  in  an  instant  had  gathered  pursued  and  pursuer 
into  its  deadly  grasp.  Clem  shuddered,  turned 
his  head  and  pressed  on.  When  they  had  reached 
the  next  story,  the  braver  picking  up  those  who 
stumbled,  and  the  stronger  aiding  the  more  help- 
less, another  appalling  sight  for  a  moment  held  them 
spellbound. 

The  upper  gear  of  one  of  the  elevators  had  been 
burnt  or  had  broken  away.  The  fallen  car  had 
been  caught  and  was  held  tight  by  its  safety  catch 
between  the  two  stories.  It  had  no  trap  door,  and 
its  instrument  of  rescue  had  turned  into  an  instru- 
ment of  death.  Crowded  with  its  crazed  victims, 
the  cage  hung  awaiting  its  fate,  a  companion  pic- 
ture to  the  Bull  of  Phalaris.  So  near  and  yet 
so  far,  the  bottom  of  the  elevator  had  stopped 
about  two  feet  below  the  ceiling.  Clem's  fugitives, 
though  fearing  a  like  fate,  thrust  their  fingers  in 
their  ears  and  gazed  at  the  sight  with  horror.  Clem 
heard  some  one  calling  piteously  to  him  and  stepped 
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toward  the  car.  Through  its  iron  bars  he  saw  two 
faces,  one  calm,  heroic,  its  eyes  hopelessly  searching 
for  some  means  of  escape;  the  other  distorted  with 
passion,  its  lips  muttering  mingled  prayers  and 
blasphemies.  The  latter  was  the  face  of  Stryker, 
who,  an- unrepentant  Jonah,  was  dragging  his  hap- 
less comrades  to  their  doom. 

That  other  face!  Can  it  be,  that  Clem  was  the 
last  person,  who  saw  the  brave  boy,  who  ran  his  car 
through  smoke  and  flame  and  was  paying  for  his 
nobility  with  his  life? 

Even  Stryker,  how  gladly  would  Clem  have 
helped  him!  Then  he  first  learned  how  much 
deeper  a  feeling  is  pity  than  hate,  and  that  our  real 
prayer  is  not  that  our  enemies  be  punished,  but 
that  they  repent  and  sin  no  more.  "  Come  back, 
you  can  do  no  good!"  cried  Drinkwater,  who  had 
found  a  water  pitcher  in  the  hall  and,  throwing  the 
water  over  his  friend's  face,  had  restored  her  to 
consciousness. 

As  Clem  was  hurrying  back,  he  was  joined 
by  a  man,  who  called  him  by  name,  and  whom 
Clem  remembered  as  Frankfurter,  the  director 
of  the  Dark  Trust,  before  whom  Sergent  and  he 
had  recently  been  summoned.  The  Hebrew  was 
half  beside  himself  with  emotion.  In  broken  accents 
he  told  Clem,  that  he  had  just  seen  his  father 
crushed  to  death  by  a  falling  ceiling,  that  he  believed 
that  accursed  Ketcham  had  put  up  a  job  to  bum  and 
loot  the  hotel,  had  forged  invitations  to  the  flower 
exhibition  and  had  invited  all  his  enemies  there  to 
perish.  He  rambled  on  so  savagely  against  Ketcham, 
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that  Clem  fancied,  he  must  have  become  insane  with 
fear  and  almost  began  to  doubt  Ketcham's  guilt. 

As  they  were  stealing  down  the  next  stairway,  an 
explosion  on  the  west  side  of  the  hotel  shook  the 
building.  Clem  had  once  heard  a  similar  explosion. 
He  had  been  chatting  with  a  stranger  in  the  outer 
office  of  Dagon,  the  banker,  had  passed  into  his 
inner  office  and  out  of  the  back  door,  when  a 
dynamite  bomb  had  burst  just  behind  him.  The 
time  was  not  propitious  for  logic,  or  Clem  might 
well  have  argued  that  burglars  know  their  business 
and  are  not  anxious  to  endanger  their  own  lives  by 
a  too  liberal  use  of  bombs.  A  moment  after  the 
ominous  sound,  a  cloud  of  black  smoke  flowed  along 
the  hall  below  them,  carrying  with  it  the  half -stifled 
moans  of  its  victims. 

"  Down,  on  your  hands  and  knees !"  cried  Drink- 
water,  and  in  that  way  they  crept  on  as  best  they 
could.  When  they  reached  the  second  story,  the 
black  flood  had  somewhat  ebbed,  but  the  halls  on 
the  west  were  filled  with  waves  of  tawny  smoke, 
pierced  by^darting  fangs  of  flame.  Here  the  wiser 
fugitives  ran  towards  the'  windows,  but  Clem, 
Drinkwater  and  others,  believing  the  coast  clear, 
hastened  to  the  lower  story  to  reach  the  easier  exit 
on  the  avenue.  But  a  fire  is  like  the  sea,  a  moment 
tranquil,  the  next  tumultuous.  A  new  wave  of 
smoke  suddenly  rolled  over  the  story  above  them, 
and,  when  they  reached  the  lower  floor,  every  path- 
way ended  in  flames. 

With  a  foreboding  heart  Clem  opened  a  door  to 
the  east,  and  the  party  ran  into  the  room.  Clem  shut 
the  door  in  the  face  of  the  fire,  that,  like  a  dragon, 
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then  began  eating  its  way  into  one  corner  of  the 
room.  They  found  that  the  windows  were  barred 
with  steel,  through  which  Drinkwater  with  table  and 
couch,  tried  in  vain  to  break.  Clem,  himself,  to 
check  the  indraught  of  flame,  took  his  Firebane 
powder  from  his  bag  and,  throwing  it  on  the  flame, 
stayed  its  advance.  Alas !  they  were  but  repeating, 
on  a  larger  stage,  the  catastrophe,  which  they  had 
before  witnessed  in  the  elevator.  Clem  was  retreat- 
ing from  his  forked-tongued  enemy  and  was  doling 
out  his  last  package  of  powder,  when  he  heard  a 
shout  behind  him  and,  turning,  ram  to  one  of  the 
windows.  Sergent  and  a  fireman  were  prying  open 
the  bars  with  a  crowbar,  and,  amid  the  exultant 
shouts  of  the  surging  crowd,  the  grimy  fugitives 
reached  a  place  of  safety. 

Clem,  as  he  staggered  into  the  live  air  on 
Sergent's  shoulder,  heard  his  name  called  by  Ivy, 
who  was  standing  by  the  fire  lines,  and  who  ran 
towards  him.  "  Thank  God,  you  have  escaped," 
she  cried  and  threw  her  arms  around  his  neck. 

^^  Where  is  Grace  ?  Have  you  seen  her  ?  You 
told  me,  she  left  the  hotel  before  you." 

"  I  told  a  lie." 

"  You  have  killed  her." 

"  I  have  saved  your  life."  As  she  spoke,  a  new 
engine's  crew  drove  forward,  and  Ivy  was  borne  to 
the  rear,  while  Clem  remained  at  the  fire  lines. 

Just  then  a  cry  of  horror  broke  from  a  hundred 
lips.  Clem  turned  and  shuddered.  The  western 
center  of  the  hotel,  with  a  geyser's  intermittent  ac- 
tion, was  belching  forth  a  fountain  of  fire  and 
smoke.     The  windows   of  the   upper  stories  were 
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clouding  and  flushing,  as  the  flames  interlaced  the 
fumes.  Between  two  of  the  upper  stories,  which 
were  on  fire,  was  a  third  as  yet  untouched.  There 
at  a  central  window  stood  a  woman  with  a  child  in 
her  arms,  a  momentary  but  indelible  picture  of  love 
and  despair.  Men  and  women  kneeled  down  in  the 
street  and  prayed  aloud.  Then  like  a  pall  the  black 
smoke  covered  the  hapless  pair  forever. 

A  new  cry  burst  from  the  multitude.  An  open 
window  on  the  fifth  story  framed  the  slender  figure 
of  a  woman,  who  was  climbing  upon  the  sill.  She 
turned  her  face  toward  Clem ;  it  was  Grace  Mitchell. 
There  was  no  net  beneath  the  window,  but,  as  if 
in  mockery,  a  ladder  had  been  run  up  to  the  next 
window  a  few  feet  distant  Grace  stood  upon  the 
sill,  balancing  in  her  mind,  which  awful  death  she 
should  choose.  The  audience  shuddered  as  though 
in  like  case.     '^  Don't  jump,"  cried  a  dozen  voices. 

A  moment  later  Sergent  had  taken  a  rope  from 
a  fire  patrol  wagon  and  was  at  the  foot  of  the  ladder, 
with  Clem  close  behind  him.  A  fireman  followed 
the  two  as  they  mounted;  a  murmur  of  hope  ran 
over  the  throng;  then  the  silence  was  unbroken, 
except  by  the  pulsing  of  the  pumps  and  the  beat  of 
the  distant  wings  of  flame.  Sergent  helped  Clem 
upon  the  sill,  and  the  fireman  followed.  Clem's 
hands  could  almost  touch  Grace;  he  held  the  rope 
towards  her,  but  she  made  no  sign;  it  was  clear, 
that  she  was  blinded  by  the  smoke.  Her  hope  of 
life  lay  within  the  compass  of  a  few  fleeting  seconds. 

"You  must  leap  for  her ;  are  you  strong  enough  ?" 
whispered  Sergent,  and  in  a  moment  he  had  fast- 
ened the  rope  under  Clem's  arms.     Beneath  the 
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window  ran  a  coping,  on  w'hich  one  foot  could  rest. 
Clem  stretched  out  his  arms ;  one  foot  trod  upon  the 
air;  he  leaped  forward,  clasped  Grace  around  her 
waist,  and  swung  off  with  her  into  space.  His  body 
struck  the  ladder  and  knocked  it  from  its  place,  and 
he  kept  his  hold  with  diflBculty.  Then  they  were 
swiftly  lowered;  Clem  was  in  fear,  that  the  rope 
would  be  too  short,  and  his  strength  not  sufficient 
for  his  task,  when  the  weight  lessened.  A  fireman 
had  readjusted  the  ladder  and  taken  Grace  from  his 
arms.  Clem  was  swiftly  lowered  to  the  ground; 
Sergent  and  the  fireman  slid  down  the  rope  and 
reached  the  ground  a  few  minutes  later.  They  were 
received  with  shouts  of  joy,  which  were  soon  hushed 
by  new  scenes  of  horror. 

Grace  was  carried  to  one  of  the  hospitable  houses 
near  by.  Clem  asked  Sergent  not  to  say  anything 
about  her  rescue,  as  he  did  not  wish  to  further  em- 
barrass the  girl,  whose  life  he  knew  was  now  one 
long  debate  between  love  for  her  brother  and  love 
for  her  own  ideal. 

The  fire  was  now  under  less  restraint.  Story 
after  story  filled  with  smoke,  which  was  followed 
by  live  flames  that,  like  witches  on  Walpurgis' 
Night,  whirled  and  danced  exultant  over  the  desola- 
tion they  were  spreading.  The  building  itself 
breathed  forth  from  its  fierce  entrails  myriads  of 
sparks  and  firebrands,  and  the  smoke,  rising  high 
above  the  roof,  like  a  feather  in  the  cap  of  Eblis, 
drew  away  in  one  close  black  plume,  that  stretched 
to  the  northwest,  as  far  as  eye  could  reach. 

Pieces  of  the  stonework  on  the  eaves  had  now 
begun  to  fall.  The  firemen  retired  slowly  from  their 
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iisastrous  struggle,  and  the  engines  played  only 
upon  adjacent  buildings.  All  doubt  was  over;  the 
living  thanked  God  for  His  mercy,  the  dead  were 
silent. 

"  The  engines,"  said  Sergent,  "  cannot  approach 
near  enough  to  play  even  upon  this  fire ;  of  what  use 
would  they  be  in  a  conflagration?" 

Clem  helped  a  little  truant  boy  to  a  good  view 
from  the  doorsteps,  on  which  he  was  standing,  and 
listened  a  minute  to  his  prattle.  He  had  on  a  lace 
collar  and  a  velvet  jacket,  and  his  puzzled  expres- 
sion reminded  Clem  of  Tig.  "  It's  warm  here,"  he 
said,  "  extremely  warm.  If  I  were  God,  I  should 
have  sent  a  rain,  a  heavy  rain.  They'll  have  to  fix 
up  this  hotel,  won't  they  ?  I  am  sure  they  will.  I 
am  glad  mother  is  at  home.  I  saw  five  or  six  men 
jumping  out  of  the  windows.  Wheugh !  Mamma 
brought  home  a  new  papa  last  week,  and  I  hope  he 
was  one  of  them.  I  can  stand  it,  if  he  can ;  I  don't 
like  new  papas." 

Suddenly  Clem  felt  faint;  he  sank  down  on  the 
steps  and  lost  consciousness.  When  he  awoke,  he 
found  himself  lying  on  a  cot  in  a  strange  house,  with 
a  dozen  injured  persons  around  him.  A  lady  came 
towards  him.  "  There  is  nothing  the  matter  with 
me,"  he  said  and,  thanking  her  for  her  kindness, 
rose  to  take  his  leave. 

"  Here  are  some  letters  of  yours,"  she  said,  hand- 
ing him  a  package.  They  were  letters,  which  Ivy 
had  written  to  him,  and,  as  he  placed  them  in  his 
pocket,  he  could  not  but  wonder,  how  any  one  could 
have  been  so  foolish  as  to  write  them,  or  to  preserve 
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them,  for  who   could   tell   into   whose  hands  they 
might  fall?    ' 

He  hastened  home,  thinking  how  anxious  his 
mother  must  be.  He  scarcely  looked  at  the  smoking 
ruins  or  the  hundreds  of  faces  gazing  blankly  at 
the  common  grave  of  those  they  loved.  He  bought 
a  paper  and  jumped  into  a  car.  The  Dazzle  was 
full  of  accounts  of  the  fire.  Two  facts  had  deeply 
impressed  the  reporters.  A  lady  had  returned  to  the 
hotel  to  get  her  marriage  certificate;  she  had  been 
irregular  in  her  youth  and  attached  an  importance 
greater  than  usual  to  the  document.  A  poet  had 
rushed  back  into  the  flames  to  secure  a  receipted  bill, 
which,  as  his  only  certificate  of  credit,  he  looked 
upon  as  a  fetich.  Neither  ever  reappeared.  Strange 
by  what  tardy  and  devious  ways  the  gods  punish  the 
unwary  sinner ! 

Ah  me !  thought  Clem,  throwing  away  the  paper, 
when  a  pious  mind  sees  the  uncurbed  forces  of 
nature  rend  and  devour  good  and  evil  alike,  how 
long  it  takes  him  to  resolve  his  doubts  and  return  to 
the  faith  of  his  youth ! 

He  reached  home  and,  running  upstairs,  opened 
the  door  softly.  His  mother  was  sitting  in  the 
drawing  room,  her  back  turned  towards  him.  She 
was  dressed  for  the  street  and,  it  was  clear,  had  re- 
turned from  searching  for  Clem  only  to  see,  if  he 
had  returned.  He  paused,  wishing  to  surprise  her. 
With  trembling  fingers  she  took  a  letter  from  the 
table  and  opened  it.  A  check  fell  from  it,  which, 
with  a  cry  of  disappointment,  she  tore  in  two. 
"  What  have  I  to  do  with  the  wealth  of  kings  ?"  she 

cried  bitterly,  and  buried  her  face  in  her  hands. 
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"  Mother  V' 

"  My  child !"  In  an  instant  she  had  folded  him 
in  her  arms,  was  covering  him  with  kisses  and  was 
sobbing  aloud. 

"  What  are  we  tearing  up  so  freely  ?"  asked  Clem 
and,  putting  the  pieces  of  the  check  together,  learned 
that  they  were  richer  by  ten  thousand  dollars,  part 
profit  from  the  money,  which  Mrs.  Clough  had  given 
her  banker,  Mr.  Bloom,  to  speculate  with.  "  The 
gods  are  good  to  the  poets,"  said  Clem,  "  every  dol- 
lar is  a  soldier." 

"  It  matters  not^"  said  Clem's  mother ;  "  this 
alone  concerns  me;  my  son  was  dead  and  ia  alive 
again." 

Clem  told  his  story,  omitting  nothing  but  his  ad- 
venture with  Grace.  When  his  mother  heard  of 
Stryker's  fate,  she  said  soberly :  "  God  was  merciful 
to  him  and  to  others;  He  gave  him  time  to  repent 
and  others  time  to  forgive  him." 

"  I  fear,  mother,  that  he  repented  under  pres- 
sure." 

"  It  was,  doubtless,  the  only  way,  my  child,  in 
which  he  could  have  been  made  to  repent,"  she 
answered  piously. 

For  a  week  and  a  day  horror  brooded  over  the 
ruins  of  society's  high  temple,  and  the  great  city 
mourned  over  her  favorite  sons  and  daughters, 
whose  delicate  limbs  had  been  turned  into  ashes  and 
blown  hither  and  thither  by  every  idle  wind. 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

Clem  was  no  longer  hopeless ;  his  escape  and  his 
mother's  infectious  faith  had  given  him  courage,  and 
fortune  had  furnished  him  with  the  sinews  of  war. 
A  week  after  the  fire  they  were  dining  at  Mrs.  Mo- 
Vickar's  with  Grace  Mitchell,  De  Wolfe  and  their 
banker.  An  expert  had  ordered  the  courses,  which 
promised  blind  fish  from  the  Kiver  Alf,  the  tongues 
of  nightingales  from  Mount  Parnassus,  birds'  nests 
from  the  Roof  of  the  World,  chdteau  wines  from  the 
cellars  of  Roland  and  cigars  from  the  private  stock 
of  Manaboaho. 

Mrs.McVickar  made  Clem  tell  some  of  the  humors 
of  his  lawsuit  to  the  banker.  "  My  cousin,"  said 
l)e  Wolfe,  when  he  had  finished,  has  been  fighting 
on  one  case  for  six  years.  Twenty-one  gladiators, 
dressed  in  their  harness,  came  out  against  him,  and 
now  the  curators  are  dragging  out  twenty-one  corpses 
from  the  arena,  a  prey  for  wolf  and  kite.  His  op- 
ponents have  been  calling  him  a  pronounced  fool; 
now  to  account  for  their  defeat  are  themselves 
obliged  to  sing  his  praises.  It  must  have  cost  less 
to  publish  all  the  poems  of  merit  since  Homer,  than 
to  typewrite  the  minutes  of  this  Cooley  case,  of 
which,  in  a  few  days,  everyone  will  forget  the 
name." 

The  conversation  turned  upon  the  fire,  and  Cleni 
noticed,  not  without  a  strange  feeling,  that  Grace's 
admiration  for  the  man,  who  had  saved  her,  had 
chilled  her  liking  for  him.     He  asked  De  WolfC; 
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who  knew  the  secrets  of  life,  why  American  women, 
were  so  capricious. 

"  In  Europe,"  he  answered,  "  an  heiress  has  an 
environment  of  expensive  duties;  here  she  may 
spend  her  income  or  principal  on  the  moment  without 
criticism.  This  allows  our  ladies  to  indulge  in  the 
passion  nearest  to  the  feminine  heart,  caprice,  and 
gives  them  the  charm  of  heroines  in  Oriental  tales, 
in  which  men's  fortunes  bloom  or  waste  at  a  favor- 
ite's smile  or  frown.  It  has  its  virtue ;  a  reformed 
rake  makes  a  good  husband,  but  a  capricious  wife 
makes  a  husband  good,  by  keeping  him  attentive  and 
alert." 

"  Nonsense !"  said  Mrs.  McVickar,  "  how  can  a 
bird  in  a  cage  be  capricious  ?" 

"  Wealth  and  death  open  every  door ;  a  rich 
widow,  who  ought  to  be  under  double  lock  and  key, 
is  twice  free,"  and  De  Wolfe  glanced  admiringly  at 
his  hostess,  who,  a  few  months  before,  had  pulled 
down  the  black  flag  and  now,  in  her  second  dawn  of 
beauty,  listened  not  unpleased. 

Clem  was  silent,  his  mind  filled  with  thanksgiving 
at  the  thought  of  the  chance,  by  which  Grace  and  he 
had  strayed  from  under  the  shadow  of  death.  In 
what  is  age  wiser  than  youth  that,  half  conscious 
that  life  is  but  an  hour  clipped  about  by  the  eterni- 
ties, looks  neither  before  nor  after,  but  seizes  the 
present  joy  ? 

"  Next  to  the  study  of  woman's  caprices,  the  art 
of  dining  most  interests  a  philosopher,"  continued 
De  Wolfe.  "  A  nation's  cuisine  is  a  thermometer 
to  measure  its  civilization.  I  admire  the  epitaph: 
*  I  am  Ozymandias,  King  of  Kings.     That,  which  I 
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^id  eat,  that  did  I  own.'  This  banquet  of  yours, 
Mrs.  McVickar,  is  a  lyric  in  five  stanzas."  He 
helped  himself  to  slices  of  bison's  tongue  and  hump. 
"  I  fear  that  this  will  be  the  last  dinner,  at  which 
any  one  will  taste  the  tidbits  of  these  martyred 
animals." 

As  he  finished  speaking,  Sergent's  card  w«s 
handed  to  Mrs.  McVickar,  who  passed  it  to  Clem. 

"  Cannot  an  hour  pass,  without  having  the  claws 
of  these  harpies  thrust  into  dish,  bed  and  book  ?"  he 
groaned. 

"  You  must  come  with  me,"  said  Sergent,  as  soon 
as  he  entered  the  room.  "  There  can  be  no  harm  in 
your  coming  too,"  he  added,  as  Mrs.  Clough  begged 
to  accompany  them,  and  in  a  few  minutes  the  three 
were  scurrying  southward.  Clem,  though  taken  *by 
surprise,  had  been  forehanded  enough  to  snatch  a 
dozen  cigars  from  the  side  table  and  sat  smoking 
moodily  in  a  corner  of  the  carriage. 

"  Of  all  things  in  the  world,"  -he  grumbled,  "  I 
hate  mystery;  yet  latterly  I  am  hurried  from  one 
Delphic  cave  into  another.  Tell  me,  what  Guy 
Fawkes'  trail  have  you  struck  ?" 

"  Cheeseborough  sent  me  a  telegram, '  Come  both ; 
important.'  " 

"  I  have  had  a  himdred  telegrams  with  the  word 
important  tagged  on  to  them.  I  used  to  run  at  their 
bidding,  but  I  found  ^  important '  always  referred 
to  the  man,  who  sent  the  message,  not  to  me." 

"  I  am  in  this  case  to  win,  Clem,  and  I  take  no 
chances." 

"  I  suppose  we  are  going  to  the  Half  Moon 
Hotel  ?"    Clem  wondered  how  Cheeseborough  would 
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dare  meet  them  there,  but  asked  no  more  questions 
and,  sinking  back  in  his  seat,  exhaled  the  fragrant 
smoke  and  gazed  at  the  infrequent  stars.  Half  an 
hour  later  they  stopped  at  the  ladies'  entrance  of 
the  hotel,  which,  a  little  southwest  of  the  Park  of 
Tongues,  squats  like  a  toad  among  a  herd  ofl 
giraffes.  They  were  shown  into  a  private  room, 
and  Sergent  went  to  reconnoiter.  On  his  return  he 
told  Clem,  that  Drinkwater  was  sick,  and  took  hinn 
to  the  Pantheon,  the  hotel's  restaurant,  to  meet 
Cheeseborough  and  to  get  a  belated  dinner.  Their 
familiar  waiter  did  not  lack  the  garrulity  of  age. 

"  Fifty  years  ago,"  said  the  spry  Methuselah, 
before  whom  they  perched  on  tall  chairs,  "  I  used  to 
open  oysters  in  this  room  for  Black  Dan."  Can  it 
be,  that  he  referred  thus  carelessly  to  our  great 
orator  ?  "  There  stood  the  counter,  and  there  sat' 
imcle  Daniel,  with  his  oysters  on  his  right  hand  and 
his  quart  of  Hennessy  on  his  left,  looking  like  the^ 
Almighty  dividing  the  sheep  and  the  goats.  It  isn't 
known,  but  the  tip  of  his  nose  had  been  cut  off  by 
his  razor,  when  he  was  practicing  his  eighth  of 
March  speech  before  the  glass.  That  sick  man,"  he 
pointed  upwards,  though,  from  the  solemnity  of  his 
voice,  one  would  have  supposed  he  referred  to  the 
Prince  of  Darkness,  "  that  sick  man  has  an  eye  and) 
a  voice  like  hisn,  but  he  isn't  Uncle  Daniel." 

"What  is  the  matter  with  Mr.  Drinkwater?" 
asked  Sergent.     "  Was  it  that  doUar-a-drink  tariff  ?" 

"  That  would  have  killed  a  common  man,  but  he 
is  a  thoroughbred ;  he  doubled  up  his  drinks  on  to  it 
and  paid  like  a  major.  There  are  worse  men  than 
Drinkwater;  however  his  throat  feels,  his  hand  is 
never  dry." 
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"  Clem,"  said  Sergent,  after  a  word  with  Cheese- 
borough,  '^  Drinkwater  is  pretty  bad ;  he  strained 
himself  at  the  lire  the  other  day,  carrying  Mrs.  Trot- 
ter, and  caught  cold  in  his  kidneys.  He  has  had 
a  disagreement  with  the  other  lawyers.  Cheese- 
borough  thinks  we  ought  to  see  him." 

Mrs.  Cloug'h,  on  heao'ing  what  had  occurred, 
wished  to  go  with  them,  and  the  four  made  their  way 
to  Drinkwater's  Toom,  which  had  greatly  improved 
morally,  since  Clem  had  last  seen  it  Then,  in  the 
center  of  a  table,  like  an  island  in  mid-ocean,  lay  a 
small  dish  of  solid  food,  fretted  by  the  dainty  finger 
of  satiety  and  surrounded  by  numberless  glasses. 
On  one  side,  the  jest  of  some  ribald  spirit,  rested 
twelve  empty  champagne  bottles,  like  twelve  jury- 
men, with  a  magnum  in  front  of  them.  Now,  clean 
and  neat,  the  table,  covered  with  a  white  cloth,  dis- 
played a  choice  collection  of  phials. 

Drinkwater's  huge  figure  lay  stretched  upon  the 
bed,  and  beside  him  sat  a  gentleman,  evidently  the 
doctor,  and  a  lady,  whose  kindly  face  excited  Mrs. 
Clough's  sympathy.  The  physician  rose  and  wel- 
comed them,  and  Mrs.  Clough  introduced  herself  to 
Mrs.  Drinkwater,  for  so  she  proved  to  be. 

"  How  is  he  ?"  asked  Clem.  The  doctor  shook  his 
head  and  smiled,  with  the  apprehensive  but  hopeful 
expression  of  an  experienced  practitioner. 

"  He  has  a  wonderful  constitution,  but  he  has  not 
treated  it  well.  His  nerves  are  affected,  but  he  is 
not  paralyzed.  He  caught  cold  at  the  fire,  and,  if 
the  inflammation  in  /the  kidneys  keeps  growing 
worse,  the  case  will  be  less  promising.  He  wants 
to  speak  to  you." 
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Clem  drew  near  his  old  enemy.  "  Poor  fellow  I" 
he  thought,  "  is  he  dying  ?  After  all,  what  are  our 
loves  and  hates,  but  the  lights  and  shadows  of  the 
same  feeling?"  While  he  was  regretting,  that  his 
mother  had  come  to  so  painful  a  scene,  she  began  to 
speak  to  the  helpless  sufferer  with  magnetic  pathos. 
As  Drinkwater  fixed  his  eyes  upon  a  face,  which 
was  still  noted  for  its  beauty,  that  ideal,  which  lives 
in  every  soul,  illumined  his  mobile  features. 

"It  is  my  mother's  face,"  he  faltered. 

"  Then  let  me  welcome  you  as  a  son,  who  has  re- 
turned to  his  mother's  hopes  and  prayers  to  live  un- 
troubled by  remorse  in  this  life  and,  in  the  life  to 
come,  to  be  welcomed  into  the  society  of  the  blessed,'' 
said  Mrs.  Clough. 

The  giant's  face  grew  effulgent,  as  he  answered 
slowly,  "  I  never  denied  a  woman  anything,  and  it. 
is  too  late  to  begin  now.  I  never  wished  your  son 
ill.  I  wanted  the  fame  of  winning  the  great  lawsuit 
alone;  I  thought  he  was  a  trespasser  on  the  case." 
He  tried  to  move  his  hand.  "There  are  some  papers 
in  my  coat  pocket,  which  may  help  you.  I  wish  I 
had  the  vouchers." 

^'  Are  my  vouchers  destroyed  ?"  asked  Clem. 

"  I  think  not." 

Mrs.  Clough  found  a  dozen  or  more  letters  in 
Drinkwater's  pocket  and  laid  them  on  the  bed.  He 
glanced  anxiously  at  Clem,  and  the  next  minute  the 
latter's  hand  reached  for  them.  Clem  was  not  a 
moment  too  soon,  for  Cheeseborough's  argus-eyed 
fingers,  though  his  face  was  turned  in  another  direc- 
tion, softly  rested  on  Clem's  hand  and  were  vnth- 
drawn.     Did  Clem  err,  or  did  Drinkwater^s  eye 
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glisten  with  a  sense  of  hmnor  at  seeing  the  inform- 
er's mute  discomfiture  ? 

"  God  has  revealed  himself  unto  you,"  said  Mrs. 
Clough,  gently,  to  her  host.  "  May  he  bless  you 
and  yours  for  your  goodwill  towards  us !" 

Drinkwater  beckoned  to  his  wife  and,  feebly  plac- 
ing her  hand  in  Mrs.  Clough's,  whispered :  "  If  any- 
thing happens  to  me,  I  hope  you  and  my  wife  Pru- 
dence will  be  friends. 


*  Nullum  numen  abest,  si  sit  Prudentia:' 


» 


he  added,  with  an  effort,  which  almost  cost  him  his 
life ;  a  small  price  for  a  New  Englander  to  pay  for 
an  apt  classical  quotation. 

The  doctor  now  retired,  :and  Drinkwater,  asking 
the  ladies  to  leave  him  alone  for  a  few  minutes, 
turned  to  Clem.  "  I  have  quarrelled  with  the  other 
lawyers,  and  I  have  tried  to  get  your  checks  and 
vouchers.  I  think  Koden's  girl  has  them.  She  is  in 
hiding.  Try  to  find  her.  I  thank  you  for  your  help 
at  the  fire."  His  eyes  grew  brighter;  he  seemed 
stronger.  "  Clough,"  he  then  whispered,  "  I  am 
suffering  the  torments  of  the  damned  without  a  trial 
and  without  probable  cause  shown.  My  wife  is  a 
good  woman,  but  she  has  religious  principles  and 
would  rather  have  me  die  sober,  than  live  drunk.  I 
respect,  but,  alas,  do  not  share,  her  prejudices.  For 
God's  sake,  Clem,  save  my  life  a  second  time ;  get 
me  a  glass  of  brandy." 

Clem  beckoned  to  Sergent  and  Cheeseborough, 
and  the  three  smuggled  a  goblet  of  cognac  down 
the  parched  throat  of  the  double  victim  of  Bacchus 
and  of  the  enemies  of  Bacchus.     The  happy  back- 
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slider  then  fell  into  a  fitful  sleep,  and  Clem  stood 
awhile,  gazing  at  his  massive  face  lit  up  by  a  soul, 
whose  troubled  birth,  after  forty  years'  gestation, 
Clem  had  just  witnessed.  It  hovered,  he  fancied, 
over  Goliath's  head,  like  a  rainbow,  that,  bom  of 
storm  and  sunshine,  glints  forth  above  a  wave- 
washed  New  England  rock  with  intermittent  beauty. 

Soon  the  party  took  their  leave,  taking  with  them 
the  letters,  which  thev  were  curious  to  read. 
"  CheeseborougV  said  Sergent,  "  heard  Holland 
tell  Drinkwater  to  buy  the  vouchers,  to  have  a  check 
on  his  allies,  but  the  fire  and  Drinkwater's  repent- 
ance must  have  broken  up  the  deal."  The  letters 
proved  to  have  been  written  by  a  woman  and  were 
unsigned ;  one  of  them  contained  an  address,  where 
the  writer  offered  to  confer  with  Drinkwater;  an- 
other refused  to  enter  into  any  negotiations  imless 
two  things,  not  stated,  were  done ;  a  third,  to  Clem^s 
pleasure,  expressed  an  unwillingness  to  injure  an 
innocent  party ;  a  fourth  contained  a  frigid  sugges- 
tion to  Drinkwater  not  to  mix  up  gallantry  and 
business,  but  to  confine  himself  strictly  to  the  latter, 
and  the  latest  stated  that  the  papers  were  safely  hid- 
den away  from  all  parties,  '  all '  twice  underscored. 

When  Clem  had  red  the  letters  through,  once  and 
again,  inside  and  outside,  upside  and  downside, 
from  right  to  left,  and  from  left  to  right,  above, 
below  and  between  the  lines;  when  he  had  applied 
to  them  the  tests  of  red  and  blue  litmus  paper,  the 
microscope,  the  knife,  the  scales  and  the  search- 
light, and  had  employed  on  them  whatever  other  in- 
struments of  analysis  his  college  had  taught  him, 
he  fetched   a  deep  sigh,     "Find  the  girll     Oh, 
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Ulysses !  Oh,  Percival !  Oh,  Panurge !  Oh,  Ponce 
de  Leon!  Oh,  Kepler!  Oh,  shades  of  all  truth- 
seekers  !  What  a  barren  quest !  Find  the  girl !  it 
is  a  fitting  epitaph  for  half  the  tombstones  in  the 
world ;  some  die  from  the  search,  more  perhaps  from 
the  finding !"  It  was  not  that  he  was  cynical,  but 
the  love  of  antithesis  forces  many  a  man  from  his 
bearings. 

The  stolen  vouchers  for  which  Clem  had  not  ob- 
tained duplicates  still  represented  over  fifty  thou- 
sand dollars,  and  he  saw  months  of  labor  before  him, 
should  he  fail  to  find  them.  As  soon  as  he  had 
money,  he  had  had  not  only  Eoden  but  all  his  friends 
shadowed.  A  shadow  is  an  expensive  luxury,  and 
Clem  often  thought,  how  fortunate  it  was  that  he 
was  a  lawyer,  otherwise  he  and  his  mother  would 
have  been  bankrupted.  In  tnaking  contracts  for  the 
estate  he  now  always  inserted  a  clause,  that  he 
should  not  be  personally  liable.  Strangely  enough, 
as  the  fight  went  on,  he  felt  that  he  was  receiving  an 
undercurrent  of  benefit  from  it,  the  cause  of  which 
might  repay  inquiry. 

Two  chords  run  through  the  universal  heart,  the 
chord  of  duty,  that  binds  the  kind  to  the  throne  of 
God  and  another,  which,  reaching  into  the  unknown, 
answers  magnetically  to  such  words  as  freedom, 
poetry,  love,  science  and  art.  Sober  minds,  noting 
the  ferment  produced  by  the  shocks  of  the  latter  to 
the  soul,  deem  often  that  this  chord  runs  too  near 
the  throne  of  the  Prince  of  Darkness.  Men,  on 
whose  youth  fortune  has  smiled,  unless  favored  by 
nature,  often  need  the  hand  of  adversity  to  make  the 
chord  of  duty  taut,  and,  though  the  cause  was  uu- 
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known  to  Clem,  it  was  doubtless  to  this  adjustment 
of  tensions,  that  his  moral  improvement  was  due. 

Day  after  day  he  and  his  assistants  trudged  from 
one  attorney's  and  from  one  tax  office  to  another, 
from  plumber  to  carpenter,  from  carpenter  to 
auctioneer,  from  auctioneer  to  banker,  in  search  of 
duplicate  vouchers,  and,  had  not  Clem's  vocabulary 
been  weeded  by  pious  hands,  it  might  have  disclosed 
a  forced  growth  of  the  tares  of  profanity. 

Every  day  detectives  sent  in  reports,  which  photo- 
graphed the  habits  of  Koden  and  his  friends.  Roden 
was  no  longer  the  patron  of  the  Christian  Aid  Res- 
taurant, that  disbursed  the  juice  of  the  genial  berry 
for  five  cents  a  cup.  His  mastery  over  facts  and 
his  facile  signature  had  won  him  the  friendship  of 
the  reformers'  club,  of  which  Windmiller  was  easily 
the  forlorn  hope,  and  his  affidavits  as  an  expert  on 
handwriting,  fresco  painting,  the  law  of  the  con- 
ditioned, the  amours  of  Atys,  singular  points,  the 
effect  of  green  on  domestic  happiness  and  Celestial 
cookery  had  secured  him  wide  recognition. 

On  one  occasion  lawyer  Watts,  who  had  succeeded 
Windmiller,  wishing  an  adjournment,  told  his 
client,  who  lived  in  Connecticut,  to  remain  away 
from  town  on  a  certain  day.  He  then  sent  several 
telegrams  to  his  client's  office  and  made  an  affidavit, 
that  his  telegrams  had  been  returned  unanswered, 
and  that  he  did  not  know  where  his  client  was. 
Roden  rebuked  Watts  for  this  and  told  him,  that 
such  a  piece  of  casuistry,  if  it  came  to  the  ears  of  the 
imreformed,  would  breed  criticism.  Roden  begged 
him  to  intrust  all  his  deviations  from  the  direct 
forthright  to  subordinates,  whose  example,  should 
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the  truth  become  known,  would  be  less  pernicious. 
This  solicitude  greatly  enhanced  Watt's  good  opinion 
of  Roden.  Clem  learned  these  stories  from  Cheese- 
borough,  but  of  the  vanished  vouchers,  whether  de- 
stroyed or  alive,  whether  in  the  hands  of  Roden  or 
of  Koden's  friend,  he  could  discover  nothing. 

A  detective,  who  had  become  a  boarder  in  Eoden's 
house  in  the  disguise  of  a  bookmaker,  by  bribing  a 
chambermaid,  had  succeeded  in  entering  Koden's 
room  and  had  tested  bed,  bureau,  carpet,  wall  and 
trunk  without  result.  He  had,  however,  found  the 
picture  of  a  girl  in  a  trunk,  who,  Clem  was  sure,  had 
once  been  the  guardian  of  the  vouchers.  This  pict- 
ure he  had  borrowed  and,  after  having  half  a  dozen 
copies  of  it  struck  off,  had  returned.  A  roper- in 
named  Brown  had  bribed  an  employe  in  the  post 
office  to  open  all  letters  to  and  from  Koden  and  give 
him  copies  of  them.  But,  alas,  the  letters  to  the 
wary  expert  were  mainly  passionate  pleas  for  the 
payment  of  board  bills,  and  the  letters  from  him 
were  as  vague  as  oracles. 

"  He  is  too  mean  to  marry  her,"  said  Sergent, 
"  and  he  is  too  mean  to  abandon  her.  Once  he  held 
a  woman  in  his  power,  he  would  never  let  her  go ; 
we  shall  arrive  in  time." 

"  Or  in  eternity,"  added  Clem,  who  lacked  the 
patience  of  his  friend. 

One  difficulty,  which  they  found,  was  that  Koden, 
since  he  had  become  prosperous,  had  dropped  all 
his  old  friends,  with  the  exception  of  a  man  named 
Goldstein.  Sergent,  who  attached  great  importance 
to  this  exception,  learned  that,  though  Goldstein 
followed  many  kinds  of  business,  his  chief  habitat 
was  the  Actors'  Open  Exchange. 
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**  Clem,"  he  said,  one  day,  "  Eoden  has  gone  to 
Mexico;  he  can't  return  for  two  weeks.  I  have  a 
plan,  by  which  we  can  secure  a  meeting  with  Gk>ld- 
stein,  which  may  have  results."  Clem  had  run  into 
80  many  cul-de-sacs  in  his  search,  that  he  was  skep- 
tical about  all  paths,  but  he  wished  to  leave  nothing 
undone^  and  that  afternoon  his  friend  and  he  entered 
that  part  of  the  Penumbra,  known  as  the  Rialto,  and 
made  their  way  towards  their  objective.  This  sec- 
tion, which  enjoys  various  names,  invented  by 
nimble-toiigued  journalists,  who  h«re  himt  for  copy 
with  success,  runs  along  Broadway,  northwest  of 
Twenty-third  Street.  Here  love  to  saunter  young 
swells  in  the  minor  kev  and  ancient  men  rechauffes 
bv  the  noontide  sim.  Unknown  indeed  must  be  the 
wayfarer  in  New  York,  who  can  pass  from  one  end 
of  this  promenade  to  the  other,  without  being  the 
victim  of  the  prehensile  arguments  of  gracious  bor^ 
rowers.  2sor  are  greater  perils  wanting,  unless  one 
avert  his  glance  from  the  nodding  plumes  of  golden- 
haired  blondes,  who  twice  a  week  of  an  afternoon 
trip  to  and  from  the  temples  of  comedy,  which  here 
jostle  eacli  other. 

The  Sim  had  set,  and,  as  Sei^^it  and  Clem  stepped 
southward,  the  hour  was  at  hand,  when  the  least 
prudent  of  the  gay  revellers,  whom  they  met,  real- 
ized that  the  question  of  dinner  with  all  its  responsi- 
bilities was  pressing  upon  them.  Sergent  stopped 
in  front  of  a  hotel,  where  ringlet  and  moustache 
often  meet  to  compare  colors. 

"  This  is  Goldstein's  himting  groxmd,"  said  Ser- 
gent. "  He  usually  sits  by  the  door  leading  into  the 
side  street     See !  there  he  is  alone,  so  much  the  bet- 
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ter.  Do  you  observe  that  man,  who  looks  like  a  game 
cock,  sitting  in  the  corner  yonder?  That  is  Biff 
Bolton ;  his  part  is  of  the  essence  of  the  plot/'  So 
speaking,  Sergent,  followed  by  Clem,  walked  up  to  a 
guest,  whose  face  of  intelligence  was  marred  by  its 
look  of  cunning,  and  whose  nationality  one  would 
guess  to  be  a  happy  mixture  of  Scot,  Hebrew  and 
Yankee,  that  augured  well  for  his  business  acumen. 
He  was  placing  one  end  of  his  napkin  in  his  waist- 
coat, when  Sergent  handed  him  a  card.  He  let  fall 
his  napkin  with  a  sudden  start,  but  smiled  when  he 
saw  the  names  Mark  Eoden  and  Putnam  Sergent. 

"  You  are  a  friend  of  Mr.  Eoden  ?"  he  asked. 

"  A  business  friend ;  this  gentleman,"  Sergent 
motioned  to  Clem,  "  is  Mr.  Charles,  a  client  of  mine, 
from  a  town  near  Mobile." 

"  I  am  happy  to  make  your  acquaintance,  Mr. 
Charles." 

"  The  pleasure  is  mutual." 

"  It  has  occurred  to  me,  from  what  I  have  heard," 
said  Sergent,  "that  we  may  be  able  to  be  of  service  to 
each  other."  As  Sergent  was  speaking,  Clem  moved 
a  little  space  away,  that  the  two  might  converse  more 
at  ease,  and  appeared  himself  to  be  studying  the 
contents  of  a  cigar  stand. 

"  He  has  just  come  into  his  fortune,"  he  heard 
Sergent  say.  "  He  is  as  honest  and  simple  as  a 
cheese.  He  has  come  to  New  York  to  see  it  all.  We 
can  pickle  him  to  the  bone." 

"  Half  ?"  Sergent  nodded,  and  Goldstein,  calling 
to  Clem,  asked  him  and  Sergent  to  sit  down  to  din- 
ner with  him.  As  Sergent  took  his  seat,  he  gave 
three  winks  with  his  off  eye.     These  shuts,  which 
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might  have  seemed  equivocal  to  the  gay  petticoats, 
who  were  rustling  at  the  adjacent  table,  evidently 
produced  a  clear  impression  on  Biff  Bolton,  for  he 
at  once  advanced  to  the  table,  where  the  three  sat, 
fixed  his  eyes  on  Goldstein  and  whispered : 

"  Philemon  Amot,  I  am  on  to  you.  That  girl  was 
my  sister.     I'll  cut  your  heart  out." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?"  gasped  Goldstein,  seeing 
a  death's  head  reflected  in  Biff's  countenance.  "My 
name  is  not  Arnot,  my  name  is" 

"  Your  name  is  no  longer  Arnot  I  will  tell  you 
your  name,  and  I  will  prove  it ;  your  name  is  Stiff." 
As  he  spoke,  he  clasped  his  hands  around  Goldstein\s 
throat,  who  turned  white  with  terror,  but  grew  more 
composed,  as  Sergent  drew  Bolton  back,  despite  his 
desperate  struggles. 

"  Hold  him !  hold  him !  he  is  a  madman !"  cried 
Goldstein.  In  answer  to  his  prayer  half  a  dozen 
fierce  looking  waiters  ran  violently  away  from  the 
danger  lines,  and  one  cried  police!  at  which  Biff 
broke  away  from  Sergent's  grasp  and  vanished. 

"  We  shall  all  be  arrested ;  they  will  keep  us  in 
the  House  of  Detention  as  witnesses ;  they  will  bleed 
us  to  death !"  cried  Goldstein  whom  the  prospect  of 
official  aid  terrified  more  than  death  itself.  "  Come 
with  me  this  way!"  and,  followed  by  Sergent  and 
Clem,  he  beat  a  rapid  retreat  through  the  side  door 
into  the  street. 

"  You  have  saved  my  life,"  he  whispered  to  Ser- 
gent "I  shall  remember  it  I  I  was  thinking,  when 
that  octopus  was  shutting  off  my  breath,  that  we 
could  not  do  much  business  with  our  friend  here. 
What  a  pity  to  lose  it !     We  will  divide  him  up,  bite 
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and  bite  alike.  Come,  shall  we  not  what  you  call 
make  a  night  of  it  ?  We  are  not  as  the  scribes.  Let 
us  try  the  Black  Leopard." 

"  Mobile  pays  the  freight/'  said  Clem,  flashing  a 
roll  of  bills  before  the  eyes  of  his  friends.  Then 
peering  about  them  to  see  that  the  belligerent  Biff 
was  not  in  evidence,  they  made  their  way  southward 
along  the  Kialto  to  the  most  popular  haunt  of  sock 
and  buskin  and  soon  found  themselves  seated  in  a 
snug  comer  round  a  mahogany  table,  at  one  side  of 
an  open  fireplace,  alive  with  blazing  logs.  Clem 
ordered  some  steamed  oysters,  a  double  tenderloin 
steak  and  some  Kaiser  champagne,  a  new  and  heady 
wine.  He  then  went  to  examine  pictures  heavy 
with  famous  sons  of  thunder,  whose  painted  voice 
would  excite  terror  in  the  heart  of  Penelope's  hus- 
band, and  to  enquire  more  closely  at  gossamer-veiled 
figures  of-  actresses,  framed  to  waken  jealousy  in 
Joseph's  wife.  While  he  was  away,  Sergent  told 
Goldstein,  that  he  had  been  at  pains  to  divert  Clem 
from  Wall  Street. 

"  Come,  gentlemen,"  said  Clem,  returning  and 
taking  his  seat.  "  What  clever  rogue  invented  this 
style  of  restaurant  ?  What  are  these  portraits,  but 
lovely  harpies,  who  double  our  thirst  and  divide  our 
hunger?  One  might  serve  the  same  plates  to  a 
dozen  guests.  What  a  trick  for  Mammon  and  Cupid 
to  turn  together !" 

"  What  a  head  for  la  haute  finance  1"  cried  Gold- 
stein, in  admiration. 

"  Keep  your  word  and  divide  with  your  friends^ 
these  are  all  the  business  rules  I  know,"  said  Clem. 

"  Think  of  letting  such  a  lamb  loose  in  la  Gueule 
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de  Loup !     It  makes  me  shudder  1"  whispered  Grold- 
stein  to  Sergeut 

"  Roden  always  uses  his  clients  well,"  said  Sar- 
gent. "  He  hasn't  always  been  prosperous ;  ho 
knows  what  it  is  to  need  a  friend."  Goldstein  did 
not  respond  to  Sargent's  praise  of  Boden,  as  ardent- 
ly, as  the  latter  would  have  wished. 

"  I  have  known  Koden  for  years,"  he  said,  grow- 
ing more  communicative.  "  When  I  first  saw  him, 
he  was  leaning  against  the  mantel  yonder  in  this 
very  room,  groomed  to  a  whisker.  Soon  afterwards, 
he  met  an  actress  named  Bijou,  who  used  to  dine 
here.  She  was  a  mermaid,  and,  as  it  grew  colder^ 
his  dress  suffered  a  sea  change.  His  watch  and 
chain  were  the  first  to  go ;  then  followed  his  rings, 
one  by  one;  then  his  silk-lined  overcoat  deserted 
him ;  his  Prince  Albert  frock  coat  was  transformed 
into  a  light  summer  sack;  his  silk  hat  shrank  to  a 
cotton  cap ;  his  very  button  boots  were  razeed  to  low 
shoes." 

"  All  for  love,  or  the  world  well  lost !"  said  Clam, 
who  for  the  first  time,  so  soft-hearted  a  goddess  is 
Humor,  had  a  half  kindly  feeling  toward  the  per- 
verted expert. 

"  One  morning,"  continued  Goldstein,  "  Roden 
was  sitting  at  a  table  with  some  bread  and  salt  and 
a  glass  of  water  before  him,  vainly  scanning  the  bill 
of  fare  to  find  some  dish,  which  his  purse  could 
compass.  His  face  wore  so  suicidal  an  expression, 
that  I  could  stand  it  no  longer.  '  My  good  fellow,' 
I  said  to  him,  *  will  you  not  share  my  breakfast  with 
mef" 

"  Now  he  IS  on  horseback,"  said  Sergent,  "  I  hope 

be  does  not  ride  over  his  foot-friends," 
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"  Not  over  me,  on  your  life,'^  said  Goldstein,  de- 
clining without  too  much  emphasis  to  allow  Sergent 
to  refill  his  glass.  "  It  was  I,  who  taught  him  a 
little  wrinkle  in  real  estate  law,  for  all  I  am  not  a 
lawyer." 

"  Why  were  you  reluctant  to  tell  the  rascal,  who 
assaulted  you,  your  real  name  ?"  asked  Clem  with  a 
look  of  shrewd  simplicity.  Goldstein  became  con- 
fused, and  Clem,  rising  with  an  indifferent  air,  went 
to  look  at  some  decollete  pictures,  which  hung  in  an 
inner  room. 

"  Tell  him  the  truth,"  said  Sergent ;  don't  make 
him  suspicious.  If  you  are  frank  with  him,  he  will 
trust  you  like  a  brother." 

"  You  didn't  think  I  noticed  it,"  said  Clem,  re- 
turning and  overhearing  Sergent;  "you  think,  we 
countrymen  haven't  any  eyes,  but  I  tell  you,  when 
we  sit  with  our  feet  cocked  up,  steaming  round  a 
stove  through  the  long  winter  hours,  we  pull  a  sub- 
ject apart  web  and  woof." 

"  Hush  I"  said  Goldstein,  calling  the  waiter's  at- 
tention to  a  devil  in  the  bottom  of  his  glass.  "  'Tis 
a  little  service  I  do  Koden  and  myself.  Roden  bor- 
rows money  for  builders  on  bond  and  mortgage.  He 
puts  the  title  in  my  name ;  I  reconvey  all  of  the  proj)- 
erty  but  a  fraction  to  him  and  record  the  deed ;  then 
I  reconvey  that  fraction  to  him,  but  he  does  not 
record  the  conveyance ;  I  sign  my  real  estate  name, 
which  is  not  Goldstein.  In  case  Eoden's  client  can- 
not pay  the  mortgage  interest,  the  mortgagee  cannot 
serve  me  and  cannot  foreclose  the  mortgage.  We 
have  stood  off  a  mortgagee  for  three  years  in  that 
way.    I  thought  that  madman  was  a  process-server." 
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'^  Real  estate  is  too  slow  and  too  dry  a  business  for 
me,"  said  Clem,  refilling  the  glasses.  "We  boast  of 
owning  this  and  that  parcel  of  land,  when  presto ! 
mother  earth  owns  us  by  the  only  title  without  a 
cloud,  that  of  the  cannibal.  Can't  we  go  into  some- 
thing with  more  life  in  it  than  land?  We  have 
enough  of  that  in  the  South.  Why  not  get  up  a 
company  of  merry  actors  and  combine  pleasure  and 
profit  ?" 

"  What  a  business  for  such  a  head  and  what  a 
head  for  such  a  business !"  said  Goldstein  in  a  soft 
aside  to  Sergent.  "  I  am  an  angel-broker,  but  this 
is  the  first  time  an  angel  has  ever  come  down  to  me : 
I  have  always  had  to  go  up  for  him." 

"I  met  a  pretty  girl  the  other  evening,  who  steered 
me  on  this  business,"  said  Clem.  "  She  told  me 
that  a  harmonious  combination  of  actors  always 
wins." 

"  You  aire  not  married  ?"  asked  Goldstein. 
"  Good !  Marriage  and  lack  of  capital !  nothing  else 
can  jangle  the  sweet  bells." 

"  A  few  thousands  will  not  frighten  me,"  said 
Clem.  "  Here  is  her  picture,  she  must  have  a  good 
role;  perhaps  you  know  her?"  He  took  from  his 
pocket  the  photograph,  which  had  been  found  in 
Koden's  room,  and  watched  Goldstein's  face  narrow- 
ly. Goldstein,  adjusting  his  glasses,  raised  his  eye- 
brows critically  after  the  fashion  of  experts  ou 
women. 

He  had  given  but  one  glance  at  the  picture,  when 
Clem's  fear  that  he  might  hide  his  knowledge  of  the 
fair  unknown  was  dispelled.  Changing  from  a 
parasite  into  a  Mohawk,  with  a  hoarse  cry  and  with 
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incredible  agility,  he  sprang  at  Clem  and  bore  him 
to  the  floor,  hissing  out  as  they  fell :  "  Villain,  where 
is  my  daughter  ?" 

One,  who  had  been  neither  parson  nor  Quaker,  had 
not  failed  to  find  something  inviting  in  the  rough 
and  tumble  fight,  which  followed  Goldstein's  inter- 
rogatory challenge.  Clem,  who  was  something  of 
a  psychologist,  might  well  have  been  tempted  to  in- 
quire, by  what  witchcraft  this  complaisant  go-be- 
tween of  angels  and  footlight-f airies  had  been  sud- 
denly transformed  into  a  Draco,  but  he  passed  the 
question  lightly  by.  Taken  by  surprise,  his  throat 
in  a  vise,  his  head  bumping  against  the  floor  like  a 
broken  car  wheel,  it  is  rao-e  that  one  engages  in  such 
a  debate  under  less  promising  circumstances.  Yet, 
though  the  abridgment  of  the  winldpipe  produces  an 
effect  almost  like  paralysis,  Clem  put  up  a  good 
fight.  As  soon  as  he  touched  the  floor,  he  threw  his 
feet  upwards  to  clasp  them  around  Goldstein's  neck 
and  wrench  him  backwards.  But  Goldstein  drew 
down  his  head,  and  Clem's  feet,  missing  his  neck, 
landed  harmlessly  on  his  back. 

WTestling,  bucking,  writhing,  kicking,  biting  and 
swearing,  each  strove  to  put  the  other  to  sleep. 
Then  first  Clem  learned  by  proof,  that,  whatever  a 
Jew's  fingers  grasp,  leaves  them  reluctantly.  Twice 
he  had  torn  away  Goldstein's  hands  from  their  hold, 
twice  he  felt  them  tighten  more  closely  rounid  his 
neck;  his  strength  was  failing  him,  he  could  no 
longer  breathe,  he  was  in  the  grasp  of  a  grizzly;  it 
had  all  passed  in  a  minute ;  he  fainted  away. 

When  he  awoke,  he  was  lying  on  a  lounge  with 
Sergent  bending  over  him;  he  could  scarcely  move 
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hand  or  foot,  or  speak  above  a  whisper.  Opposite 
him,  a  few  yards  distant,  sat  his  victor,  guarded  by 
three  pronounced  looking  gentlemen,  whom  Clem 
thought  must  be  actors. 

"  Fortunately,"  said  Sergent,  "  our  friends  are 
used  to  melodrama  and,  instead  of  calling  for  the 
police,  advised  us  to  settle  our  differences  en 
famillo." 

"  Did  you  learn  the  girl's  name  ?" 

"  Goldstein's  real  name  is  Gamel,  his  daughter's 
name  is  Priscie,  one  of  the  actors  recognized  her." 

"  Brava !  we  shall  win  out,  what  devious  ways 
justice  pursues !  Eoden  would  clap  me  into  jail  for 
trying  to  save  the  girl's  honor,  and  her  father  would 
murder  me  for  betraying  her.  What  shall  we  tell 
Gamel  ?  If  he  learns  of  Eoden's  guilt,  he  will  kill 
him ;  how  will  that  help  us  to  find  girl  or  vouchers  ? 
More's  the  pity,  we  of  all  men  must  save  Koden's 
life.  This  '  cherchez  la  femme '  leads  one  into 
strange  paradoxes." 

"  Tell  him  the  truth,  Clem ;  always  be  frank  with 
crooks  and  keep  your  word  to  the  letter.  We  will 
promise  to  help  him  find  his  daughter."  Sergent 
was  a  persuasive  talker,  and,  after  a  few  minutes' 
debate  with  Gamel,  he  bade  the  actors  withdraw 
their  embargo  and  took  him  to  where  Clem  lay.  An 
unselfish  love,  like  Moses'  rod,  had  swallowed  up  all 
Gamel's  meaner  thoughts,  and,  with  tears  trickling 
down  his  face  he  said : 

"  Mr.  Clough,  I  am  sorry  that  I  attacked  you. 
If  you  will  help  me  to  find  Priscie,  I  shall  be  grate- 
ful. She  is  my  only  daughter;  for  a  thousand 
years  the  honor  of  our  family  has  never  been 
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stained.  If  Koden  marries  her,  I  will  forgive  her, 
if  not " 

Sergent  exchanged  addresses  with  the  amgel- 
f  ancier,  and  the  latter  shook  hands  with  Clem  and 
went  away.  Clem  ordered  some  wine  for  the  actors, 
who  had  served  him  so  well  and,  after  a  glass  or 
two  himself,  feeling  his  strength  somewhat  restored, 
called  for  a  carriage  and  drove  home,  a  wiser  and 
more  sober  man. 

"  Sergent,^'  he  grumbled,  "  this  '  find  the  woman ' 
is  a  proverb  of  great  possibilities ;  it  is  a  password, 
that  leads  i  ou  from  garret  to  garden,  from  altar  to 
halter,  from  paradise  to  purgatory." 

"  'Tis  often  a  boomerang,  Clem." 

"  I  should  rather  call  it  a  double-acting  gun.  One 
must  learn  to  hold  it  in  the  middle,  for  it  goes  off 
at  the  breech,  as  readily  as  at  the  muzzle,"  said  Clem, 
nettled  at  Sergent's  supplying  him  with  a  metaphor. 
"  Priscie  Gamel !  'tis  a  name  to  conjure  with,  I 
can  hardly  speak.  What  shall  I  tell  mother  ?  I  will 
say,  that  I  have  had  a  sudden  attack  of  tonsilitis." 


*  , ,  .  t  •  •  \ 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

One  evening,  two  weeks  later,  a  detective 
shadowed  Roden  to  the  house  of  a  man,  who  had 
written  Roden  a  letter,  begging  him  to  use  his  influ- 
ence not  to  have  a  mortgage  foreclosed.  Roden  had 
left  the  writer's  house,  which  was  near  his  own  block 
and,  going  to  a  neighboring  saloon,  had  displayed 
a  roll  of  bills  before  the  shadow's  eyes.  The  detec- 
tive leaving  Roden  was  returning  to  the  house,  hop- 
ing to  get  some  information  about  him,  while  his 
tenant  was  still  angry  at  the  loss  of  his  money,  when 
whom  should  he  meet  but  the  tenant  himself  with  a 
bag  on  his  back.  The  shadow  followed  him  for  some 
distance  towards  the  East  River,  when  the  man's 
backward  glances  showed  so  much  apprehension, 
that  the  detective  called  a  policeman,  who  opened 
the  bag  and  found,  that  it  contained  a  woman's  body. 

The  detective  at  first  feared,  that  the  woman  was 
Priscie  Gamel,  and  that  he  would  obtain  the  reward, 
which  Clem  had  offered  for  finding  her.  The  tenant, 
however,  when  questioned  at  the  police  station,  said 
that  the  woman  was  his  wife,  who  had  died  suddenly 
two  days  before.  He  had  used  every  dollar  he  had  to 
pay  the  interest  on  his  mortgage  and  could  not  give 
her  any  more  stylish  burial  than  the  river  afforded. 
On  searching  the  woman  five  hundred  dollars  in  five 
bills  were  found  hidden  in  her  bustle,  at  sight  of 
which  the  widower  nearly  died  from  shock.  A  letter 
written  on  a  piece  of  brown  paper  was  also  found  in 
her  pocket,  which  read :  Dear  Priscie,  you  have  al- 
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ways  been  good  to  me,  and  I  want  to  bid  you  good- 
bye. 1  have  suffered  so  much,  that  I  feel  that  I  must 
end  it.  I  have  done  nothing  serious  to  any  one  but 
myself.     I  hope  you  will  remember  me. 

A  bottle  of  morphine  was  found  in  her  room,  and 
the  widower  was  discharged.  A  client  of  Roden,  it 
seems,  held  a  mortgage  against  the  man,  who  turned 
out  to  be  a  miser,  who  lived  in  his  own  house  in  the 
cellar  and  rented  the  remaining  rooms.  Clem  was 
away  at  the  time  and,  on  his  return,  was  at  pains  to 
learn  all  the  names  of  the  then  inmates  in  the  house. 
Priscie  Gamel,  he  felt  sure,  haid  been  one  of  them, 
but,  if  so,  it  was  too  late.  She  was  no  longer  there, 
and  Clem's  only  satisfaction  was  in  berating  the  de- 
tective. 

The  morning  after  Clem's  disappointment,  his 
mother  showed  him  an  advertisement  in  the  Corona, 
offering  a  reward  for  the  names  of  the  men,  who 
had  rescued  a  young  lady  from  the  Otway-Clarence 
"  It  has  been  in  the  papers  for  several  days,"  she 
said.  "  I  wonder  who  inserts  it ;  Grace  says  it 
is  not  she.  She  has  often  inquired  at  the  Fire  Com- 
missioners' office  about  them,  but  can  learn  nothing. 
She  thinks  they  perished  in  the  flames." 

"  If  there  is  any  mystery  connected  with  Grace, 
you  will  find  Holland's  name  behind  it.  Why  he 
wishes  to  know  the  names  of  honest  men,  I  can't 
guess." 

"  Why  is  Holland  so  wicked,  Clem  ?  His  family 
are  all  gentlemen ;  his  sister,  I  am  told,  is  too  soft 
hearted." 

"  The  law  of  correlation  of  forces  applies  to 
human  nature ;  Paul  and  Virginia  and  Robespierre 
were  all  the  children  of  Eousseau." 
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"  Poor  Grace !"  said  Mrs.  Clough,  with  a  sigh. 
The  name  fell  half  coldly  upon  Clem's  ear.  The 
love  of  his  friends  had  been  changed  into  hatred  of 
his  enemies.  When  he  thought  of  Grace,  it  but  in- 
flamed his  anger  against  their  evil  genius  Holland. 
He  made  an  exception  in  Ivy's  case,  whose  debonair 
manner  made  him  forget  his  troubles. 

"  Mother,"  said  Clem,  anxious  not  to  have  her 
speak  of  Grace,  "  how  society  is  honeycombed  with 
hypocrisy!  Mammon  is  the  only  god,  whose  wor- 
ship knows  no  ebb.  Why  do  Christians  allow  such 
villains  as  Holland  to  exist  ?  Why  are  vipers  trans- 
formed into  gods?  Why  are  tarantulas  crowned 
with  aureoles  ?  Why  are  not  these  reform  lawyers, 
who  prostitute  their  talents  to  starve  widows  and 
orphans  made  to  fatten  manure  pits  ?  In  the  eye  of 
God  is  not  the  devil,  who  lies  howling  on  the  lowest 
stair  of  the  Inferno,  an  angel  of  light  compared  to 
these  laureate  liars  ?" 

Tig  now  ran  into  the  room  and  told  his  mother  to 
have  the  janitress  sent  away.  He  had,  he  said,  only 
untied  the  strings  of  her  apron  in  play,  when  she 
told  him  angrily  not  to  monkey  with  her  bustle,  and 
put  her  wet  hand  over  his  face :  it  was  too  disgusting ! 
As  the  rogue  was  scolding,  a  sub-janitress  came  into 
the  room  in  a  state  of  indignation.  "  Sure,  mum,'' 
she  said,  "  those  men  are  filibustering  on  the  roof 
again  with  their  telegraph  tools.  When  I  tell  them 
to  quit,  they  shake  their  heads  and  point  to  the  quick 
wires.  What  right  have  they  to  tether  the  lightning 
to  our  chimneys  without  leave  ?  The  landlord  told 
me  Mr.  Clough  was  a  lawyer,  and  he  would  send 
them  away."     Clem  went  up  on  the  roof  and,  after 
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ordering  off  the  men,  returned  looking  well  pleased, 
though  he  was  covered  with  whitewash  from  the 
walls  of  the  closet,  which  led  to  the  scuttle.  "  You 
look  sober,  when  you  ought  to  be  pleased,  and  pleased 
when  you  ought  to  be  sober,"  said  his  mother,  frown- 
ing, as  she  brushed  his  coat. 

"  Mother,  I  have  an  idea." 

"  Is  it  like  Sarah's,  an  only  child  and  a  miracle  ? 
What  is  it  V 

"  'Tis  an  idea,  that  has  often  made  men's  fortunes 
in  the  street ;  'tis  that,  whatever  does  not  go  up,  must 
come  down,  and,  inversely,  whatever  does  not  come 
down,  must  go  up.  Priscie  Gamel,  like  the  Coper- 
nican  system  or  the  doctrine  of  evolution,  will  be 
discovered  through  half  a  dozen  converging  ideas.'^ 

"  You  will  never  do  anything  like  any  one  else, 
you  silly,"  said  his  mother  half  satirically  and  half 
proudly. 

That  evening  Sergent  came  to  dinner,  and  Clem, 
telling  his  mother,  that  he  was  going  out  and  might 
not  return  till  the  morning,  bade  her  good-bye  ten- 
derly. "  I  am  always  anxious  when  you  are  away, 
Clem,"  said  his  mother,  quick  to  notice  any  expres- 
sion of  affection  greater  or  less  than  common.  "You 
have  not  told  me,  why  you  are  going." 

"  I  am  going  to  search  for  a  woman,  who  is 
neither  maid,  wife  nor  widow,  but  who  should  be  all 
three.  Don't  be  frightened,  there  is  no  danger,  Ser- 
gent goes  with  me." 

The  friends  made  their  way  to  the  Plaza,  which, 
surrounded  by  towering  hotels,  lies  southeast  of 
Central  Park.  They  took  a  room  at  one  of  the 
hotels,  changed  their  clothes,  paid  their  bills  to  a 
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waiter  and  issued  forth,  disguised  as  two  Hebrews 
of  the  old  school. 

Society  in  its  growth  northward  is  about  equally 
divided  by  the  Park,  though  it  favors  the  east  side. 
Joining  the  golden  quarter,  beginning  about  two 
hundred  yards  east  of  the  Park  lies  the  smart  section 
of  New  Jerusalem.  Passing  the  more  wealthy 
houses,  Sergent  and  Clem  walked  to  a  block,  which 
lay  about  a  mile  northeast  of  the  Plaza  east  of  Ave- 
nue D  and  north  of  Montifiore  Street.  'Tis  a  region 
in  which  the  women  are  distinguished  no  less  for 
their  virtue  ttan  for  their  occasional  beauty. 

"  There  is  Eoden's  house,"  said  Sergent.  "  All 
the  houses  are  boarding  houses;  there  is  one,  that 
looks  attractive."  They  stopped  at  the  house  Ser- 
gent selected,  which  was  three  nmnbers  south  of 
Roden's,  rang  the  bell  and,  learning  that  the  upper 
story  was  empty,  were  soon  its  tenants.  The  next 
day  Clem  won  the  confidence  of  the  two  Deborahs, 
who  ruled  it,  by  displaying  upon  his  table  a  fine 
edition  of  the  Talmud.  The  next  night,  arming 
and  masking  themselves  and  pulling  on  their^rub- 
bers,  they  stole  upon  the  roof  and  took  their  bearings. 

The  block  was  builtjike  most  blocks  in  the  city; the 
houses  were  four  stories  high,  and  the  flat  roofs  were 
continuous,  except  for  short  hiatuses  at  the  corners. 
Placing  themselves  in  the  shadow  of  a  chimney,  they 
stood  expectant.  Below  and  around  them  were 
sleeping  the  multitudinous  Hebrews,  dreaming, 
chance  is,  of  the  glories  of  the  temple  and  of  the 
profits,  flowing  from  the  sale  of  clothing  of  all  ages, 
cigars,  which  Satan  quarantines,  whose  very  fumes 
are  more  deadly  than  cannon  balls,  purring  sausages, 
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and  excellent  meats  after  their  kind.  Above  them 
stretched  the  deep  blue  sky  lit  by  the  innumerable 
stars.  Save  rats  and  mice,  rogues,  shadows  amd 
poets,  few  living  things  were  awake. 

Clem,  as  he  looked  around  him,  recalled  a  story 
of  a  draft  riot,  in  which  his  father  had  figured.  The 
rioters,  who  had  just  murdered  the  inmates  of  an 
orphan  asylum,  had  retreated  to  the  roofs  of  a  tene- 
ment block.  A  squad  of  volunteers,  of  whom  his 
father  was  one,  mounted  the  roof  and  charged  them 
with  the  bayonet.  Clem  shuddered,  as  his  mind's 
eye  saw  their  bodies'  swift  flight  into  eternity.  He 
never  wholly  forgave  his  father  for  his  part  in  the 
tragedy. 

^'  One  never  knows  what  light  a  shadow  will  throw 
upon  a  man's  life,"  remarked  Sergent.  "  Roden's 
heredity  was  not  happy.  His  father  once  sold  a  pet 
horse  to  a  slaughter  house  for  a  dollar,  the  value  of 
its  hide.  One  day,  irritated  with  his  wife  for  being 
sick,  he  took  half  a  dozen  canary  birds  from  their 
cages  and  tore  off  their  heads  before  her.  His  one 
virtue  was  his  love  for  his  son,  who  had  an  equal 
love  for  his  father's  money.  The  father  was  once 
stricken  down  by  pneumonia,  and  Koden  was  told 
by  his  night  nurse  that  he  coidd  not  live  till  morn- 
ing. At  daybreak,  Roden  with  the  light  step  of  an 
heir,  hastened  to  the  bedside  of  the  deceased,  and 
found  him  recovering.  "  The  contrast,"  the  nurse  . 
said,  "  between  the  glad  half  of  Roden's  face,  which 
was  turned  towards  his  father,  and  the  mournful 
half,  in  the  shadow,  was  a  comedy  in  itself." 

"  I  wish  I  had  known  these  stories  before,'^  said 
Clem.     "  Poor  wretch !  'tis  hard  to  blame  him ;  he 
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was  a  knave,  before  he  was  born.  I  wonder,  if  he 
will  show  fight  ?  Betrayers  of  women,  as  a  rule,  are 
cowards,  but  the  study  of  human  nature  is  like  driv- 
ing a  pig  to  market;  you  can  follow  no  fixed  rule. 
Hush !" 

There  was  a  faint  grating  of  wood,  and,  creeping 
closer  into  the  shadow  of  the  chimney,  they  turned 
into  ears.  Steps  were  stealing  past  them;  Clem's 
heart  was  in  his  mouth ;  would  their  quarry  see  them 
and  spoil  all  ?  But  Eoden,  for  it  proved  to  be  he, 
turned  neither  to  the  right  nor  left.  Clem  clapped 
a  glass  to  his  eyes ;  Roden  advanced  till  he  reached 
the  corner  house ;  then,  raising  a  board,  he  placed  it 
across  the  gap,  that  divided  the  two  houses,  and 
passed  on;  he  stopped  at  the  third  chimney  and  a 
moment  later  had  disappeared. 

"  I  was  right,"  said  Clem ;  "  what  does  not  go  up, 
must  come  down,  what  does  not  come«down,  must  go 
up.  I  knew  he  must  visit  the  girl ;  he  is  a  libertine, 
and  see§  no  one  else." 

Clem  returned  to  his  room,  where  Gamel,  his  son, 
a  detective  and  a  Rabbi  were  waiting  for  him.  He 
gave  Gamel  his  daughter's  address  and  returned  to 
the  roof  with  him  and  the  detective.  They  had  not 
waited  more  than  half  an  hour,  when  Roden  issued 
from  the  skylight,  passed  over  the  bridge  and  made 
his  way  homewaTd.  When  he  reached  his  hole,  he 
stooped  down  and  tried  to  pull  off  its  cover,  a 
task  rendered  more  difficult  from  Sergent's  hav- 
ing screwed  it  to  the  roof.  When  a  suspicion  of 
the  truth  entered  his  mind,  he  uttered  on  oath  and, 
standing  up,  looked  about  him  with  the  pathetic 
glance  of  a  rat  caught  in  a  trap.     Four  masks  were 
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moving  towards  him  with  noiseless  tread.  He 
glanced  from  one  to  the  other  with  a  piteous  ex- 
pression. But  his  glances  fell  on  three  persons,  in 
whose  breasts  pity  is  a  flower  of  slow  growth,  a 
father,  whose  daughter  he  had  betrayed,  a  benefac- 
tor, whom  he  had  traduced  and  an  honest  detective. 

"  What  are  we  doing  here  ?"  asked  Sergent.  "Are 
we  studying  the  domestic  habits  of  cats?  Let  us 
compare  notes;  this  way,  gentlemen.  He,  who 
values  his  health,  will  make  no  noise." 

Surrounded  in  a  moment,  Roden  let  himself  be 
led  to  the  skylight  of  Clem's  house,  and  the  five 
men,  descending  the  steps,  entered  Clem's  back  room 
quietly.  Gamel  then  withdrew  his  mask,  and 
Koden,  though  he  must  have  before  suspected,  who 
his  hosts  were,  flushed  and  paled  like  a  criminal 
about  to  receive  his  death-sentence.  Gamel's  face 
was  also  a  study  in  red  and  white ;  his  look  of  cun- 
ning had  changed  to  an  expression,  which  Daniel's 
face  might  have  worn  in  his  arraignment  of  Bel- 
shazzar.  How  marked  is  one  excellence,  when 
nourished  at  the  expense  of  all  others,  like  the  lady 
child  of  a  Spanish  or  Chinese  family !  A  soldier's 
esprit  de  corps,  an  artist's  worship  of  a  curve,  a 
poet's  devotion  to  a  rhyme,  a  widow's  hallucination, 
an  attorney's  fidelity,  how  these  often  solitary 
virtues,  like  icicles  hanging  from  the  roof  of  Sheol, 
surprise  and  delight  us ! 

Koden,  it  was  clear,  while  probably  not  studying 
the  dramatic  elements  of  the  scene  before  him,  was 
impressed  by  them  not  without  reason ;  for  a  'pren- 
tice's tongue  could  have  divined  Gamel's  wish  to 
touch  his  heart  by  the  persuasive  eloquence  of  a 
knife  blade. 
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"  Eoden,"  said  Gamel,  calmly,  "  I  shall  not  ask 
you  to  do  anything,  which  you  do  not  wish  to  do.  If 
you  wish  to  do  what  I  wish,  you  will  live ;  if  not,  I 
make  no  threats.  Your  taking  off,  if  such  an  event 
happen,  will  be  done  on  the  spur  of  the  moment; 
there  will  be  nothing  deliberate  or  premeditated 
about  it.  Far  be  the  sin  of  murder  from  me !" 
Gamel  addressed  Roden  with  the  precision  of  an 
actor, which,  contrary  to  what  one  might  suppose,  lent 
a  certain  dignity  to  his  words.  Roden  trembled,  for 
it  was  obvious  that  Gamel  had  taken  the  advice  of 
counsel  and  wished  to  deprive  Roden  of  the  satis- 
faction, he  might  have,  in  thinking  Gamel  would 
be  punished  for  killing  him.  As  Gamel  finished, 
there  was  a  sound  of  hurrying  feet  upon  the  stair- 
way and  Priscie,  followed  by  her  brother,  entered 
the  room. 

"  Mark !"  she  cried,  taking  a  step  towards  Roden  ; 
then,  glancing  around  her,  her  cheeks  paled,  and, 
casting  down  her  eyes,  she  shook  with  emotion. 
"  Father  I"  the  note  of  fear  in  her  voice  blended 
plaintively  with  the  feeling  of  reverence,  in  which 
Hebrews  hold  their  parents. 

"  Mr.  Roden,"  said  Gamel,  do  you  wish  to  have 
the  honor  of  marrying  my  daughter?"  Roden 
bowed,  but  his  eyes  gave  a  different  answer.  Pris- 
cie's  whole  soul  fastened  upon  the  face  of  her  lover. 
Her  eyes  would  have  warmed  a  toad,  that  had  passed 
a  century  in  the  heart  of  a  granite  boulder. 

"  I  will  not  marry  him,"  she  whispered,  her  neck 
and  cheeks  staining  crimson,  and  her  voice  choking. 
It  was  a  critical  moment  for  the  thread  of  Roden's 
life,  and  his  shrewd  eyes,  seeing  Gamel's  hand  mov- 
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ing  toward  his  hip  pocket,  assumed  a  more  affection- 
ate expression  towards  Priscie.  Then  the  Rabbi's 
voice  drew  every  one's  attention : 

^'  Priscie,  I  have  known  you  since  your  birth ;  no 
girl  in  the  city  is  more  kindhearted.  Consider  well 
your  duty  and  pray  to  God  to  guide  you.  Do  not 
multiply  a  sin,  whic"h  was  once  thought  unpardon- 
able. Who  can  tell,  what  madness  may  misdirect 
the  hand  of  your  father  ?  Will  you  not  save  your 
lover  from  death  and  from  his  reward  after  death  I 
Will  you  not  save  your  father  from  crime  and,  per- 
haps, from  the  punishment  of  crime  ?  How  will  you 
survive  the  destruction  of  the  two  persons  most  dear 
to  you  ?  The  lives  of  four  persons  hang  upon  your 
answer ;  let  your  conscience,  not  your  pride,  speak." 

Clem's  thoughts,  for  he  foresaw  the  issue,  as 
soon  as  he  heard  the  Rabbi's  electric  voice,  had 
wandered  to  a  more  exciting  subject.  Men  and 
women  are  married  and  marred  every  hour,  but  to 
waste  one's  life  in  searching  for  duplicate  vouchers 
is  a  tragedy  of  another  sort.  Had  the  detective, 
whom  he  had  sent  to  explore  Priscie  Gamel's  room, 
found  the  vouchers  ?  If  not,  who  would  be  a  fool 
but  Clem,  to  marry  the  keeper  of  his  reputation  to 
his  worst  enemy  ?  If  Roden  became  Priscie's  hus- 
band, would  not  gratitude  as  well  as  affection  make 
her  his  slave  ?  Was  he  not  himself  playing  the  role 
dear  to  the  Jewish  heart,  when  assigned  to  another, 
that  of  scapegoat?  While  he  had  Roden  in  his 
power,  would  it  not  be  well  to  do  him  some  per- 
manent service?  Why  not  extract  his  large  front 
teeth,  or  cut  a  V  upon  his  handsome  face,  if  he  re- 
fused to  procure  the  vouchers  from  Priscie  ? 
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"  Mark/^  said  Priscie,  "  I  will  marry  you,  not 
for  myself.''  Her  glances  searched  Roden's  face 
wistfully  to  find  some  expression  of  love.  The 
Rabbi,  wiser  and  less  curious,  made  haste  to  begin 
the  ceremony,  before  Roden  should  muster  up 
courage  to  decline.  With  unconscious  humor,  that 
would  have  pleased  a  misogynist,  he  presently 
clapped  a  black  cap  upon  his  head  and  pronounced 
Mark  and  Priscie  man  and  wife. 

As  the  knot  was  tightening,  the  detective,  who 
had  been  searching  Priscie's  room,  returned  and,  by 
the  expression  of  his  face,  showed  that  his  search 
had  been  futile.  Poor  Clem!  his  heart  sank 
through  the  floor.  "  Sic  vos !"  he  exclaimed,  with 
the  rage  of  a  wronged  man,  who  has  overreached 
himself.  Priscie  would  never  give  up  the  only 
means  she  possessed  of  securing  her  husband's  love. 
He  had  taken  the  vouchers  from  the  hands  of  a  girl 
with  half  a  conscience  and  had  givBn  them  to  his 
enemy,  who  had  none.  He  had  bestowed  on  Roden 
a  wife  of  genius,  whose  manuscripts  were  worth 
twenty  thousand  dollars.  He  removed  his  mask, 
and  the  married  couple  regarded  him  intently. 
Roden  said  nothing,  but  his  eyes  shot  venom,  as 
Clem,  turning  to  Priscie,  said: 

^'  I  have  done  you  a  service,  for  which  I  ask  you 
to  repay  me.  You  have  some  papers,  which  belong 
to  me;  they  are  vouchers  for  the  payment  of  trust 
money.  These  papers  are  my  reputation.  I  have 
given  you  your  honor,  which  had  been  stolen ;  return 
to  me  mine,  which  has  been  filched  from  me,  and 
which  you  hold  in  hiding." 

Suddenly  Roden's  manner  changed.     One  oould 
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not  doubt  his  courage ;  it  was  not  the  courage  of  the 
Anglo-Saxon,  which  springs  from  love  of  his  kind ; 
it  was  the  courage  of  the  Oriental,  which  is  rooted 
in  hatred.  "  Priscie,"  he  said  affectionately,  "Mr. 
Clough  jis  in  error ;  do  nothing  without  my  advice. 
Believe  me,  I  am  glad  our  misunderstanding  is  over. 
My  only  fear  was,  that  my  father  would  disinherit 
me.  When  he  sees  you,  I  am  sure  your  charms  will 
overcome  his  prejudice  against  your  race." 

Priscie,  who  had  not  taken  her  eyes  from  Clem, 
began  to  tremble.  It  was  cruel  to  ask  her  to  quarrel 
with  her  husband,  before  his  frozen  wedding  kiss 
was  warm  upon  her  lips. 

"  Daughter,"  said  the  Kabbi  sternly,  "  Mr.  Clough 
has  restored  you  your  good  name.  Do  not  be  an 
ingrate;  do  not  rob  your  benefactor.  You  have 
married  Mr.  Koden,  not  his  crimes.  Restore  Mr. 
Clough  what  is  his,  lest  a  worse  thing  befall  you." 

"  Priscie,"  whispered  Roden,  "  do  not  deny  your 
husband's  first  prayer,  do  not  spurn  my  love." 

Priscie's  face  showed  the  conflict  of  love,  hope, 
fear  and  conscience.  Slowly  she  recovered  her  self- 
command  ;  but  she  did  not  withdraw  her  eyes  from 
Clem's  face.  "  Who  are  you  ?"  she  faltered.  "  Ah, 
Mark !  you  tear  my  heart  in  two ;  I  love  you,  as  I 
love  my  hope  of  heaven ;  but  I  cannot  longer  wrong 
him ;  do  you  not  know  who  he  is  ?  This  is  the  man, 
who  led  me  from  the  burning  hotel,  who  saved  me 
from  the  fiery  furnace.  God  will  forget  me,  if  I 
wrong  my  preserver.  I  cannot  do  it,  Mark.  I  never 
meant  to  keep  them.  Ah,  Mark,  you  will  hate  me, 
but  I  cannot,  I  cannot.  I  risked  my  life  to  save 
those  papers  from  the  fire." 
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The  struggle  proved  too  much  for  Pfiscie's  di- 
vided mind,  and  she  sank  motionless  upon  a  coucl]. 
Poor  Clem,  what  an  ignis  fatuus  the  vouchers  had 
become!  Suddenly  he  remembered  her  words  at 
the  fire,  that  had  so  puzzled  him.  He  whispered  to 
the  Rabbi  and  to  the  angel-broker,  and  the  two 
spread  their  wings  before  her.  The  next  minute 
the  Eabbi  handed  Clem  a  bustle  filled  with  papers 
pressed  tightly  together.  "  You  guessed  rightly, 
my  son ;  these  must  be  your  vouchers." 

With  the  growl  of  a  baffled  wildcat  Roden  sprang 
at  the  bag,  but  Sargent's  hand  was  on  his  throat. 
For  a  moment  the  rat  was  shaken  by  the  terrier,  then 
tossed  half  lifeless  into  a  chair.  Tears  of  joy  filled 
Clem's  eyes,  and  he  stooped  down  and  kissed  Pris- 
cie's  hand. 

"  My  daughter,"  said  the  Rabbi,  fondly,  as  Pris- 
cie's  eyes  unclosed,  ''  your  sin  has  fallen  from  you. 
Mr.  Roden,  a  good  woman's  love  is  the  opportunity 
of  a  lifetime.  Do  not  hate  your  wife  for  being  more 
honorable  than  yourself.  Are  you  base  beyond 
hope,  that  her  virtues  repel  you  ?  Go,  my  son,  re- 
pent, and  sin  no  more;  so  may  God  bless  you  and 
yours." 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

What  an  ideal  is  liberty!  At  war  with  every 
other  ideal,  it  has  been  to  the  human  race,  what  the 
ocean  has  been  to  the  physical  world,  the  Voice  and 
the  Changer.  Clem  was  free,  his  enemies  might 
now  cross-examine  him  until  doomsday,  they  might 
tilt  against  the  multiplication  table  till  they  tired, 
they  might  gnaw  upon  a  file,  till  they  no  longer  had 
a  real  tooth  nor  money  to  buy  a  false  one,  what  mat- 
tered it  ? 

Clem's  mother  prayed,  that  God  would  attribute 
her  satisfaction  at  the  conspirators'  punishment  to 
her  pious  submission  to  His  decrees  rather  than  to 
a  lack  of  Christian  charity.  Tig  had  the  case  at 
once  translated  into  a  story  with  the  orthodox  Giant, 
Fairy,  Prince  and  Beauty  and  used  himself  to  repeat 
with  gusto  Smyler's  peroration :  "  When  I  think 
of  the  cruelty  of  these  spoliators  of  widows  and 
orphans,  the  glassy  eye,  the  heart  of  stone,  it  makes 
me  weep !     It  makes  me  weep !" 

"  Clem,"  said  his  mother  gently,  "  there  is  one 
other  person,  who  will  be  as  well  pleased  as  I  am. 
ISTow  you  are  free,  I  hope  you  will  not  chain  up  your 
tongue." 

"  Mother,  is  a  freedman's  first  aim  to  get  meas- 
ured for  a  more  permanent  pair  of  fetters  ?" 

"  You  will  never  find  a  nicer  girl,  Clem,  and  the 
sooner  you  get  some  one  to  protect  you  from  widows 
and  mermaids  the  better." 

Clem  was  free,  but  freedom  is  a  dream,  which 
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neither  the  cruel  nor  the  gentle  heart  can  ever 
realize;  around  the  former  press  the  barbed  chains 
of  remorse ;  the  latter,  no  sooner  has  it  thrown  off  its 
bonds,  than  love  and  duty  weave  their  tendrils  anew 
to  restrain  it. 

Clem  telegraphed  to  De  Wolfe,  who  answered, 
"  My  sincere  congratulations ;  when  shall  we  cele- 
brate ?" 

The  next  morning  as  Sergent  and  Clem  were  in 
his  office,  a  messenger  summoned  him  to  appear  that 
evening  before  the  Trustees  of  the  Dark  Trust. 

"  Fear  nothing,"  he  said,  quick  to  perceive  Clem's 
alarm.  "  If  you  wish,  you  can  bring  a  trusty  with 
you.     If  you  do  not  come,  you  may  regret  it." 

That  evening  Clem  and  Sergent,  by  the  latter'3 
advice,  went  once  more  to  the  House  of  Horror, 
The  messenger  received  them  in  silence  and  led  thesn 
to  the  same  room,  into  which  Clem  had  mined  his 
way  on  his  first  visit.  He  looked  about  him  with  a 
shudder,  yet  nothing  could  be  more  reassuring,  than 
the  scene  that  met  his  glance.  The  five  chairs  were 
filled  with  men,  as  silent  as  the  Roman  Senators, 
who  awaited  the  approach  of  Brennus.  The  central 
one  was  Frankfurter,  who  bowed  gravely  to  Clem, 
who,  when  seated,  found  himself,  to  his  surprise, 
beside  Count  Gandolpho,  near  whom  were  three  or 
four  men  unknown  to  him. 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  Frankfurter,  "  what  happens 
in  this  room,  I  charge  you  on  your  lives  to  reveal  to 
no  one."  The  door  opened  and  Ketcham  entered 
with  two  men.  The  President  took  a  seat  in  front 
of  the  table,  while  the  others  stood  one  on  each  side 
of  him. 
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"  Gentlemen,"  said  Frankfurter,  "  the  question 
before  us  is  the  re-election  of  our  President."  He 
took  from  his  pocket  the  package  of  letters,  which 
Clem  had  given  him  and  passed  them  one  after 
another  to  Ketcham,  who  turned  pale,  as  he  read 
them.  He  made  a  motion  to  tear  up  one  of  them, 
but  it  was  taken  from  him,  and  he  was  warned  by 
Frankfurter.  The  letters  were  then  handed  to  tho 
four  other  judges,  at  whose  decorum  Clem  could  not 
but  wonder. 

"  Mr.  Clough,"  said  Frankfurter,  "  will  you  re- 
peat literally,  what  you  heard  Mr.  Ketcham  say,  the 
night  you  were  consigned  to  him  ?"  Clem  gave  the 
words  used  by  Ketcham,  when  he  thought  himself 
unheard,  and  was  himself  listened  to  with  deep  at- 
tention. A  man  was  then  brought  into  the  room, 
whom  Clem  recognized  almost  with  incredulity,  as 
the  thief,  who  had  tried  to  rob  Mrs.  Raveneux  at  the 
Otway-Clarence. 

"  You  have  been  shadowed,"  said  Frankfurter, 
*^  your  hope  consists  in  telling  the  truth."  Ketch- 
am's  tool  reluctantly  confessed  the  plot,  which 
Ketcham  had  devised,  to  fire  and  loot  the  hotel.  So 
odious  a  thing  is  treachery,  that  Clem  almost  sympa- 
thized with  the  look  of  contempt,  which  Ketcham 
cast  upon  the  informer.  Another  witness  proved, 
that  Ketcham  had  sent  out  many  invitations  to  the 
orchid  exhibition,  among  them  one  to  Frank- 
furter and  his  father. 

Count  Gandolpho,  who  was  then  called,  showed 
that  he  had  a  detective's  cunning  as  well  as  a  spadas- 
sin's  gallantry.  Ketcham  had  received  ten  thousand 
dollars  to  safeguard  the  Count.     The  Count  had 
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overheard  Ketcham  agree  to  sell  him  to  a  criminal 
for  the  same  amount  to  be  railroaded  as  a  substitute. 
Not  a  dollar  had  been  paid  to  the  Trust.  Clem  was 
greatly  impressed  with  the  importance,  which  the 
bench  attached  to  the  last  circumstance.  The  Count 
himself  was  in  deadly  earnest;  he  bit  his  nails, 
thrust  his  fingers  into  Ketcham's  face  and,  with 
hand  and  features,  with  his  whole  body  indeed, 
aided  his  tongue.  Clem,  tired  of  so  much  invective, 
and  being  told  by  Frankfurter,  that  they  had  no 
further  need  of  him,  was  leaving  the  room  in  com- 
pany with  Sergent,  when  Gandolpho  begged  them  to 
wait  for  him  outside.  Telling  the  Count,  where 
they  could  be  found,  Clem  left  the  house  and  took 
up  his  quarters  nearby,  in  a  sequestered  saloon 
warmed  by  the  shadow  of  the  Kitchen. 

"  They  will  not  re-elect  him  President,"  he  said 
to  Sergent.  "  'Tis  encouraging  to  find  that  men, 
who  have  a  corner  in  wine,  women  and  cards,  draw 
the  line  at  wholesale  murder.  Is  there  no  way  of 
punishing  him  ?" 

"  How  can  you  convict  a  man,  who  has  at  his  com- 
mand a  hundred  witnesses  to  overswear  State's  evi- 
dence or  any  other  ?" 

"  Why  don't  respectable  men  lynch  him  ?" 
"Respectable  men  are  all  cowards." 
"  Why  should  we  wait  here  longer,  Sergent  ?"  ho 
said  after  an  hour.  "  The  Count  can  have  nothing 
to  say  to  us."  Clem,  to  tell  the  truth,  was  not 
anxious  to  see  him,  dreading  his  anger,  should  he 
learn  Clem's  closer  relations  with  Ivy.  As  he  was 
speaking,  the  Count  entered  the  room,  and  came  up 
to  them,  his  hands  behind  his  back,  and  his  head 
bent  forward. 
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"  I  did  it !"  he  muttered.  "  Pursued  by  blood- 
hounds, I  turned  tiger.  I  proved,  that  he  sold  his 
guests,  whom  he  was  paid  to  harbor,  that  he  spared 
neither  friend,  benefactor  nor  pal.  I  entrapped  him 
through  woman ;  Sauve  Qui  Peut  and  her  girls  gave 
me  the  points;  no  woman  can  resist  me."  Clean's 
face  tingled  with  anger.  "  He  was  caught  in  his 
own  trap.  I  told  the  judges,  that  he  would  show 
them  no  mercy.  The  fool  volunteered  to  answer 
the  charges.  He  little  dreamed,  who  was  behind 
them.  He  thought  his  chances  of  re-election  were 
good.  He  knows  now,  whether  he  is  one  of  God's  or 
Satan's  elect.  These  men  are  wise;  they  consult 
good  doctors;  they  leave  no  trail.  Faugh!  How 
full  of  wind  these  judges  are  1  The  hirelings  shrank 
back ;  they  were  blown  back ;  cowards !  to  be  fright- 
ened by  a  bagpipe.  Once,  when  I  was  a  boy,  I 
was  attacked  by  a  dog ;  I  grasped  him  by  the  throat 
and  pressed  him  back  into  a  horse-trough  full  of 
water.  How  he  squirmed,  but  it  was  nothing  to 
this !" 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?"  asked  Clem,  wondering, 
if  the  Count  were  not  under  a  delusion. 

"  The  sun  of  Austerlitz  has  not  set ;  come !  we  may 
see  it."  Clem  drew  his  arm  away  from  his  touch 
with  a  cry  of  pain.  "  Ketcbam  should  have  be- 
trayed his  lackeys,  not  his  masters.  Come !"  The 
Count  led  the  way  into  a  square  in  front  of  the 
saloon.  "  Look !  there  it  is !"  He  again  tried  to 
grasp  Clem's  arm,  but  the  latter,  who  had  more 
respect  for  Sergent's  muscles  than  for  his  own,  drew 
him  this  side  of  the  Count.  Following  the  speaker's 
trembling  hand,  Clem  saw,  not  the  sun  of  Auster- 
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litz,  but  a  dark  spot  in  the  sky,  that  was  hurrying 
away  diagonally  from  the  earth  towards  the  south- 
east. 

"  His  coflfin,"  whispered  the  Count,  "  is  bearing 
his  body  in  the  opposite  direction  to  his  soul.  'Twas 
a  pity  to  soil  one's  hands  with  the  brute.  Yet  it  was 
a  merciful  suppression.  A  pillow  has  no  af terclap. 
It  is  a  gentle  buffer  between  angry  opposites ;  victor 
and  victim  can  both  sleep  soundly  after  a  debate 
over  it.  How  these  judges  are  given  to  talking! 
Do  they  prate  dead  and  quick?"  He  turned,  as 
though  he  heard  some  one  speaking  behind  him; 
then,  coming  closer  to  Clem,  "  Not  a  word  to  Mrs. 
Langmuir.  If  you  see  her,  tell  her,  I  shall  come  for 
my  answer  within  a  week.  Look !"  He  craned  his 
neck  after  what  was  now  a  dim  point  fading  into 
the  ether.  "  After  all,  it  is  but  closing  the  handle 
of  a  pair  of  bellows !  How  the  windbag  shrieked ! 
Such  a  dog  to  conspire  against  the  Presence !  The 
sharks  are  reaching  after  him."  The  Count  puffed 
himself  up  with  the  angry  action  of  a  snake.  "  Re- 
member, we  are  all  in  the  same  boat ;  silence  is  of  the 
essence  of  life ;  be  mute  or  the  gallows  will  speak,'' 
he  added,  and  was  gone. 

Clem  was  indeed  silent.  The  fear,  that  a  bolder- 
spirit  had  embodied  his  own  wish,  filled  him  with 
horror.     "  Can  he  have  killed  him  ?"  he  asked. 

"  The  Count  is  mad,  or  Ketcham  has  gone  to  his 
account,"  said  Sergent,  with  a  troubled  look. 

"  He  has  his  deserts.  But  no,  it  is  impossible ; 
the  Count  has  lost  his  reason.^' 

"'Tis  the  same  gang,  that  did  Dingman  Davis 
for  squealing,"  said  Sergent.     "  A  few  years  ago 
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the  police  found  him  lying  in  front  of  the  Olive 
Branch  without  a  scratch  on  him.  No  one  ever 
knew  what  killed  him ;  he  must  have  been  smothered. 
They  may  have  held  a  pillow  over  Ketcham's  face 
and  then  placed  his  body  in  a  balloon.  The  wind  is 
northwest;  if  so,  he  will  never  be  heard  of.  Well 
it  was  his  life  or  theirs  and  perhaps  our  own." 

"  That  thought  dilutes  one's  remorse,"  said  Clem, 
"  but  it  cannot  be,"  and  he  strained  his  eyes  in  the 
direction  of  the  vanishing  meteor. 

"  These  men  punish  treachery  with  death,  Clem, 
and  they  make  few  mistakes.  When  I  was  on  the 
police  board,  it  was  said  the  Blacksmith,  who  was 
then  the  gang's  leader,  put  a  silent  squealer  in  a  bal- 
loon, of  which  two  of  the  ropes  were  inserted  into 
a  box,  and  their  ends  then  fastened  round  pieces  of 
beef.  Kats  were  imprisoned  in  the  box,  and  when 
they  had  eaten  up  the  meat,  one  side  of  the  car  fell 
and  let  out  the  corpse.  At  the  time  I  thought  the 
story  was  a  reporter's  fake." 

Depressed  by  forebodings,  they  walked  slowly 
towards  Clem's  house. 

"  Don't  breathe  a  word  about  it,"  said  Sergent. 
"  We  don't  want  a  seat  in  the  chair ;  still  less  to 
figure  as  informers." 

"  I  know,  why  you  look  so  serious,  Clem,  your 
conscience  is  pricking  you,"  said  his  mother,  when 
he  reached  home. 

"  Conscience,  like  your  wit,  mother,  never  grows 
dull." 

"  You  are  thinking,  Clem,  now  that  you  are  out 
of  trouble,  why  you  have  not  helped  Grace.  You 
know  how  the  girl  is  tried ;  she  has  often  told  me  of 
her  dilenmia." 
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"  What  an  eye  you  have  for  the  hidden  corners  of 
the  mind,  mother,"  answered  Clefm,  who  had  been 
selfishly  oblivious  of  every  one's  troubles  but  his 
own.  "  But  I  will  try  and  help  her,''  he  added, 
ashamed  of  his  mother's  praise. 

"  She  is  the  nicest  girl  in  the  city,  Clem.  If  you 
will  promise  never  to  speak  of  it,  I  was  told  by  a 
servant  that,  whenever  she  received  a  note  from  you, 
she  kissed  it  before  opening  it." 

"  Mother,  you  make  me  feel  like  shaking  you. 

"  You  will  feel  like  shaking  yourself,  when  you 
are  older,  Clem.  True  affection  is  not  so  common, 
as  young  persons  think.  To-morrow  evening  your 
friends  will  dine  here,  and  you  can  think  of  some 
plan.  Mrs.  Crabbe  will  prepare  dinner;  she  does 
very  well,  and  she  only  charges  five  dollars." 

"  One  must  be  a  skeptic,"  said  Mrs.  Clough  to  De 
Wolfe  the  next  evening  at  dinner,  "  not  to  see  the 
hand  of  Providence  in  the  return  of  those  vouchers." 

"  He  must  indeed,"  said  Clem.  "  Like  Shadrach 
they  have  escaped  from  the  fiery  furnace  without  the 
smell  of  fire  on  them,  and  they  have  issued  from 
Roden's  maw,  a  miracle  compared  with  which  the 
tale  of  Jonah  is  prosaic." 

"  The  knaves  ought  to  be  punished,"  said  Mr. 
Bloom,  who  was  one  of  the  guests. 

"  My  creed  teaches  me  to  forgive  my  enemies, 
said  Mrs.  Clough,  "  but  if  yours,  Mr.  Bloom,  is  less 
strict,  you  will,  by  punishing  them,  relieve  me  from 
a  great  temptation.  I  can  forgive  them  much  more 
easily,  after  they  have  been  punished." 

"  Mrs.  Clough,"  said  Mrs.  McVickar,  "  your 
social  success  is  in  part  due  to  your  knowledge,  that 
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the  idea  and  the  dollar  represent  all  life ;  the  latter 
the  visible,  the  former  the  unseen  world.  Each 
craves  the  other;  at  this  dinner  you  have  brought 
them  together." 

"  Is  the  idea  masculine  or  feminine  ?"  asked  Clem. 

"  Stupid,  your  question  answers  itself.'' 

"  This  champagne  is  in  perfect  form,"  said  De 
Wolfe,  who,  with  Grace  and  Sergent,  completed  the 
number  of  the  guests.  "Parisian  barbarians  charge 
you  a  dollar  for  putting  a  bottle  of  champagne  on 
ice.  There  are  but  three  or  four  places  even  in  New 
York,  where  they  never  keep  champagne  more  than 
an  hour  in  the  refrigerator." 

*^  De  WoKe,"  said  Clem,  "  you  know  everything 
from  Adam's  first  curtain  lecture  and  the  trade-mark 
on  Sakontala's  ring  to  the  latest  wrinkle  in  the  brain 
of  the  madcap  of  Berlin." 

"  Why  do  you  look  so  solemn,  Mr.  Bloom  ?"  asked 
Mrs.  Clough. 

'^  The  panic,  through  which  we  have  just  passed, 
tries  one's  nerves,"  said  the  banker.  "  It  is  a  battle 
in  which  men's  hearts  break  imheard.  Three  weeks 
ago  the  Admiral  sailed  for  Europe.  He  left  with 
us  five  millions  worth  of  United  States  Bonds  to 
borrow  on  and  an  order  to  buy  the  control  of  the 
Middle  of  the  Koad  Line.  Before  he  reached  Liver- 
pool the  panic  struck  us.  Three  millions  of  dollars 
of  our  loans  were  called  in,  and  the  banks  would  not 
lend  us  a  dollar  on  any  collateral.  There  were  four 
firms  of  brokers  in  the  deal;  one  of  them  went  to 
the  President  of  the  Empire  Bank,  which  had  six 
millions  of  dollars  in  gold  in  its  vaults,  and  showed 
him  our  names.     ^  Lend  us  three  millions  of  gold,' 
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he  said,  *  before  two  o'clock,  or  these  names  will  be 
called  on  the  Exchange,  and  your  bank  and  the 
whole  country  will  go  to  smash.'  We  got  the  gold, 
I  did  not  sleep  for  three  nights.  Clem,  I  have  been 
thinking  of  what  your  mother  said,"  he  continued. 
"  Money  is  clearly  only  a  temptation  to  Mr.  Holland. 
His  pool  are  holding  up  wheat  and  sugar,  when 
everjiihing  else  is  going  down.  If  we  put  the  screws 
on  them  and  press  the  price  down  a  few  points,  they 
will  be  forced  to  sell,  and  their  sales  will  help  the 
decline.  Elmore  has  been  gunning  for  stops  all 
the  week,  and  he  tells  me  there  is  a  fortune  in  it. 
We  shall  make  a  counter  pool  and  bear  wheat  and 
sugar.  'Tis  a  promising  gamble;  do  you  wish  to 
go  into  it?  There  is  nothing  pleasanter  than  to 
make  money  out  of  an  enemy.  We  have  made 
thirty  thousand  dollars  for  you,  suppose  you  risk 
ten.  Your  mother  will  agree  to  it.  There  will  be 
millions  engaged  on  either  side,  but  more  on  ours." 

"  We  will  agree  to  anything,"  said  Clem.  "  You 
will  be  doing  God  service,  if  you  ruin  Holland.  He 
is  trying  to  coerce  a  woman  into  marrying  him  by 
threatening  to  withhold  evidence,  that  will  save  her 
brother's  life.     In  his  heart  he  is  a  murderer." 

"  A  mnrderer  and  no  money !  'Twill  be  a  bad 
combination,"  said  Mr.  Bloom. 

"De  Wolfe,"  said  Clem  presently,  "can  I  not 
guess  your  dearest  wish  ?  'Tis  to  spend  six  months 
in  the  Alhambra,  completing  your  history  of  the 
Saracens  in  Spain.  What  will  you  give  for  the 
chance  ?" 

"  Anything  in  reason." 

"  I  will  give  you  five  thousand  dollars,  if  you  will 
get  a  passport  to-morrow,"  said  Clem. 
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"  Are  you  going  to  send  Mr.  De  Wolfe  away  from 
us  ?"  asked  Mrs.  McVickar.  "  What  shall  we  read  i 
Thank  you  for  nothing."  The  ladies  presently  left 
the  table,  and  Clem  joining  them  sought  Grace's  ear. 
Suffering  had  changed  her  appearance  during  the 
last  few  months,  and  had  given  her  face  the  expres- 
sioQ,  which  Christian  added  to  Grecian  art. 

"  I  am  so  glad  you  have  escaped  from  the  hands 
of  these  men,  Clem ;  I  thank  God  for  it  every  day." 

"  You  look  tired,  Grace." 

"  I  feel  so  hopeless ;  our  family  are  doomed ;  my 
mother  is  dead ;  my  father  is  an  inyalid ;  at  a  word 
from  Holland  my  uncle  will  be  a  bankrupt;  my 
brother's  life  is  one  long  nightmare,  and  I,  to  save 
them,  am  urged  to  condemn  myself  to  a  living  death. 
Shall  I  or  shall  I  not  ?  Day  after  day  I  repeat  this 
question.  How  I  wish,  Clem,  I  could  find  the  man, 
who  saved  me  from  the  fire;  but  he  must  have 
perished ;  it  is  fatal  to  help  me."  Clem  generously 
forbore  to  tell  her.  He  thought  that  she  had  fancied 
him,  and,  as  he  was  not  heart-free,  he  did  not  wish 
to  re-awaken  her  regard. 

"  Were  there  not  three  men  ?"  he  asked. 

"  There  was  one,  whose  arms  are  around  me  still. 
My  God !  what  a  moment !  I  think  he  might  help 
me  now." 

"  'Tis  strange,  Grace,  that  acts  that  make  women 
love  or  hate  women  and  men  hate  or  love  men,  do  not 
excite  the  same  feeling  between  men  and  women. 
Men  love  women  for  their  beauty  and  purity; 
women  love  men  for  their  bravery  and  admiration. 
Nothing  else  seems  to  count  for  much.  I  could 
never  understand  your  hatred  for  Holland," 
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"  You  are  cruel.  If  I  marry  him,  or  refuse  him, 
I  shall  die  of  remorse;  but  if  I  marry  him/'  she 
added,  with  the  fire  of  a  western  woman  in  her  eyes, 
"  I  shall  kill  him.  Lately  he  has  told  me  of  some 
new  reason,  that  cannot  fail  to  make  me  yield  to  him. 
He  does  not  say,  what  it  is,  but  he  has  a  confident 
manner,  that  robs  me  of  what  little  sleep  is  still  left 
to  me."" 

"  Let  him  look  to  his  weapons,  Grace ;  we  will 
snatch  your  brother  out  of  his  clutches." 

"  What  do  you  mean,  Clem  ?  You  restore  me  to 
life." 

"  You  will  aid  me  ?" 

"  But  Holland's  detectives  watch  him  day  and 
night." 

"  How  do  you  know  they  are  Holland's  ?" 

"  Whose  else  can  they  be  ?  Were  they  the  Gov- 
ernment's, they  would  long  since  have  arrested  him." 
The  light  faded  quickly  from  her  eyes.  "  Did  your 
mother  ask  you  to  do  this  ?  What  a  noble  woman 
she  is  to  risk  her  son's  life  to  help  her  friend  I  But 
it  shall  not  be,  Clem.  You  do  not  know  the  man ;  he 
is  implacable ;  he  would  thrust  his  own  mother  into 
the  Inferno,  if  she  disputed  his  whim.  Clem, 
sometimes  I  hate  every  one,  even  you,  who  have  been 
so  kind  to  me.  Or  is  it  myself,  whom  I  hate?  I 
cannot  tell.  We  will  go  no  further  in  this  business ; 
he  will  kill  you." 

"  Be  silent,  child !  It  is  the  combination  that 
wins ;  the  plan  is  completed ;  if  you  help  me,  it  can- 
not fail." 

"  You  will  not  kill  him  ?" 

^'  People  in  good  society  do  not  kill  each  other 
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nowadays  even  in  novels.     When  shall  you  next  see 
him  ?" 

"  To-morrow  evening." 

"  Can  you  have  all  your  people  away  for  an  hour, 
and  your  brother  in  hiding  in  the  house?  Goodl 
Give  me  a  latch  key."  Clem  beckoned  to  Sergent 
and  De  Wolfe,  and  the  four  conversed  together  ear- 
nestly for  some  minutes. 

"  Things  often  move  quickly  in  Wall  Street,"  said 
the  banker,  as  the  pai*ty  broke  up.  "  Some  big 
concern  must  be  in  trouble ;  money  has  been  tight  so 
long  without  apparent  cause."  But  Clem  was  think- 
ing of  something  beside  loss  and  gain. 

Mr.  Mitchell's  house  lay  about  a  hundred  feet 
southwest  of  the  Plaza  and  had  been  built,  when  he 
thought  himself  a  multi-millionaire.  Now,  that  he 
was  short  of  wheat  enough  to  carry  Xerxes  through 
his  campaign,  the  staff  of  life  had  turned  into 
Moses'  serpent  and  threatened  to  swallow  up  the 
house  at  a  mouthful.  His  Boa  Constrictor  mine, 
that  might  have  come  to  his  aid,  was  in  a  state  of 
torpor,  for  Holland  held  one  share  more  than  half 
the  capital  stock. 

The  next  afternoon,  Sergent,  who  had  before 
made  the  acquaintance  of  Holland's  night  detective, 
introduced  Clem  to  him,  and  the  three  sat  at  a  table 
in  a  saloon,  whose  window  commanded  a  view  of  Mr. 
Mitchell's  house.  The  detective's  speech  showed 
that  he  was  a  Westerner,  and,  after  a  few  drinks, 
Clem  told  him  that  he  had  lived  in  the  west  and  al- 
ways liked  to  meet  men,  who  had  been  on  the  fron- 
tier. "  I  have  a  favor  to  ask  of  you,"  he  said. 
"  There  is  nothing  a  Westerner  prizes  more  than  a 
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woman's  honor.  Your  quarry,  Mr.  Mitchell,  has 
just  gone  into  his  sister^s  house ;  do  you  know  why  ? 
He  has  gone  to  guard  her  honor  from  your  em- 
ployer." The  detective  gave  a  glance  of  surprise, 
and  Clem  then  told  him  a  part  of  Ralph  Mitchell's 
story,  omitting  the  name  of  the  Governor,  which 
might  frighten  him. 

"  Is  that  all  the  boy  has  done  ?  Shoot  a  man  on 
sight  ?"  asked  the  detective.  "  I  came  near  doing 
that  myself  a  dozen  times,  when  a  cowboy." 

"  Both  the  brother  and  sister  have  lived  on  a 
ranch,"  said  Clem.  "  You  can't  blame  the  girl  for 
not  liking  an  eastern  dude." 

"  They  say  western  men  are  favorites  with  eastern 


women." 
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"  Whenever  I  want  to  make  a  woman  like  me, 
said  Clem,  "  I  always  say  that  I  have  been  a 
rustler."  He  took  from  his  pocket  two  pictures  of 
society-beauties.  "  Here  are  two  ladies,"  he  said, 
"  who  have  asked  me  a  dozen  times  to  introduce  a 
cowboy  to  them."  The  eyes  of  the  detective  de- 
voured the  pictures  greedily.  For  some  time  the 
silence  was  only  broken  by  the  hissing  of  the  viva- 
cious seltzer,  as  it  tempered  the  resurgent  glasses. 

"  If  you  ever  deliver  Mitchell  into  custody,"  said 
Clem,  "  you  will  be  a  murderer." 

"  We  have  no  orders  to  do  anything  more  than 
watch  him." 

"  I  have  a  habit,"  said  Clem,  "  which  I  formed  in 
a  strange  manner.  One  day  I  was  captured  by  a 
band  of  hostiles,  who  were  about  to  toss  me  into  a 
cactus  bed,  where  I  should  have  been  presently 
pricked  into  paradise.     By  good  luck,  I  was  rescued 
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by  half  a  dozen  cowboys,  and,  on  the  anniversary  of 
that  day,  I  always  make  a  present  to  the  first  fron- 
tierman  I  meet.  This  year  you  are  that  man.  'Tis 
a  custom,  which  I  should  be  sorry  to  see  broken." 
Clem,  as  he  spoke,  handed  the  detective  a  wad  of  ten 
one  hundred  dollar  bills. 

^^  What  do  you  wish  me  to  do  V  asked  the  shadow, 
holding  the  tainted  notes,  as  though  loath  to  accept 
them,  but  reluctant  to  obstruct  so  gentle  a  rite. 

''  Nothing." 

"  'Tis  a  light  task  to  be  so  highly  paid." 

"  Mitchell  is  in  the  house,"  said  Clem ;  "Holland 
will  soon  follow  him.  There  is  danger  of  the  two 
quarreling  over  Mitchell's  sister,  who  will  have 
nothing  to  say  to  Holland." 

"  The  girl  ought  to  be  free  to  choose,"  mused  the 
detective. 

"  Spoken  like  a  man !" 

"  There  is  no  crooked  work  ?" 

"We  wish  to  prevent  a  quarrel  between  them; 
Hwill  be  for  the  good  of  both.  Mr.  Sergent,  as  you 
know,  has  been  on  the  Police  Board ;  I  do  not  look 
like  a  burglar.  I  simply  want  you  to  do,  what  you 
are  hired  for;  keep  an  eye  on  young  Mitchell  and 
do  not  say  a  word  to  any  one  about  us."  Half  an 
hour  later,  Holland  drove  up  to  Mr.  Mitchell's  house 
and  was  admitted  into  it.  He  was  soon  followed  by 
Clem,  Sergent  and  De  Wolfe,  who  had  joined  them. 
They  were  met  by  Grace's  brother,  and  all  four  stole 
upstairs  noiselessly  to  the  door  of  the  drawing  room, 
in  which  they  heard  two  voices  in  earnest  debate. 

"  Why  will  you  not  be  generous  ?  I  have  told 
you,  that  I  do  not  love  you,  >WiU  70U  m^rry  mQ 
agaiuat  my  will  V^ 
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"  I  have  love  enough  for  two." 

"  I  have  not  love  enough  for  one." 

"  I  love  you  to  madness,  Grace ;  I  feel  as  though 
I  could  not  keep  my  hands  from  you ;  to  win  you, 
I  would  commit  any  crime."  Holland  stepped  for- 
ward as  though  to  embrace  her.  Ralph  Mitchell 
made  a  motion  to  interfere, 

"  Fool,  be  still !"  said  Clem. 

"  You  do  not  care  for  Mr.  Clough  ?  You  would 
not  marry  a  jail-bird  ?"  Clem  made  a  step  forward, 
but  Ralph  laid  his  hand  on  him  and  whispered : 

"  Fool,  be  still !" 

"  Mr.  Clough  is  nothing  to  me,"  said  Grace  in  a 
metallic  voice,  "  but  he  is  a  man  of  honor.  Why 
do  you  slander  the  absent  ?" 

"  I  hated  him,  because  I  feared  you  car-ed  for  him, 
but  let  him  pass.  For  many  days  I  have  had  but 
to  speak  to  gain  your  love ;  you  have  told  me  so,  but 
I  have  forborne,  hoping  you  would  love  me  of  your 
own  will."     Holland's  voice  was  calm  and  assured. 

"What  do  you  mean?"  faltered  Grace,  turning 
pale. 

"  I  wished  to  appeal  to  your  love  alone,  Grace.  I 
did  not  wish  pity  or  gratitude  to  aid  it.  But  a 
vestal  soul  only  yields,  when  all  passions  woo  it  In 
unison.  I  have  saved  your  brother's  life,  that  is 
nothing;  a  stranger  would  do  more.  I  have  saved 
your  uncle's  fortune;  my  word  holds  it  suspended 
above  the  abyss.  What  other  friend  has  he,  who 
would  not  grasp  it  ?  That  is  nothing.  Ah,  Grace, 
why  must  I  speak  ?  I  would  gliadly  be  silent,  till 
after  you  had  told  me,  that  you  love  me." 

"  Am  I  mad !"  said  Grace  in  a  voice  that  betrayed 
many  conflicting  emotions. 
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"  Grace,  have  you  not  told  me,  that  you  loved  the 
man,  who  rescued  you  from  the  flames  ?  I  am  he.'' 
Grace  gave  a  cry,  in  which  horror,  gratitude  and 
tenderness  succeeded  one  another.  Clem  ran  into 
the  room.  Grace  had  risen;  Holland's  arm  was 
around  her  waist ;  his  lips  were  pressed  to  hers. 

"  Liar !" 

Holland  turned  and  looked  at  Clem.  "  Why  that 
name  and  from  you  of  all  men  ?" 

"  You  are  not  worthy  of  contempt,"  said  Clem. 
^'  Grace,  do  you  not  remember  ?  you  were  standing 
on  the  window  sill;  your  eyes  were  blinded  by  the 
smoke ;  you  heard  some  one  cry,  courage ;  you  were 
clasped  in  his  arms;  you  wore  this  ribbon  around 
your  neck ;  I  have  kept  it  ever  since." 

"  Then  my  dream  was  true,  Clem.  Why  were 
you  silent  ?"  She  looked  at  him  with  moist  eyes ; 
then  turning  to  Holland  uttered  a  shriek.  It  was 
well,  some  one  had  paid  attention  to  the  conmion 
enemy,  for  Holland,  as  he  saw  his  hopes  fading,  had 
suddenly  armed  himself  with  an  iron  poker,  and 
Clem's  argument  and  life  might  well  have  ended 
together.  But  Clem's  friends  were  experts  in  the 
arts  of  attack  and  defence,  and  Grace  herself  had 
been  taught  to  jump  towards  a  kicking  horse  and 
sprang  upon  Holland  with  uplifted  arms.  The  blow 
never  reached  her ;  Sergent  and  De  Wolfe  had  stolen 
in  upon  the  debate,  and  Holland,  after  a  moment's 
struggle,  lay  bound  upon  the  floor. 

"  Do  not  make  us  gag  you,"  said  Sergent. 

"  Are  you  going  to  murder  me  ?" 

"  Nowadays,"  said  Clem,  "  we  honorable  men  do 
not  murder  each  other ;  at  least  we  do  not  call  it  by 
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that  name.  We  practice  the  dainty  witchcraft  of 
the  law ;  we  hire  unseen  words  to  strangle  our  vic- 
tims; 'tis  more  cowardly  but  safer  than  knife  or 
pistol." 

"  Clem/'  faltered  Grace,  "  you  will  not  harm 
him ;  I  do  not  ask  it  for  his  sake."  Clem  shook  his 
head.  "  Holland's  time  is  precious,"  he  said,  and 
in  a  minute  the  four  men  had  forced  the  prisoner  to 
exchange  clothes  with  Ralph  Mitchell,  who  was  of 
about  Holland's  height.  Clem  then  drew  Ralph, 
De  Wolfe  and  Sergent  aside.  "  Here  is  your  pass- 
port, Mr.  Mitchell,"  he  said ;  "  you  are  now  Maurice 
De  Wolfe.  Do  you  with  your  double  drive  to  the 
Union  Station.  Give  the  driver  many  pourboires, 
for  he  should  have  his  mind  confused.  At  the  depot 
dismiss  him  and  walk  with  De  Wolfe  to  his  house, 
where  he  will  exchange  clothes  with  you.  He  has 
taken  a  ticket  for  you  to  Manilla.  His  name  will 
enable  you  to  become  a  war  correspondent." 

De  Wolfe  suppressed  a  groan,  which  was  preg- 
nant with  meaning.  It  said  more  plainly  than 
words,  how  shall  I  endure  to  have  the  writings  of 
this  novice  signed  by  my  name  ?  "  Mitchell,"  said 
Clem,  "  De  Wolfe  has  done  more  for  you  than  any 
of  us ;  he  has  placed  his  reputation  as  a  writer  in 
your  hands." 

"  Then  I  will  throw  up  the  whole  business ;  hang 
me  if  I  don't !" 

"  You  will  be  hanged  if  you  do,"  said  Clem. 
"  Promise  me  one  thing,  that  you  will  never  write 
opinions  but  only  state  facts.  Facts,  though  they 
often  damn  a  man,  never  ruin  a  writer,'^ 

De  Wolfe  pressed  Olem's  h^rud, 
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"  You  have  cut  out  the  cancer.'' 

"  Kalph,"  said  Clem,  "  for  six  months  yo»  will 
be  the  most  famous  writer  in  America ;  by  that  time, 
your  fortune  will  have  a  good  f oimdation." 

Kalph  glanced  from  one  to  another  of  his  friends. 
Then  he  embraced  his  sister,  who  kissed  him  and 
whispered  words  of  courage  in  his  ear.  Then,  be- 
fore Clem  could  prevent  him,  he  had  flung  his  arms 
around  his  neck.  "  Good-bye,  God  bless  you  all  P' 
he  said. 

Sergent  and  De  Wolfe,  men  of  the  world  though 
they  were,  turned  aside  to  conceal  their  emotion. 
De  Wolfe  and  Kalph  ran  lightly  downstairs ;  Grace 
and  Clem  watched  them  from  the  window.  The 
Rocky  Mountain  Shadow  drew  close  to  ihe  carriage 
door,  but  allowed  his  pseudo-employer  to  enter  and 
drive  away  with  De  Wolfe.  Had  the  chivalrous 
rustler  been  hoodwinked,  or  had  he  himself  winked 
at  the  change  of  bodies  on  the  sage  theory,  that  the 
only  essential  part  of  a  man  is  his  clothes  ? 

"  Come,  Holland,"  said  Clem,  "  we  shall  agree 
famously,  if  you  only  persuade  yourself,  that  I 
mean  what  I  say."  Holland  looked  about  him  with 
the  eyes  of  a  basilisk,  and  the  three  men  then  took 
up  their  march,  preceded  by  Grace.  Never  had 
Clem  seen  a  happier  face.  She  led  them  to  the  wine 
cellar,  which  was  placed  in  the  remotest  corner  of 
the  house.  Clem  seated  Holland  in  one  of  two 
chairs,  which  Grace  had  provided  and  tied  his  feet 
more  closely.  The  girl  stood  a  moment,  gazing  at 
Holland,  whose  eyes  were  fastened  upon  the  floor. 
Was  she  thinking,  what  chance  had  brought  the 
threads  of  their  lives  so  closely  together  and  had 
now  divided  them  by  the  diameter  of  being  ? 
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"Some  day,"  said  Clem,  "Mr.  Holland  will 
thank  me  for  not  letting  him  disgrace  his  name." 
The  prisoner  uttered  an  involuntary  cry  of  hatred, 
then  snapped  his  teeth  together  and  remained 
silent. 

"  Clem,"  said  Grace,  looking  fixedly  at  Holland, 
"  I  am  not  worthy  to  have  such  friends." 

"  Grace,"  said  Clem,  taking  her  aside,  "  let  no 
one,  except  yourself,  come  here  for  twenty-four 
hours.  Your  servants  will  not  return  from  their 
ball  till  morning.  They  will  then  be  too  tired  to 
wander  far  from  their  duties.  Sergent  will  go  to 
Philadelphia  and  telegraph  to  Holland's  oflBce,  that 
he  is  on  his  way  to  Chicago.  Good-tiight !  Bring 
us  some  breakfast  and  the  newspapers,  as  early  as 
you  can.     Sleep  soundly  and  have  no  fear." 

She  was  gone  and  Clem  was  alone  with  Holland. 
'Tis  said  that  the  worst  two  enemies,  if  placed  on  a 
desert  island,  a  fortiori  in  a  wine  cellar,  will  soon 
become  friends.  Yet  hour  after  hour  passed,  and 
jailor  and  prisoner  looked  at  each  other  without  a 
word.  "  Curse  you,"  said  Holland  at  length,  "what 
will  you  take  to  set  me  free  ?" 

"  On  whose  toes  does  the  black  ox  now  beg  to 
tread  ?"  asked  Clem  suavely.  "  Have  you  any 
more  vouchers  or  lives  to  give  for  liberty  ?" 

"  My  time  is  of  value,  I  will  pay  you." 

"  I,  myself,  have  money  to  burn." 

"  Free  me,  or  I  will  have  you  indicted." 

"  Listen,"  said  Clem,  and  he  repeated  to  Holland 
the  story  of  the  last  few  months.  "  A  word  from 
you  and  the  whole  truth  shall  be  told.  Every  club 
in  the  three  cities  will  spew  you  out  of  its  mouth. 
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There  are  some  things,  which  you  cannot  buy ;  you 
cannot  buy  an  American  girl's  love,  and  you  cannot 
buy  your  re-election  to  a  club,  from  which  you  have 
been  expelled.  A  suborner  is  worse  than  a  high- 
wayman ;  he  no  longer  merits  the  protection  of  so- 
ciety ;  he  should  be  shot  down  like  a  mad  dog." 

"  Are  you  screwing  up  your  courage  to  murder 
me  ?"  asked  Holland,  with  a  sneer.  "  I  hate  you ; 
you  have  been  my  evil  genius." 

"  I  never  did  you  a  wrong." 

"  You  have  robbed  me  of  the  only  woman,  whom 
I  have  ever  cared  for."  Clem  made  no  answer ;  he 
felt  ashamed  of  having  twitted  a  captive.  Both  were 
silent,  till  Grace  brought  them  some  breakfast,  which 
Holland  refused  to  touch. 

"  How  long  are  you  going  to  keep  me  a  prisoner  ?" 
he  asked  at  length.  "  Every  hour  doubles  my  ven- 
geance." Clem  made  no  reply.  At  six  o'clock  in 
the  afternoon,  Grace  and  Sergent  reappeared. 

"  Mr.  Holland,  I  shall  now  free  you,"  said  Clem. 
"  I  must  give  Mr.  Mitchell  some  explanation  of  our 
visit." 

"  He,  too,  is  in  the  plot,  fool  that  he  is !  I  shall 
crush  him!" 

Clem  for  a  moment  was  filled  with  apprehension, 
but  he  gave  no  sign  and  continued,  "  Do  you  re- 
member the  contest  we  once  witnessed  between  the 
champion  English  and  American  drinkers  at  Joe's  ? 
They  filled  their  glasses  even  and  drank  till  one 
succumbed.  Miss  Mitchell  will  tell  her  uncle,  that 
we  have  used  his  cellar  for  a  similar  game.  If 
you  will  take  my  advice,  never  breathe  a  word  about 
this  business  to  any  one  for  your  own  sake.  Is 
there  any  news,  Sergent  ?" 
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"  I  have  scarcely  looked  at  the  paper/'  said  Ser- 
gent,  drawing  one  from  his  pocket  and  throwing  it 
on  Clem's  chair. 

They  untied  Holland's  bonds  and  told  him  he  was 
free.  Grace  went  upstairs  to  speak  to  her  uncle, 
and  Clem  and  Sergent  with  one  eye  behind  them 
followed  her.  Scarcely  had  they  reached  the  top  of 
the  stairway,  when  Holland  without  hat  or  overcoat, 
his  eyes  staring  wide,  his  whole  body  eloquent  of 
emotion,  rushed  by  them  like  a  whirlwind,  opened 
the  basement  door  and  shot  into  the  night. 

They  found  Mr.  MitcheU  standing  in  the  drawing 
room,  his  face  flushed  with  anger,  and  Grace  plead- 
ing before  him  with  quivering  lips.  "  What  do  you 
mean  by  breaking  into  my  house  ?"  he  cried  at  sight 
of  Clem.     "  I  will  have  you  arrested  for  burglary." 

"  It  was  generous,  it  was  noble,  father,  uncle,  Mr. 
Mitchell,"  said  Grace,  her  anger  rising  at  his  insults 
to  her  friends. 

"  You  have  brought  down  an  avalanche  upon  my 
head ;  you  have  swept  away  the  labors  of  a  lifetime 
in  a  moment ;  you  have  made  me  a  bankrupt,  a  dis- 
honored bankrupt." 

"  I  will  support  you  by  singing,  by  sewing,  by 
writing,"  said  Grace. 

"  Ingrate !"  cried  her  uncle,  "  you  have  ruined 
your  benefactor,  you  have  wrecked  the  life  of  a 
man,  who  loved  you  better  than  your  own  father." 
Wo  one  answered  him;  he  sat  down  dazed  and  me- 
chanically glanced  at  the  evening  paper.  He  made 
an  effort  to  control  his  anger,  and  soon,  with  won- 
derful self-command,  re-transformed  himself  into 
a  gentleman  of  the  old  school. 
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"  Good  God  V'  he  exclaimed. 

"  You  flatter  me/'  answered  Clem,  still  dissatis- 
fied with  his  former  compliments. 

"  Mr.  Clough,"  said  Mr.  Mitchell,  stretching  out 
his  hand,  "  if  I  have  received  you  with  less  warmth 
than  usual,  I  beg  your  pardon.  Business  makes  one 
often  irritable.  I  thank  you  for  the  service  you 
have  done  our  family;  I  shall  always  remember  it, 
and  endeavor  to  repay  it.  Will  you  not,  gentlemen, 
stay  and  dine  with  us?  Well,  I  fear  there  is  not 
much  to  tempt  epicures.'' 

Grace  thanked  the  two  friends  with  tears  in  her 
eyes.  She  told  Clem,  that  she  had  already  sent 
word  to  his  mother  and  bade  them  good-bye. 

"  Has  the  whole  world  gone  mad  ?"  asked  Clem, 
as  they  took  their  seats  in  the  Hotel  Brummel. 

"  I  don't  know  about  the  whole  world,  Clem,"  said 
Sergent,  "  but  Count  Gandolpho  must  have  lost  his 
reason.  I  saw  in  the  morning's  paper,  that  a  man 
answering  his  description  had  been  standing  all 
night  in  front  of  Mrs.  Langmuir's  house.  A  police- 
man spoke  to  him,  and  he  snatched  away  the  cop's 
club  and  beat  him  to  a  jelly.  The  Count  was  taken 
from  the  police  station  to  Bellevue  Hospital. 
Ketcham  has  disappeared;  the  Count  may  have 
spoken  the  truth." 

The  waiter  placed  the  evening  papers  before  them, 
and  Clem  glanced  at  the  Corona.  "  Sergent,"  he 
exclaimed,  "  the  world  is  not  half  as  mad  as  I 
thought.  Listen !  In  the  last  half-hour  Sugar  broke 
ten  points,  wheat  declined  twenty-^ve  cents,  money 
one  hnnidred  and  fifty-six  per  cent  and  rising;  the 

market  closed  in  a  panic.    We  aimed  at  Holland'a 
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heart  and  hit  a  more  tender  spot.  No  wonder  Mr. 
Mitchell  was  polite.  This  drive  means  millions  in 
his  pocket.  What  a  difference  the  direction  of  the 
market  makes  in  men's  manners!  I  am  sorry 
though,  that  I  was  short  of  stocks  at  this  time.  It 
looks  had  to  have  locked  Holland  up.  I  never 
thought  of  the  market." 


CHAPTER   XXV. 

The  attack  on  Holland's  corner  was  successful, 
and  the  bear  pool  transferred  the  profits  of  the  bulls 
to  their  own  account.  Holland's  interest  in  the 
Boa  Constrictor  Mine  passed  to  Mr.  Bloom,  who 
at  once  began  to  develop  it.  Holland  was  ruined, 
that  is,  his  possessions  were  reduced  from  twenty  to 
three  millions  of  dollars,  a  sum,  he  complained, 
hardly  sufficient  to  support  his  virtues,  not  to  men- 
tion his  vices.  Clem  had  more  than  quadrupled  his 
stake,  and  Mr.  Mitchell  now  used  the  sword  of 
Damocles  to  cut  off  his  coupons.  His  good  fortune 
did  not  cure  a  cold,  caught  at  a  dinner  given  in  its 
honor,  and,  by  Dr.  Wormsby's  advice,  he,  with  his 
family,  went  to  Cape  May,  famous  for  its  ozone. 

The  question  to  whom  the  surplus  in  the  Cooley 
foreclosure  suits  belonged  had  been  referred  lo 
Judge  Hugh.  He  decided  at  once  that  the  will 
gave  the  executors  only  a  power  in  trust,  which  by 
non-user,  had  lapsed ;  that  all  loans  by  an  executor 
to  an  estate  were  gifts,  and  that  the  surplus  from 
the  sales  went  to  the  heirs.  Their  attorneys  a 
minute  later  had  had  the  report  confirmed  by  a 
High  Court  Judge  and  divided  most  of  the  money 
among  themselves.  Their  jubilee,  clouded  by  an 
appeal,  was  changed  into  a  day  of  humiliation  and 
profanity  by  a  reversal  by  the  Higher  Court.  This 
held,  that  the  fee  of  the  real  estate  vested  in  the  ex- 
ecutors, and  that  the  real  property  at  the  testator's 
death  became  personal  property  by  equitable  con- 
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version.  It  referred  the  question  of  the  executors^ 
loans  and  liens  to  a  less  poetical  Judge  and  ordered 
the  restitution  to  the  estate  of  seventy-five  thousand 
dollars,  most  of  which  had  been  spent  by  the  hostile 
lawyers. 

A  pilot,  who  guides  his  friends  not  into  the 
Golden  Horn  but  into  the  Maelstrom,  Roden  had 
now  to  thank  Clem  for  the  only  person,  who  was  still 
true  to  him,  his  wife.  In  despair  he  sought  the  il- 
lusive consolation  of  the  wine  cup,  for  which 
Priscie,  whose  love  had  grown  more  judicious,  after 
fruitless  reasoning,  found  aai  eloquent  corrective. 
One  moist  evening  she  removed  his  exoteric  gar- 
ments and,  choosing  a  soft  rod  no  larger  than  her 
thumb,  drummed  on  him  for  an  hour  or  more.  The 
next  morning  his  toes  and  eyelids  alone  showed  any 
animation.  His  cousin,  a  Methodist  minister  and 
Priscie's  friend,  the  Rabbi,  were  called  in  consulta- 
tion. They  kneaded  Roden  and  found  no  bones 
broken.  Then,  after  hearing  both  sides  of  the 
house,  they  advised  Roden  to  regard  Priscie  as  its 
head  and  to  honor  and  obey  her.  Roden  thereupon 
gave  up  the  barroom  and  the  aflSdavit  habit  and,  on 
Cheeseborough's  certificate,  became  Smeller-out  in 
Chief  of  the  Society  for  the  Prevention  of  Cruelty 
to  Wives,  which  Judge  Hugh  had  just  floated. 

Drinkwater's  defection  had.  deepened  the  con- 
spirators' gloom,  and  a  judgment  against  the  City 
in  the  Firebane  suit  of  eight  hundred  thousand  dol- 
lars made  it  harder  for  them  to  denounce  Clem's 
carrying  on  that  litigation  as  a  fraud  to  give  friend- 
ly lawyers  big  fees. 

Cheeseborough,  though  pinched  in  the  sources  of 
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his  information,  still  held  control  of  important  key- 
holes. "  Mr.  Clough,"  he  told  Sergont,  "  knows 
neither  the  highways  nor  the  byways  of  the  law. 
Yet  when  his  enemies  look  for  him,  they  find  him 
not  in  gaol  but  at  the  goal.  They  dig  a  pit,  catch 
him  in  a  net  and  throw  him  in.  Presto!  he  is 
dangling  his  heels  over  the  edge,  looking  down  at 
them.  Then  his  laugh  kills  them.  They  think 
they  are  fighting  against  fortune.  Their  meetings 
are  now  enlivened  not  by  the  popping  of  champagne 
corks  but  by  the  flattery  of  their  client  Van  Quitter, 
who,  shaking  his  finger  in  their  faces,  shouts,  ^  You 
have  robbed  me;  you  have  robbed  my  wife;  you 
have  robbed  my  children.  Now  I  must  repay  the 
pittance  you  have  given  me.  Your  advice  is  costly, 
if  not  valuable.  I  repay  nothing ;  we'll  all  win  into 
jail  together.' " 

The  prison  doors  now  yawned  for  the  wiseacres, 
who  had  pried  them  open  at  so  great  an  expense  of 
conscience  and  money.  The  word  restitution 
robbed  the  discredited  counselors  of  sleep,  and  they 
offered  to  withdraw  their  objections  to  Clem's  ac- 
count and  loans,  if  he  would  agree,  in  case  there 
was  property  enough  left  to  pay  the  estate's  debts, 
not  to  make  them  restore  the  surplus.  Clem's  bill 
for  services  before  the  testator's  death  was  the  only 
question  left  to  debate.  This  they  wished  to  cut  in 
two,  and  a  day  of  parley  was  appointed.  Clem 
asked  one  of  their  clients,  who  loved  to  accentuate 
the  difference  between  the  favorite  and  the  field 
and  other  sporting  opposites,  to  come  and  see  some 
high  rolling. 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  Clem,  addressing  the  meeting, 
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"  a  lawyer's  services  are  subject  to  but  one  constant 
law ;  they  are  never  overestimated  by  his  opponents. 
Extreme  skeptics  have  questioned  the  value  of  ad- 
vice, which  has  resulted  in  a  loss  of  less  than  a 
million  of  dollars  to  an  estate.  Far  be  that  error 
from  me !  But  as  we  are  now  rivals  ii;i  generosity, 
I  will  not  lag  behind.  I  will  throw  off  a  thousand 
dollars  from  my  bill,  if  you  will  throw  off  a  thou- 
sand dollars  from  yours;  then  I  will  throw  off  an- 
other thous.  nd  dollars,  if  you  will  do  the  same ;  then 
another  and  another." 

"  Stop !  in  mercy's  name !"  cried  Maire  Van 
Nest  in  perspiring  tones.     *^  I  shall  go  bankrupt.'' 

The  world  loves  a  struggle,  but,  after  the  event, 
even  the  combatants  forget  it.  One  incident,  that 
should  make  childless  men  content,  is  worthy  of 
record.  In  the  foreclosure  suits  one  IKAssizi  was 
made  a  guardian  to  protect  the  interests  of  two 
minors,  who  were  to  receive  a  hundred  dollars  each 
under  the  will.  The  business  took  over  half  an 
hour  of  his  time  and  the  court,  to  his  just  indigna- 
tion, cut  G  3wn  his  fees  from  thirty-six.  himdred  to 
eighteen  hundred  dollars. 

Men  aie  rarely  pleased  with  a  favorable  answer 
to  their  prayers.  Tyreless  had  proved  himself  the 
most  vindictive  of  Clem's  enemies.  In  his  fight 
with  the  multiplication  table,  as  Clem's  accountants 
styled  it,  he  had  shown  himself  worthy  of  his  name. 
Kound  after  round  he  was  knocked  down  only  to 
spring  up  as  fresh  as  his  antagonist.  When  asking 
for  an  adjournment,  he  swore,  that  he  had  often 
toiled  thirty  hours  a  day  in  framing  questions, 
which  at  first  blush  made  numbers  appear  more  un- 
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stable  than  law.  His  overwork  had  favored  the 
growth  of  a  cataract  in  his  left  eye,  which  his  oculist 
told  him  must  be  removed  to  preserve  the  other. 
The  expert,  operating  after  too  spirited  a  dinner, 
cut  out  the  sound  instead  of  the  blind  eye.  This 
story  taught  Clem  how  shallow  is  the  hatred  of  the 
gentle  heart.  Though  he  had  denounced  his  enemies 
incongruously  as  outlawed  vipers,  and  licensed  vam- 
pires, he  would  have  suffered  much  to  restore  to 
Tyreless  an  eye,  which,  like  a  wrecker's  light,  had 
lured  many  a  simple  craft  to  wreck  and  ruin. 

How  delightful  is  the  change  from  a  treadmill  to 
a  life  of  pleasure !  What  is  the  charm  of  that  so- 
ciety, which  ladies  have  made  one  of  the  fine  arts  ? 
Is  it  its  gracious  manners,  its  voices  attuned  to 
harmony,  the  varied  pleasures  wit  has  invented  to 
enliven  it,  or  its  greater  freedom?  Is  it,  that  as 
we  pass  from  hamlet  to  town  and  from  town  to 
center,  the  sympathies  of  gifted  natures  inspire  in 
us  a  higher  intellectual  life  ?  Or  is  it,  that  we  fancy 
society  is  the  School  of  Love,  whose  pupils  are 
taught  the  unwritten  mysteries,  that  fling  a  purple 
light  over  the  veiled  passion  and  transform  it  into 
a  feeling  ethereal  and  divine,  even  if  evanescent  ? 
'  Clem,  now  that  Grace  was  absent  with  her  uncle, 
found  himself  more  than  ever  drawn  to  Ivy's  house* 
Since  the  Count's  suspension,  her  spirits,  no  longer 
chastened  by  the  fear  of  assassination,  were  more 
magnetic  than  ever.  Mrs.  dough's  face  showed 
how  much  she  was  troubled  at  Clem's  attentions  to 
her.  Some  weeks  after  Easter  she  had  asked  him 
to  join  a  party,  with  whom  she  was  going  to  open 
her  house  near  Uncas  Park,  a  center  of  summer 
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fashion,  about  ten  miles  from  the  source  of  the 
Delawaxen  Kiver. 

"  Is  Mr.  Worth  to  be  one  of  the  guests  ?"  inquired 
Mrs.  Clough. 

"  I  suppose  so." 

"  When  I  was  young,  a  lady  would  not  receive  a 
divorce." 

"  Why,  mother,  he  is  a  gentleman  par  excellence ; 
he  took  all  the  blame,  if  any  there  were,  on  himself, 
and  left  his  wife  and  children  without  a  shadow. 
You  will  not  be  angry  with  me  for  going  ?" 

"  Whatever  you  do,  how  can  I  be  angry  with  you  ? 
I  only  wish  I  could  see  you  happily  married  before 
I  die." 

"  Die !  You  would  grow  old  among  African 
cannibals." 

"  Am  I  so  tough  ?" 

"  No,  but  they  never  begin  to  fatten  their  parents, 
till  they  see  a  white  hair." 

Tig  now  ran  into  the  room,  eager  to  seize  the  op- 
portunity of  a  lifetime.  A  lizard  had  been  offered 
him  by  the  sea-food  dealer  round  the  comer  at  a 
suicidal  price.  "But,  Tig,"  said  his  mother,  "there 
are  already  two  sticklebacks  and  an  eel  in  the  bath 
tub,  and  to  fish  them  out  with  the  pieces  of  coral, 
how  can  any  one  take  a  bath  ?" 

"  It  is  such  a  good  lizard,"  said  Tig.  "It  never 
bites  or  swears,  and  it  has  such  a  wiggly  tail.  Let 
me  buy  it,  and  I  will  marry  any  one  you  wish.  EUie 
says  she  will  marry  me  and  make  me  a  cook." 

"  Is  it  not  true,  Clem,  that  Mrs.  Elmore  left  her 
husband  all  her  fortune,  on  condition  that  he  would 
not  marry  Mrs.  Langmuir  ?" 
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"  Mrs.  Elmore,  if  she  did  so,  took  a  sure  way  to 
make  him  infatuated  with  her. .  But  I  don't  be- 
lieve it;  a  beautiful  woman  is  always  surrounded  by 
a  ring  of  swords  and  slanders." 

"  Clem,"  said  his  mother,  "  you  never  speak  an 
unkind  word  of  a  woman.  I  hope  Mrs.  Langmuir's 
liking  for  you  is  only  a  passing  fancy  5  you  must  re- 
member that  she  is  married." 

"  I  shall  not  be  likely  to  forget  it,"  answered 
Clem,  testily. 

"  She  may  forget  it  herself,  Clem ;  the  young 
never  know  what  danger  they  incur  or  create.  Do 
not  play  with  fire ;  think  of  that  poor  Coimt,  whom 
she  is  said  to  have  driven  mad." 

"  You  are  the  only  person,  who  will  ever  drive 
me  mad,  mother." 

"  Those,  whom  we  love  most,  wound  us  deepest, 
Clem,"  she  answered,  as  he  ran  away.  He  had 
bought  a  ring  for  Ivy  in  payment  of  a  bet  and,  call- 
ing at  her  house  after  dinner,  was  shown  into  the 
library,  where  he  found  her  sealing  a  letter,  and 
looking  provokingly  h^ppy. 

"  You  cannot  guess  to  whom  I  am  writing, 
Clem  ?" 

"  A  prince  does  not  have  to  wait  for  an  answer," 
answered  Clem,  sourly.  "  I  have  just  seen  his 
envelope  in  your  card  case." 

"  What  sharp  eyes  you  have.  Can  you  guess, 
what  I  have  written  ?" 

"  You  have  told  him,  that  all  men  are  born  free 
and  equal." 

"  If  I  tell  you,  will  you  promise  never  to  whisper 
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"  Never/' 

"  Not  even  to  your  mother  V 

"  No." 

"  Nor  to  your  wife  ?" 

"  No/' 

"  Will  you  swear  it  ?" 

"  I  swear  it." 

"  I  despise  a  man,  who  tells."  She  made  him  a 
bewitching  moue  and  half  closed  her  eyes;  she 
looked  adorable. 

"  Yet,  Clem,  what  man  can  be  trusted  with  a 
woman's  secret?  He  whispers  it  to  a  friend,  a 
wife,  a  priest,  but  I  trust  you,  Clem ;  you  will  never 
betray  me  ?" 

"  Never." 

"  I  will  help  you  keep  your  promise  by  not  telling 
you."  At  certain  times  women,  who  have  touched 
our  hearts,  hang  chosen  pictures  of  themselves  in 
our  memory.  Fancy  often  recalls  a  charmer,  when 
hope  or  fear  has  flushed  or  paled  her  cheek,  or  when 
cross-passions  have  thrown  a  double  light  upon  her 
face,  and  a  fond  doubt  has  made  our  eyes  search 
more  narrowly  for  a  hidden  meaning.  Till  now, 
Clem  had  fancied  that,  if  Ivy  were  free,  she  would 
gladly  come  at  his  call.  She  had  just  returned  from 
spending  a  few  days  with  Mrs.  Vinsen  at  her  house 
near  the  Uncas  Club.  Kiding  and  golf,  at  which 
she  was  an  expert,  had  made  her  figure  eloquent 
with  health  and  grace.  But  as  Clem's  eyes  looked 
keenly  into  hers,  the  laughter  faded  from  her 
cheeks,  and  thq  shadow  of  twilight  passed  over  her 
face. 

"  Do  you  not  wish  to  hear,  whom  I  met  at  the 
Golf  Links  ?" 


^HE    DEUCE    OF    HEARTS.  413 

^^  1  should  like  to  kill  them  all ;  the  men,  I  mean ; 
I  might  spare  the  women." 

"  That  is  better,  Clem."  She  unclasped  a  dia- 
mond from  her  neck. 

"  Mr.  Elmore  has  bribed  me  to  appear  in  a 
tableau.  Kemember  your  proonise,  to  bring  me 
your  miniature,  so  that  I  can  put  it  in  my  belt." 

"  I  have  brought  you  my  forfeit,  Ivy,"  he  said, 
handing  her  the  ring. 

"  Fie !  Clem,  how  could  you  be  so  extravagant  ? 
It  looks  like  an  engagement  ring."  She  gave  Clem 
the  careless  glance  of  a  woman  ignorant  of  her 
power;  then  a  laugh  rippled  over  her  lithe  figure. 
"  Why  do  you  look  so  perplexed  ?  What  an  inno- 
cent you  are !     You  seem  like  a  sister  to  me." 

"  The  devil !" 

"  No,  not  the  devil's  sister,  but  my  sister ;  it  is 
not  the  same  thing."  Lisette  now  came  to  tell  her, 
that  the  masseuse  had  arrived,  and  a  serious  looking 
woman  was  shown  into  the  room. 

"  Clem,  Mrs.  Kives  wants  me  to  let  her  choose 
my  part  for  a  tableau.  She  greatly  admires  my — 
what  shall  I  call  them  ?" 

"  Call  them  feet,"  said  the  masseuse,  in  the  ^one 
of  a  reformer.  "  Vulgar  persons  think  it  is  a  mark 
of  delicacy  not  to  allude  to  feet,  but  it  is  a  proof, 
that  they  lack  the  virtue,  which  is  next  to  godliness. 
A  lady  is  a  lady  to  her  toe  nail,  and  her  feet  are  as 
dainty  as  her  hands.  Among  American  ladies,  it  is 
as  proper  to  speak  of  one  as  of  the  other." 

"  Society  is  progressive,*'  said  Clem.  "  One  can 
now  allude  to  a  foot  without  being  kicked  out  of  it. 
What  part  do  you  think  of  taking  V^ 


414  THE  DEUCE  OB'  HEABTS. 

"  The  foot  of  Iri8/^ 

"  'Tis  a  very  small  part,"  said  Clem. 

"  No  one  will  see  my  face/' 

"  It  will  be  a  great  success/'  said  the  masseuse. 
"  They  will  charge  a  dollar  to  see  it;  many  persons 
will  buy  a  dozen  tickets.  The  tableaux  are  given  by 
the  Church  of  the  Sorrowful  Sinners  to  buy  shoes 
for  the  men,  whose  legs  were  shot  oflF  in  the  Cuban 
war,  and  Gobelin  tapestry  handkerchiefs  for  our 
Bishop.'' 

"  Ivy,  you  will  ruin  the  object  of  the  charity ;  no 
one,  who  has  once  seen  your  foot,  will  ever  go  shod." 

"  Fie !  Clem,  how  do  you  know  ?  Don't  look  so 
like  a  thunder-cloud,  but  I  like  you  in  these  jealous 
moods ;  your  compliments  have  more  snap." 

"  It  will  give  the  fry  of  poets  a  chance  to  talk  of 
golden  lilies  and  such  novelties.  You  will  have  to 
lend  them  the  price  of  their  tickets.  Don't  do  it, 
Ivy.  I  hate  to  think  of  any  one  seeing  your  face, 
still  less  your  foot." 

"  Sculptors  have  seen  and  copied  it." 

"  That  is  different ;  yet  I  would  like  to  turn  them 
all  into  stone." 

Ivy's  face  grew  kinder  and  her  glances  brighter. 
**  You  can  judge  better  after  a  rehearsal,"  she  said 
archly  and,  withdrawing  with  the  masseuse,  left 
Clem's  mind  in  a  tumult.  When  Ivy  was  in  her 
most  gracious  mood,  it  gave  him  physical  pain  to 
look  at  her.  Presently  Mrs.  Rives  told  Clem  that 
Mrs.  Langmuir  was  ready,  ushered  him  into  the 
mimic  theater  and  withdrew.  Ivy  was  seated  upon 
a  stage  cloud,  dressed  in  a  white  tunic,  her  shoulders 
and  head  covered  with  a  rainbow.     On  a  crimson 
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cushion  rested  a  winged  foot,  fashioned  by  the  chisel 
of  Praxiteles,  that,  blushing  at  its  dwn  beauty, 
threatened  at  every  moment  to  fly  away  with  the 
heart  of  the  beholder.  Ivy  withdrew  her  veil ;  her 
upper  lip,  which  was  a  little  full,  glowed  like  the 
heart  of  a  pomegranate,  and  the  shafts  of  her  eyes 
were  tipped  with  black  diamonds.  Half  visible 
waves  of  music,  beauty  and  grace  flowed  around  her. 
Clom  felt  like  a  belated  bee  lost  amid  a  thousand 
blossoms. 

"  Do  you  know,  Clem,  what  were  the  sweetest 
words  ever  spoken  to  me  ?'' 

"  No." 

"  Shall  I  tell  you  V 

"  No— yes." 

"  Don't  look  at  me  so  like  a  cannibal ;  I  never 
saw  murder  and  sudden  death  so  clearly  written  on 
any  one's  face." 

"  Tell  me.  Ivy." 

"  Some  one  once  told  me,  if  a  man  ever  loved 
me,  he  could  never  love  another." 

"  Who  told  you  that  ?" 

"  You  will  harm  him,  if  I  tell  you." 

"  Tell  me." 

"  Can  you  not  guess  ?" 

"  No." 

"  It  was  but  an  idle  compliment ;  the  flatterer  was 
yourself." 

"  I  ?  I  would  never  have  placed  so  dangerous  a 
secret  in  your  hands." 

"  Your  eyes  told  me,  Clem." 

Clem  covered  her  face  with  the  rainbow.  "  You 
are  too  enchanting,"  he  said.  "  Has  Iris  no  mes- 
sage from  Venus  ?" 
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"  I  have  a  message,  which  you  shall  be  the  first  to 
hear.  I  am  free ;  the  Pope  has  granted  me  a  dispen- 
sation." 

"  I  will  kiss  the  toe  of  his  Holiness  by  proxy." 
He  drew  aside  Ivy's  veil. 

"  You  are  fairer  than  the  imagination,"  he  whis- 
pered. An  unknown  tenderness  flowed  from  his 
soul  and  filled  the  earth,  the  heavens  and  the  abodes 
of  heaven's  enemies.  Then  a  jealous  rage  possessed 
him.  She  looked  too  beautiful  for  her  lover  ever 
to  feel  secure.  "  Ivy,"  he  said,  "  I  see  now  why 
men  have  invented  a*  hell ;  it  is  a  tribute  to  beauty ; 
they  wish  for  a  place  of  torture  into  which  they  can 
thrust  their  rivals,  or  in  which  they  fondly  hope 
they  can  themselves  be  forced  to  forget  love's 
vanished  joys." 

"  What  an  Othello  you  are,  Clem !  would  you  be- 
lieve any  one  who  spoke  ill  of  me  ?" 

"  Not  if  that  one  were  yourseK,  Ivy." 

"  Clem,  you  are  as  innocent  as  a  girl." 

"  Ivy,  don't  act  in  that  tableau ;  it  hurts  me  to 
think  of  vulgar  eyes  feasting  upon  your  beauty; 
don't,  I  entreat  you." 

"  I  wpn't  act,  if  you  don't  wish  it.  I  didn't  think 
you  would  care  so  much.  You  Baby,  you  have 
made  the  tears  come  into  my  eyes. 

What  is  the  world  but  the  heart's  dream,  fair  or 
foul  ?  The  dawn  of  love  has  a  glory  beyond  that  of 
the  stars.  When  Clem  took  leave  of  Ivy,  everything 
around  him  was  transfigured.  He  trod  upon  per- 
fumed air  through  a  shower  of  floating  rose  leaves. 
Earth  and  sky  no  longer  lacked  an  excuse  for  being. 
The  discordant  noises  of  the  city  were  changed  into 
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a  sjnnphony.  Lovely  visions  hovered  around  his 
dazzled  eyes.  The  men  and  women,  whom  he  met, 
were  transparent  and  walked  in  the  beauty  and 
pride  of  a  sacred  passion.  Eestlessly  happy  he 
wandered  from  street  to  street.  The  rustle  of  a 
dress  awoke  strange  longings  in  his  breast.  A 
woman,  who  begged  an  alms,  at  the  tone  of  his  voice, 
shed  genuine  tears,  augmented  perhaps  by  the  large- 
ness of  his  bounty. 

As  he  was  passing  the  Cafe  Boccaccio,  an  annex 
of  the  Hotel  Brummel,  he  met  Holland  conversing 
with  two  men  of  the  ministerial  class,  one  of  whom 
wore  a  scar  on  his  left  cheek.  Holland  stared  at 
Clem  blankly.  Clem,  remembering  a  trick,  which 
a  roguish  girl  had  once  taught  him,  after  walking  a 
few  feet  beyond  Holland,  turned  his  head  suddeirfy 
and  saw  Holland's  soul  xmveiled.  What  fi«aUi,  lie 
thought,  has  stamped  so  malignant  an  image  vnfosL 
his  face !  His  low  forehead  looked  like  the  head  of 
a  venomous  snake,  and  his  eyes  like  assassiai.  A 
prophecy  of  triumph,  mingling  with  his  expreesiiML 
of  hate,  made  Clem's  blood  curdle  with  fear.  Tliea 
a  fit  of  anger  seized  him  and  for  a  moment  made 
him  forget  Ivy  and  wish  to  marry  Grace,  to  secure 
a  private  inferno,  into  which  he  could  thrust  his 
enemy,  and  let  his  groans  add  a  piquant  sauce  to 
love's  banquet. 

When  Clem  reached  home,  his  mother  told  him, 
that  she  had  had  a  telegram  from  Grace,  saying  that 
her  uncle  had  died ;  that  he  was  to  be  buried  in  Sara- 
toga, where  his  family  lived ;  that  her  aunt  would 
remain  with  her  relatives  for  a  few  weeks,  but  that 
Grace  would  soon  return  to  New  York.     "  I  will 
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come  back  and  welcome  her/'  he  said,  seeing  his 
mother's  regret  at  the  thought  of  his  absence. 

"  How  I  reproach  myself,  Clem,  for  my  want  of 
tact,"  she  said,  bitterly.  "  If  I  had  told  you,  that 
Grace  thought  you  a  simpleton,  that  she  was  eager 
for  a  career,  that  she  was  thinking  of  going  on  the 
stage,  or  was  in  love  with  some  one  else,  you  would 
not  now  turn  your  back  on  your  own  happiness. 
You  liked  her  better  than  I  at  first." 

Clem  felt  deeply  grieved  at  the  first  real  differ- 
ence, which  he  had  ever  had  with  his  mother.  Yet 
the  next  day,  when  he  saw  Ivy,  whose  face  and  man- 
ner were  hospitable  to  his  slightest  word  and  look, 
he  forgot  every  one  except  the  gracious  sorceress. 
"Why  do  you  stare  at  me  with  such  large  eyes, 
Clem ;  tell  me  what  is  in  your  mind  ?" 

"  I  dare  not." 

"  I  insist  on  it ;  I  will  not  stir,  until  you  tell  me." 

"  I  was  thinking,  Ivy,  how  so  lovely  a  woman 
could  have  avoided  giving  her  husband  unquiet  mo- 
ments." 

A  cloud  passed  over  Ivy's  face.  "  My  pride  con- 
strained me,  Clem,  though  at  the  last  I  hated  him 
so,  that  there  was  nothing,  I  should  have  liked  so 
well,  as  to  tell  him,  that  I  had  transformed  him  into 
an  ActaBon.  Why  are  the  young  more  cruel  judges 
than  the  old  ?  If  they  knew,  what  temptations  as- 
sail a  woman,  who  is  not  happy  with  her  husband, 
they  would  often  be  less  severe." 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Vinsen,  Mr.  Elmore  and  other 
guests  now  arrived,  and  the  party  presently  found 
themselves  whirling  away  towards  the  headquarters 
of  the  Delawaxen,     They  soon  reached  the  station, 
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and,  as  they  drove  towards  the  house,  Clem  thought 
he  had  rarely  seen  a  fairer  sight.  The  air  was 
blushing  with  maple  buds ;  apple  trees  were  dressed 
in  purpling  white,  and  wild  cherry  blossoms  and  a 
seore  of  shades  of  green  made  the  picture  of  hill  and 
vale  a  masterpiece.  The  Uncas  Club  owned  several 
thotisand  acress  of  well-stocked  game  preserves  and 
boasted  golf  links,  polo  grounds,  a  pack  of  hounds 
and  even  cricket  grounds  for  shipwrecked  English- 
men. 'Tis  superfluous  to  describe  the  club's  sur- 
roundings, as  the  newspapers  have  made  them  more 
familiar  than  the  Garden  of  Eden.  Crowning  the 
hills  or  nestling  in  the  valleys,  a  hundred  or  more 
private  houses  had  been  built,  that  looked  to  the  club 
for  their  summer  pleasures. 

Ivy,  on  nearing  her  house,  gave  a  hunter's  halloo, 
and  the  gentlemen  blew  their  horns.  Two  guests 
from  Timoleon,  a  dozen  servants  and  an  old  house- 
keeper welcomed  them.  The  wide  piazza  reaching 
round  three  sides  of  the  house,  the  broad  halls  and 
the  numerous  rooms  made  it  capacious  of  many 
guests.  Behind  it  winding  paths,  leading  through 
the  tangled  forest  up  the  hillsides,  gave  the  place  a 
spirit  of  mystery,  that  was  far  from  prosaic. 

The  next  day  was  spent  in  varied  diversions.  In 
the  evening  the  gentlemen,  with  the  exception  of 
Clem,  went  to  the  club  rooms  to  recruit  their  con- 
versational powers  over  the  card  table,  while  the 
ladies  amused  themselves  with  novels,  music  and 
gossip,  and  two  or  three  of  them  by  smoking  cigar- 
ettes. With  a  courtesy  rare  in  court  or  cottage. 
Ivy's  friends,  regarding  Clem  as  her  conquest,  left 
them  much  alone. 
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"  I  told  the  gentlemen,"  said  Ivy,  "  to  return 
before  ten  or  stay  at  the  club." 

"  What  pleasure  can  they  find  in  play  ?"  said 
Clem.  "  What  difference  does  it  make  to  them, 
whether  they  win  or  lose  ?  Greed,  vanity  and  jeal- 
ousy cling  to  us,  after  all  other  virtues  and  vices 
have  deserted  us." 

"  Clem,"  asked  Ivy,  "  have  you  the  miniature 
which  you  promised  me  ?"  Clem  gave  her  his  por- 
trait, which  he  had  brought  with  him,  and  Ivy,  re- 
moving a  belt  ornamented  more  richly  than  the 
cestus  of  Venus,  placed  it  in  a  case,  which  shut  with 
a  hidden  clasp. 

"  Clem,"  she  said  with  a  nonchalant  air,  "  I  want 
to  consult  you  about  a  delicate  matter.  I  have  had 
two  offers,  and  you  shall  tell  me,  how  to  answer 
them."  Clem  suddenly  asked  himself  the  jealous 
question,  who  had  secured  Ivy's  divorce  ?  But  Ivy 
had  the  power  of  the  Empress  Josephine;  in  her 
presence  no  one  could  long  think  of  anything  except 
her  charms.  "  Come  with  me,"  she  said  presently; 
"  no  one  will  miss  us  for  awhile ;  I  will  show  you  a 
lovely  view." 

She  led  him  from  the  piazza  along  a  pathway, 
that  ran  to  a  recess  about  a  hundred  feet  above  the 
house.  Thick  pine  trees  gloomed  aroimd  it  on 
three  sides,  and  a  sliding  rivulet  mingled  its  voice 
with  the  murmurs  of  the  forest.  The  fresh  leaves 
and  buds  exhaled  a  perfume,  that  delighted  the 
senses.  The  dry  ground  was  carpeted  with  pine 
needles,  and  the  balmy  air  was  full  of  the  promise  of 
summer,  whose  footsteps  one  could  hear  stealing  up 
the  valley.     The  crescent  rocked  like  a  shallop  on 
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the  waves  of  a  solitary  cloud,  and  a  few  stars  shone 
from  the  clear  sky.  The  intervale  of  the  Dela- 
waxen,  dotted  with  cottages,  and  bordered  by  leafy 
hills,  lay  just  beneath  them,  clothed  in  the  beauty 
of  moonlight.  Ivy,  her  dark  green  dress  eloquent 
with  the  curves  of  her  pliant  figure,  moved  to  the 
edge  of  the  level  floor  and  stood  gazing  at  the  scene. 

"  You  look  like  a  Hamadryad,  watching  for  a 
mortal  lover,  soon  to  bear  back  her  secret  to  the 
heart  of  her  hidden  home." 

"  Do  you  believe,  Clem,"  she  sighed  fondly, 
"  in  another  world,  to  which  we  shall  carry  our 
happiest  dreams  ?"  She  took  a  rose  from  her  breast, 
and  gave  it  to  him.     "  Why  do  you  look  at  me  so  ?" 

"  Are  you  not  a  magic  crystal.  Ivy  ?  Are  not  all 
of  nature's  visions  personified  in  you  ?  The  grace 
of  swaying  boughs,  the  music  of  falling  waters,  the 
enchantment  of  the  starlit  landscape,  have  you  not 
embodied  and  envoiced  them  ?" 

"  I  have  been  flattered  before,  Clem,  but  your 
praise  is  sweet." 

"  Close  your  eyes.  Ivy,  they  bewilder  me."  He 
took  her  hand,  drew  her  toward  him  and  pressed  a 
kiss  upon  her  blue-veined  eyelids. 

"  Clem,  for  weeks  I  have  been  making  resolutions 
not  to  see  you ;  every  one  thinks  I  am  married." 

"  Shall  I  also  make  resolutions,  Ivy  ?" 

"  It  is  enough  for  one  to  make  resolutions." 

"  Which  one  shall  make  them.  Ivy,  the  one,  who 
will  keep  them,  or  the  one,  who  will  break  them  ?" 

"  The  woman,  Clem.  Sweetheart,  I  am  older 
than  you;  I  know  you,  but  you  do  not  know  me. 
You  are  an  idealist ;  you  love  your  ideal ;  you  do  not 
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love  me,  and  I  fear  you  love  another,  unknown  per- 
haps to  your  own  heart.  At  the  least  spot  upon 
your  sun  you  would  blot  it  out;" 

"  You  say  truly,  Ivy,  that  you  are  older  than  I, 
for  I  was  not  born  until  this  minute."  As  her  re- 
luctant lips  yielded  to  his,  he  felt  like  an  Arab  of 
the  desert  transplanted  to  the  rose  beds  of  Kezanlik. 

"  Why,"  he  whispered,  trembling,  "  does  the 
shadow  of  the  raven's  wing  rest  over  the  loveliest 
scene  ?  Why  do  the  hours  of  birth  and  dissolution 
seenf  to  meet  in  the  hour  of  love  ?  Does  the  fear  of 
falling  from  such  a  height  overcloud  our  bliss  ?" 

Ivy  drew  back  as  though  in  fear  and,  seating  her- 
self on  a  rustic  bench,  looked  at  him  with  inquisitive 
eyes.  In  that  quiet  corner  all  of  earth's  mystery, 
beauty  and  warmth  were  gathered.  She  smoothed 
down  her  dress  over  her  timorous  feet;  her  lips 
moved  like  blossoms  at  the  whisper  of  the  south 
wind;  her  long  eyelashes  divided  her  quivering 
glances.  She  drew  back  her  head,  as  though  to 
drink  in  the  exhilarating  light.  Her  nostrils  ex- 
panded, as  she  caught  sight  of  the  reflection  of  her 
beauty  in  her  lover's  eyes.  Everything  that  touched 
her,  the  ribbons  that  bound  her  neck  and  wrists, 
the  lace  that  fretted  her  shapely  breast,  the  orna- 
ments that  floated  on  the  waves  of  her  hair,  all  were 
alive  with  a  sweet  personality.  Her  arms,  the 
measure  of  paradise,  called  softly,  "  Come,  seek 
within  my  enchanted  circle  forgetfuhiess  of  sorrow 
and  repose  from  the  torments  of  love ;  an  eternity  of 
bliss,  every  moment  of  which  were  cheaply  bought 
by  a  life's  sacrifice.  Sweet  is  the  sleep,  which 
beauty  gives  its  beloved," 
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"  Clem,"  she  whispered,  and  all  hope  and  desire 
blended  in  her  voice,  "  your  eyes  burn  into  mine 
like  an  eagle's  Shall  you  kiss  and  forget  me?" 
She  took  her  kerchief  from  her  belt  and  spread  it 
over  her  face.  Clem's  knees  shook,  his  words 
melted  upon  his  lips,  he  stretched  out  his  arms, 
their  hearts  kissed  one  another  and  they  sat  silent. 

Then  a  voice,  sweet  as  the  plaintive  note  of  a 
nightingale,  banished  from  paradise,  fell  upon  his 
ear.  "  Soul  of  my  soul,"  it  sighed,  "  why  hast  thou 
forgotten  me  ?"  "  Grace !"  he  m«urmured  uncon- 
sciously. 

A  look  of  jealous  wonder  flushed  Ivy's  face.  At 
the  same  moment  a  halloing  from  the  direction  of 
the  house  showed  that  the  guests  were  returning 
from  the  club.  "  They  must  not  see  us  together," 
she  cried  in  alarm  and,  rising,  hastened  back  to  greet 
them,  bidding  Clem  follow  by  a  longer  path.  He 
wandered  away  like  a  man  under  enchantment.  On 
his  return  the  party  rallied  him  on  tis  abstracted 
mood.  They  were  all  tired  and  went  early  to  their 
rooms,  except  Clem,  who  remained  in  the  drawing 
room  reading.  He  sighed,  as  the  hope  that  Ivy 
would  come  back  and  speak  to  him,  faded  away. 
He  was  about  to  put  out  the  light,  when  a  man 
knocked  familiarly  on  the  piazza  window,  which 
opened  from  floor  to  ceiling. 

"  Mr.  Elmore,"  he  thought,  "  has  been  on  a  moon- 
light walk;  who  would  have  supposed  the  banker 
had  so  much  poetry  in  him !"  He  opened  the  win- 
dows and  found  himself  face  to  face  with  one  of  the 
few  men,  whom  he  had  no  wish  to  meet.  Count  Gan- 
dolpho.     He  had  been  told  by  Ivy,  what  he  could 
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well  believe,  that  the  Count's  mania  had  developed 
rapidly.  Clem  therefore  at  the  same  moment  drew 
over  his  face  an  expression  of  welcome,  consigned 
his  own  life  to  the  protection  of  heaven  and  prayed, 
that  the  Count  might  soon  be  separated  from  him 
as  far  as  possible.  After  this  pious  prelude,  he 
followed  the  movements  of  his  spectral  guest  with 
wary  eyes.  Manners  and  language  survive  morals 
and  ideas,  and  the  Count  was  so  polite,  that  Clem 
found  himself  in  doubt  on  the  interesting  question, 
whether  or  not  he  had  called  for  the  purpose  of  kill- 
ing any  one,  and  if  so,  whom?  Suddenly  he  re- 
called the  look  on  Holland's  face,  the  last  time  he 
had  met  him,  and  the  cut-throat  features  of  his  two 
companions. 

He  saw  his  arch  enemy's  hand  under  this  move- 
ment and  felt  certain,  that  he  must  have  bribed  the 
Count's  keepers  to  set  him  upon  my  track.  For  a 
moment  he  felt  unmanned  by  the  change  in  his 
fortunes.  A  few  minutes  since,  all  the  glory  of  the 
world  was  his,  now  he  was  questioning  the  minutes 
he  had  to  live.  Then  a  fierce  thirst  for  vengeance 
possessed  him.  But  he  needed  no  spur  to  make 
him  alert  He  would  battle  for  Ivy's  life  and  his 
own  by  every  means  in  his  power.  Swiftly  divid- 
ing his  mind,  he  explored  every  avenue  of  danger 
and  safety.  Had  not  the  Count  some  delusion  ?  It 
might  aid  him  to  know  it.  His  guest  certainly  did 
not  have  the  delusion  of  locality.  Indeed,  his  evi- 
dent familiarity  with  Ivy's  house  awoke  Clem's 
jealousy. 

"  You  did  not  come  by  train.  Count  ?"  he  said 
pleasantly. 
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"  No,  I  prefer  a  carriage." 

"  Why  did  not  Holland  come  with  you  ?  He 
told  me,  you  aaid  he  were  going  to  visit  Mrs.  Lang- 
muir ;  he  didn't  come  by  the  train ;  she  waited  for 
him." 

"  No,  they  said  he  could  not  come,"  said  the 
Count,  with  a  note  of  surprise  in  his  voice.  Then 
he  rose  and  walked  to  and  fro  talking  to  himself; 
then,  pausing  in  front  of  Clem,  stood  looking  at  him 
with  his  hands  behind  his  back.  Clem  returned  his 
glances  searchingly,  trying  to  learn  by  what  im- 
aginary rudder  the  lunatic  guided  his  mind  over 
the  sea  of  unreasooi.  Suddenly  the  Count  whispered 
in  a  tone  of  suspicious  authority: 

"  Do  you  know,  who  I  really  am  ?" 

"  Yes." 

"  Who  ?" 

"  Do  you  not  wish  to  keep  your  incognito  ?" 

"  Hush !  how  can  you  suggest  so  foolish  a  thing  ? 
'Tis  nonsense ;  you  are  wholly  wrong,  wrong ;  I  tell 
you,  I  am  not." 

"  Clem  felt  more  confident  and  looked  at  the 
Count  with  a  smile  full  of  incredulity.  "  Shall 
not  one  believe  his  own  eyes.  Sire  ?" 

"  I  tell  you  I  am  not ;  I  may  look  like  him,  but  it 
is  a  casual  resemblance.  I  am  the  Count  Gan- 
dolpho ;  no  one  else.  I  am  not ;  I  tell  you  I  am  not ; 
I  will  not  be.     Why  do  you  insist  on  it  ?" 

"  I  hope,"  thought  Clem,  "  that  his  phantasy  has 
taken  the  place  of  his  homicidal  mania.  How  he 
fights  against  his  delusion ;  he  is  striving  to  master 
it,  and  his  delusion,  like  a  devil,  is  trying  to  conquer 
him.     Alas !  are  we  not  all  struggling  against  some 
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delusion  of  fame,  wealth  or  power,  some  dominant 
thought,  that  ever  strives  to  command  the  funda- 
mental note  of  our  hearts  V' 

The  Count  meanwhile  was  arguing  excitedly  with 
himself  and  assuming  more  and  more  the  marks  of 
a  character  on  the  stage.  Then,  standing  with  his 
head  bent  forward,  he  looked  at  Clem  with  eyes, 
whose  penetrating  glances  compared  favorably  with 
those  of  the  Little  Corporal.  "  The  persons  around 
us  are  fools !"  whispered  the  Coimt.     "  They  have 

eyes,  but  they  see  not ;  they  are" he  touched  his 

forehead.  "  Do  not  breathe  a  word  of  what  you 
have  learned,  or  these  madmen  will  imprison  us. 
Be  my  friend !  I  have  crowned  men  for  less  service ; 
I  have  shot  them  for  less  treachery ;  swear.'' 

"  I  swear." 

"  I  will  repay  you  by  giving  you  your  life." 

"  Make  it  two  lives.  Your  Serenity  has  taken 
millions;  two  can  be  spared  consistently." 

"  Two  goes."  The  jargon  of  the  card  table  w^ 
quaintly  interwoven  with  the  Count's  imperial 
English.  "  Do  you  know  why  I  have  come  here  ?" 
he  then  asked,  grimly. 

"  It  is  a  happy  haunt  of  heroes,  Sire.  The  air  is 
soft  and  peaceful.  The  moonlight  is  a  little  strong 
for  persons  of  our  imaginative  temperament.  What 
say  y6u  to  a  walk  in  the  forest,  where  the  rays  will 
excite  us  less  ?" 

"  Last  summer  I  came  on  a  diflFerent  errand. 
I  was  a  suitor  for  the  fairest  woman  in  the  world. 
I  pretended  to  be  Count  Gandolpho,  the  agent  of 
the  Prince  of  Barytolia.  The  Prince  was  in  love 
with  her.  He  wanted  her  to  become  reconciled  to  her 
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husband ;  then  she  would  please  every  one,  society, 
her  husband  and  himself." 

"  The  devil !"  cried  Clem. 

"  The  devil  too,  very  likely ;  in  fact,  everybody 
except  me.  I  loved  her ;  I  crossed  the  ocean  in  dis- 
guise to  see  her;  it  was  the  only  way,  in  which  I 
could  escape  the  perfidious  English.  I  was  trying 
to  secure  a  divorce  for  her.  I  wanted  to  marry  her. 
I,  who  could  have  commanded,  became  a  suppliant. 
I  forgot  all."  The  blood  mounted  to  Clem's  brain. 
Madman  or  not  the  Count's  tale  interested  him 
strangely,  but  he  suppressed  his  feelings.  The 
struggle  between  them  was,  which  had  the  stronger 
will ;  he  would  not  waste  his  own  in  anger. 

The  eyes  of  the  fugitive  softened,  as  he  looked 
around  the  room,  from  the  memory,  doubtless,  of 
the  happy  hours  he  had  passed  there ;  then  his  mood 
reacted.  Clem  watched  his  changing  expressions 
with  a  mixture  of  feelings.  At  length  the  Count's 
glance  rested  on  a  curiously  wrought  cabinet,  that 
stood  in  the  center  of  the  room.  "  Ah !"  he  mut- 
tered, "  she  is  clever ;  the  most  conspicuous  is  the 
safest  hiding  place;  but  I  have  played  the  spy;  I 
have  watched  the  sly  puss." 

The  next  moment  he  had  broken  open  a  door  of 
the  cabinet  and  pulled  out  a  drawer,  whose  existence 
one  would  not  have  guessed  without  measurements. 
Taking  from  it  packages  of  letters,  he  opened  one 
and  began  to  read  it  aloud  in  French.  "  Who  is 
the  Prince,"  he  cried  hoarsely,  "  that  you  should 
prefer  him  to  me?  Have  I  not  had  his  masters 
begging  for  crumbs  at  my  feet?"     He  tossed  the 

letters  upon  » Iwnge.    "  But  I  forgave  you,    Was 
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Josephine  herself  faultless  ?  Who  can  be  angiy  at 
the  failings  of  a  goddess  ?  I  loved  you.  I  would 
have  cro\vned  you  Empress/'  He  turned  to  Clem: 
'*  How  I  loved  her.  Every  one,  who  sees  her,  loves 
her.  You  too  must  love  her.  Has  she  locked  up 
your  life  in  her  witch's  girdle  ?" 

Clem,  at  this  chance  allusion  to  Ivy's  belt,  gave  a 
start  of  surprise,  which  might  well  have  betrayed 
him.  Anxious  to  allay  the  excitment,  into  which 
his  uncanny  guest  was  working  himself  and  remem- 
bering, how  one  of  the  two  men,  whom  he  had  last 
seen  with  Holland,  was  marked,  "  Hush,  Sire,"  he 
whispered,  "  where  have  you  left  the  Man  with  the 
Scar  ?" 

"  How  did  you  know  he  was  here  ?"  the  Count 
glanced  towards  the  window. 

"  I  know  everything,"  said  Clem,  and  in  default 
of  a  better  method  he  tried  to  master  the  Count's  will 
by  fixing  his  eyes  upon  him.  "  What  did  Holland's 
man  tell  you  ?" 

"  He  told  me,  who  put  me  in  prison." 

"  What  else  ?" 

"  He  bade  me  punish  them  all ;  but  I  did  not  need 
his  advice." 

"  Sire,  remember  the  Duke ;  the  empire  cannot 
stand  many  such  mistakes.     What  else  did  he  say  ?" 

"  He  told  me,  when  I  had  dispatched  one,  or  both, 
to  leave  the  dagger,  he  gave  me,  behind  me."  The 
Coimt  as  he  spoke  drew  from  his  breast  a  Malay 
dagger,  which  attracted  Clem's  increased  attention 
from  the  fact,  that  he  recognized  it  as  his  own.  It 
flashed  across  his  mind,  that  Holland  had  had  it 
stolen  from  his  room  for  a  double  purpose.    Either 
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it  might  kill  its  owner,  or,  if  the  Count  secretly 
killed  Ivy  and  left  the  dagger  in  her  house,  the 
crime  could  be  fastened  upon  Clem.  For  a  moment 
his  enemy's  malign  forethought  cowed  him. 

Clem's  strange  confidant  held  the  kris  in  his  right 
hand  with  the  nervous  but  easy  grasp  of  a  skillful 
swordsman,  and  Clem  feared  every  moment,  that  it 
would  inquire  after  the  most  direct  avenue  to  his 
heart.  The  sight  of  the  blade's  blood-thirsty  curves 
stimulated  the  Count's  anger.  "  I  will  kill  all  her 
lovers,  all,  all!" 

"  Not  all.  Sire,  they  will  think  that  you  are  really 
mad.     Kemember  the  empire  is  peace." 

The  Count's  eyes  wandered  from  Clem's  gaze  to  a 
picture  of  Ivy  as  Diana.  "  You  betrayed  me,"  he 
said  reproachfully.  "  You,  for  whose  frown,  I 
would  send  Father,  Son  and  Holy  Ghost  to  the  gal- 
leys. You  clothed  me  in  stone,  you  and  your  ac- 
complice.    Which  shall  I  kill  first  ?" 

"Which  shall  we  kill  first.  Sire?  'Tis  a  nice 
question  of  precedence.  Place  aux  dames!  the 
woman  of  course.  She  is  an  enchantress ;  as  you  say, 
men  cannot  help  loving  her."  Clem  noticed  a  cruci- 
fix, an  ornament,  which  lay  on  a  side  table  beside 
a  backgammon  board.  He  took  it  up,  showed  it  to 
the  Count  and  placed  it  in  his  pocket.  The  Count's 
face  softened,  as  he  looked  on  it  Under  less 
strained  relations  how  pathetic  these  changes  would 
have  seemed!  Clem  observed  with  wonder,  that 
the  Count,  now  that  his  delusion  had  mastered  him, 
appeared  less  insane  than  before  and  reasoned  not 
always  illogically  from  his  premises. 

"  Ivy !"  he  cried  fler(?elv,  after  a  minute's  silence, 
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"  Fair,  Faithless,  you,  you,  I  wiU  kill  first !  I  wiU 
dispatch  the  other  later." 

"  Stop !"  said  Clem,  "  I  too  have  wrongs  to 
avenge ;  has  she  not  bewitched  me  ?  The  Emperor's 
hand  must  not  be  stained;  give  me  the  dagger." 
Clem  reached  out  his  hand,  hoping  that  the  Coimt's 
will  had  weakened,  but  the  latter  drew  back  politely 
and  stepped  toward  the  side  table.  "  Let  the  dice 
decide  it !"  cried  Clem,  gathering  them  up  from  the 
backgammon  board  and  shaking  them  in  the  box. 
The  Count's  eyes  glistened. 

"  Agreed !"  he  cried.  Clem  saw  that  he  had  been 
a  gambler  and  felt  a  new  hope,  as  he  passed  him  the 
box.  The  Count  shaking  it  made  his  cast,  but  it 
was  too  dark  to  see  the  numbers.  "  Sixes  1"  he  ex- 
claimed. 

He  is  less  mad  than  I  hoped,  thought  Clem,  and 
taking  the  box  from  him  made  his  own  throw. 
"  Sevens !"  he  said  quietly  and,  looking  steadfastly 
into  the  madman's  eyes,  took  the  weapon  from  his 
hand.  "  'Tis  my  task  to  punish  her.  It  is  better 
so,  Sire.     She  has  done  me  the  greater  wrong." 

Indeed  so  subtle  a  passion  is  jealousy  and  so 
easily  aroused  even  by  the  whisper  of  a  madman, 
that  Clem,  had  he  been  of  the  Latin  race,  would 
have  Leen  tempted  to  plunge  the  dagger  into  Ivy's 
breast.  What  a  cruel  doubt  tortured  himl  Pes- 
simi,  qui  nostra  ante  nos !  Had  Ivy  betrayed  him, 
as  De  Wolfe  had  once  said  in  like  case,  before  she 
had  the  excuse  of  having  known  him?  But  ho 
banished  the  base  suspicion  from  his  mind  and  bent 
all  his  thoughts,  how  best  to  save  her  and  himself. 

^^  Come !"  he  said,  moving  slowly  tgw^rtj  the  door, 
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"it  were  best  done  quickly.  We  want  as  little 
scandal  about  her  taking  off,  as  is  consistent  with  the 
high  rank,  which  she  might  have  enjoyed." 

The  Count's  face  had  become  puzzled  and  inde- 
cisive. "  Stop  a  minute,"  he  said,  "  are  we  not 
getting  mixed  up  ?  Are  you  sure  you  are  not  the 
man  we  ought  to  kill  ?" 

"  Not  on  your  life !"  said  Clem  earnestly.  "We 
must  proceed  cautiously  in  this  business.  Noblesse 
oblige,  but  no  blunders.     Eemember  Ketchaml" 

The  Count  grew  pale.  "  Ha  I"  he  cried,  "  I  see 
it  yet ;  that  dark  hole  swallows  up  the  sky.  Hush  1 
not  a  word  about  him  to  Ivy." 

As  they  neared  the  drawing  room  door,  Clem 
took  a  bottle  marked  red  ink  from  a  writing  desk 
and  put  it  in  his  pocket.  They  crept  slowly  up  the 
stairs.  The  Count  seemed  to  be  no  longer  under 
any  delusions,  but  possessed  of  that  singleness  of 
purpose,  which  marks  the  father  of  evil  in  his 
favorite  pursuits.  "One  moment.  Sire,"  said  Clem, 
when  they  reached  Ivy's  door,  "  we  are  all  good 
Catholics  ?"  He  took  the  crucifix  from  his  pocket 
and  held  it  before  the  Count. 

"  For  centuries."    The  Count  crossed  himself. 

*^  She  must  not  die  unshriven." 

"  God  forbid  I" 

"  Sire,  it  has  escaped  your  notice,  but  I  too  am 
disguised.  I  am  a  priest,  a  holy  father  in  God ;  I 
will  confess  and  absolve  her."  Before  the  Count 
recovered  from  his  astonishment,  Clem  had  opened, 
closed  and  locked  the  door,  leaving  the  Count  out- 
side. Clem  then  suddenly  realized,  that  the  situa- 
tion in  which  he  had  placed  himself^  was  awkward. 
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Dagger  in  hand,  alone  in  Ivy's  room,  if  any  one 
saw  him,  an  explanation  would  be  due  but  difficult. 
But  he  had  little  time  to  reflect,  for  time  was  in  a 
double  sense  of  the  essence  of  life.  Approaching 
Ivy's  bed,  he  could  not  repress  a  cry  of  admiration 
at  her  face  half  framed  by  her  white  arm  and  fretted 
by  the  wandering  tangles  of  her  dark  hair. 

"  Ivy !"  She  opened  her  eyes.  "How  dare  you  ? 
Has  any  one  seen  you,  you  Madcap  ?  Kiss  me  and 
be  gone." 

"  Hush !  the  Count  is  free ;  he  is  outside  your 
door."  A  look  of  terror  spread  over  her  face,  fol- 
lowed by  an  expression  of  indifference.  Did  she 
regret  that  Clem  had  not  come  to  her  of  his  own 
notion ;  who  can  tell  ? 

"  He  has  sent  me  to  kill  you.  He  thinks  I  am  a 
priest ;  I  am  come  to  confess  you.  If  he  insists  on 
seeing  you,  pretend  to  be  dead.  He  will  be  satisfied 
and  go  away  with  me.  Then  send  your  men  after 
us." 

"  He  will  hurt  you." 

"  I  have  his  dagger ;  he  cannot  injure  me,  but  I 
cannot  kill  him ;  he  is  out  of  his  mind." 

"  Do  what  you  will,  you  are  wiser  than  I,  Clem." 

"  Perhaps,  if  what  the  Count  says  is  true,  it  will 
be  better  for  me  to  kill  us  all." 

"  Speak  for  yourself,  Clem,"  said  Ivy,  with  a 
smile,  that  in  spite  of  his  jealousy  won  its  way  into 
his  heart.  "  Kiss  me,  sweetheart.  How  I  love  you 
in  these  tragic  moods." 

"  Throw  this  ink  over  your  dress,"  said  Clem. 
He  gave  her  the  bottle  and  returned  to  the  Count. 
"  It  is  done,  come  away  with  me !"  but  the  Count 
would  not  budge. 
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"  I  must  see  her/' 

"  We  shall  be  caught  and  hanged."  Clem  laid 
his  hand  on  the  Count's  arm. 

"  Traitor !  will  you  touch  the  Presence  ?"  hissed 
the  Count  and,  in  spite  of  Clem's  efforts,  pressed 
into  Ivy's  room  and  gazed  at  her.  She  was  a  piteous 
sight,  and  the  madman  drew  his  hand  over  his  face 
to  smooth  down  its  distortions.  "  How  I  loved  you, 
Ivy !"  he  sighed,  "  but  look  I  her  blood  is  black  1" 
The  red  ink  bottle,  it  was  clear,  had  been  refilled. 

"  True,  Sire,"  Clem  replied  quickly  though  taken 
by  surprise,  "  her  blood  is  growing  darker,  but 
the  stain  has  not  reached  her  soul.  We  converted 
her  in  the  nick  of  time.  She  confessed  and  has  had 
no  opportunity  to  sin  again.  'Tis  rare  a  priest  has 
to  give  the  devil  the  wall." 

"  God  will  never  fashion  another  woman  so  fair," 
said  the  Count.  Then,  taking  his  watch  from  his 
pocket  and  shutting  one  eye,  he  clapped  his  novel 
eyeglass  to  the  other  and  murmured,  "  It  is  all  over ; 
she  is  gone  I" 

"  She  is  gone  and  Ketcham  is  gone,"  urged 
Clem,  "  if  we  are  not  gone,  we  shall  soon  be 
dangling." 

"  All  aboard !"  cried  the  Count  in  a  sudden 
frenzy  and,  seizing  Clem  by  the  arm,  hurried  him 
to  the  drawing  room,  to  the  window,  over  the  garden 
wall,  up  the  mountain  pathway,  past  the  love- 
haunted  recess,  into  the  depths  of  the  forest.  Clem 
heard  men  calling  after  them,  the  ruflSans  doubtless, 
who  had  steered  the  Count  to  his  prey.  But  the 
Count  did  not  heed  the  voices,  nor  was  Clem  careful 
to    press    them    upon    his    notice.     Unless    Clem 
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stabbed  him,  which  he  could  not  in  conscience  do, 
there  was  no  way  of  escaping  from  him,  for  he 
united  the  agility  of  Mercury  with  the  strength  of 
Hercules. 

He  craved,  it  was  clear,  the  society  of  a  com- 
panion in  guilt,  and  his  language  was  a  mixture  of 
love,  remorse  and  vain  glory.  They  wandered  on 
through  forest  and  over  field.  Clem  never  knew 
how  many  miles  they  covered  in  those  pitiless  hours. 
At  length  his  endurance  was  exhausted.  In  their 
veering  course  they  had  again  reached  the  banks  of 
the  Delawaxen.  Clem  was  so  tired,  that  one  foot 
would  no  longer  follow  another,  and  at  length  he  sat 
down  upon  a  log  by  the  river  side.  He  glanced 
aroimd  him ;  the  mist  hung  over  the  summits  of  the 
mountains,  but  the  purple  light  was  flowing  down 
the  hillsides;  alder  bushes  bent  over  the  white 
water ;  the  smoke  curled  yellow  from  the  chimneys 
of  scattered  cottages. 

"  I  can  go  no  farther,  Sire.'' 

"  Wretch !"  cried  the  Count,  in  a  paroxysm  of 
fury ;  "  will  you  too  betray  me  ?  Murderer !  how 
dared  you  touch  her?  You  to  aspire  to  the  favor 
of  the  Empress !     Die,  dog !" 

Before  Clem  could  divine  the  Coujit's  intention, 
he  had  seized  a  branch,  which  lay  beside  the  log, 
and  dealt  Clem  a  blow  on  the  head.  He  struck  with 
the  strength  of  a  maniac,  and,  had  not  the  stick  been 
mellowed  by  time,  Clem's  career  would  have  been 
closed.  He  felt,  as  though  he  were  turned  into  a 
plate,  and  remembered  nothing  more. 


CHAPTER  XXVL 

When  Clem  awoke,  he  was  lying  on  a  oonch  by 
the  river  side.  Recent  scenes  played  over  his  mind 
like  waving  dreams.  He  gazed  about  him  with 
the  curiosity  of  the  new  bom.  Shifting  shadoifB 
moved  along  the  piney  hills  beyond  the  stream- 
Bushes  bent  over  rapids  that,  turning  into  still 
water,  drew  the  eye  by  their  graceful  curves  toward 
the  horizon.  On  this  side  the  river,  broad  mead- 
ows, dotted  with  solitary  trees,  stretched  to  the  dis- 
tant foothills. 

The  grass  was  lush  with  recent  rains,  and  moimir 
ain  and  valley  were  clothed  in  beauty,  broken  oaily 
by  the  huge  barns  and  small  dwellings  of  a  few  Dutch 
farmers.  The  house  adjacent  was  of  a  flaring  red 
color  A  herd  of  Holstein  cows,  with  their  blanket- 
marked  lord,  were  grazing  in  the  distance.  Be- 
yond the  house  a  dozen  Berkshire  pigs  debated  over 
their  trough.  Not  far  off  was  a  well  with  its  bucket 
and  pole,  before  which  blossomed  two  small  gardens 
bright  with  trimly  marshalled  flowers.  Nearby  a 
cat,  a  mastiff  and  a  natural  pup  maintained  a  state 
of  armed  neutrality  in  their  habitats.  Close  to  a 
bend  in  the  river  a  small  pond  had  been  dug,  on 
which  a  dozen  golden  ducklings  were  circling.  Half 
a  millstone,  which  served  as  the  doorstep,  was  at 
that  moment  trembling  beneath  the  charms  of  a 
woman,  whose  equal  height  and  breadth  proved  her 
to  be  an  offshoot  of  the  House  of  Nassau.  Just 
then  a  familiar  figure  flitted  in  front  of  Clem  and, 
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sitting  down  on  its  calves  before  the  pond,  inquired 
into  the  habits  of  the  waterfowl. 

"  Tig !  Where  in  the  world  did  he  come  from  ?'' 
thought  Clem.  After  a  few  minutes  the  child  rose 
and,  coming  to  Clem's  couch,  gave  him  one  of  child- 
hood's sober  looks.  How  pathetic  is  a  child's  face, 
when  it  first  looks  upon  the  mystery  of  pain  I  "  Is 
Tig  afraid  to  speak  to  me  ?"  thought  Clem.  '^  That 
madman  must  have  dealt  hardly  with  me." 

Tig  ran  away,  and  Clem  fell  into  a  doze.  A  fly 
lit  on  his  cheek,  and  he  tried  to  brush  it  away,  but 
his  strength  failed  him,  and  he  uttered  the  impa- 
tient cry  of  an  athlete  turned  into  an  invalid.  Then 
a  slender  hand  passed  over  his  eyes.  Clem  tried  to 
follow  it,  but  he  could  not  turn  his  head.  Again 
Tig  ran  before  him,  carrying  an  Angora  kitten  in 
his  arms.  "  That  girl  EUie  is  a  perfect  brute ;  she 
says,  if  I  don't  let  her  wash  my  face  and  hands,  she'll 
hold  up  my  kitten  by  the  tail ;  isn't  she  revolting  ?" 

"  You  must  swap  it  for  a  Manx  kitten,  then  you'll 
outflank  her.  Tig." 

Before  Tig  answered,  Grace  Mitchell,  dressed  in 
black,  stepped  in  front  of  Clem  and  looked  at  him 
with  eyes,  that  quickly  brightened.  "  Quick,  Tig ! 
tell  your  mother  to  come  here ;  he  is  conscious." 

The  next  minute  Clem's  mother  ran  out  of  the 
house  and  was  bending  over  him  and  speaking  to 
him  with  tears  in  her  throat.  "  How  do  you  feel, 
Clem  ?" 

"  All  my  sap  has  run  out ;  I  feel  like  a  sugar 
maple  in  winter." 

"  Look,  Grace,  he  begins  to  take  notice ;  he  recog- 
nizes us  all." 
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"  Of  course  I  recognize  you  all.     What  are  you 
making  such  a  fuss  about?" 

"  Do  not  speak  another  word,  Clem/'  aaid  in  a 
moment  every  one  had  vanished. 

•  When  Clem  next  awoke,  Doctor  Advent  was  bend- 
ing over  him,  with  eyes  that  looked  like  a  pair  of 
scales,  in  which  he  was  weighing  Clem's  chances  of 
life.  "  He  is  sensible  enough  to-day,  Mrs.  Clough. 
We  have  stitched  him  together  snugly.  He  has  a 
skull  like  a  negro.  Perhaps  it  was  as  well,  that  the 
man  did  not  strike  him  four  feet  lower.  Feed  him 
well  and  telegraph  me,  if  there  is  any  change." 

The  doctor  went  away  and  left  Clem  to  nature 
and  his  nurses.  In  the  next  twenty-four  hours  he 
so  far  improved,  as  to  take  nourishment,  and,  day 
after  day,  through  careful  watching,  he  crept  back 
to  life.  His  head  was  the  first  to  heal.  A  more 
serious  wound  had  been  inflicted  by  the  kris,  which 
the  Count  must  have  taken  from  him,  when  in- 
sensible, and  which,  it  was  at  first  feared,  had 
pierced  his  lungs.  A  Yankee  schoolmistress,  who 
boarded  at  the  red  farm  house,  had  found  Clem 
weltering  in  his  blood  and  had  had  him  brought  to 
the  house,  after  a  fierce  conflict  with  the  Dutch 
frau,  who  feared  that  her  carpets  might  be  soiled. 
The  teacher  had  learned  his  mother's  address  from 
a  letter  in  his  pocket  and  had  telegraphed  her  from 
the  Village  of  Whitewater.  Grace,  it  seems,  had 
returned  to  New  York  earlier  than  she  had  in- 
tended and,  on  learning  of  Mrs.  Clough's  need,  had 
insisted  upon  going  with  her. 

When  Clem  had  grown  stronger,  and  hunger  and 
thirst,   those  earnest  but  treacherous   caterers   to 
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health,  had  come  back  to  him,  Grace  showed  him 
the  blood-stained  kris,  which  she  kept  as  a  memento. 

Ivy  had  telegraphed  to  Clem,  as  soon  as  she  could 
learn  where  he  was,  and  had  been  kept  informed 
by  his  mother  about  his  health,  though  as  Mrs. 
Clough  did  not  wish  Ivy  to  see  him, she  shrewdly, but 
with  doubtful  morality,  reported  him  less  hurt  than 
he  was.  Ivy  wrote  to  him  nearly  every  day,  and 
his  mother  was  persuaded  with  some  effort  to  answer 
her. 

The  Count  had  been  captured  fifty  miles  or  more 
from  Whitewater  and  s^it  back  to  his  asylum. 
Clem  had  met  few  men  of  equal  strength  and  agility, 
and  he  had  little  desire  to  meet  more. 

His  passion,  which  had  been  chastened  by  loss 
of  blood,  yielded  perhaps  as  much  more  to  Grace's 
counter-charms,  and  his  pulses  now  enjoyed  a  tran- 
quillity rarely  known  except  to  philosophic  minds. 
All  his  wishes  were  anticipated  by  his  mother  and 
her  black-robed  companion.  And  what  meals  they 
served  him!  The  bass  jumped  eagerly  from  the 
river  into  the  frying  pan  at  Grace's  nod.  The  hen, 
before  she  had  ceased  cackling  over  the  birth  of  her 
egg,  wept  over  its  burial  in  Clem's  maw.  Bare- 
footed boys  scoured  snake-haunted  swamps  for  ber- 
ries, which  they  strung  on  grasses  and  sold  at  a 
great  price.  Each  dark  night  brought  forth  an  eel, 
for  which  a  Roman  patrician  would  have  bartered 
his  birthright.  Clem  often  watched  the  farm  boy 
digging  manfully  for  his  hundred  worms,  with 
which,  after  threading  and  bunching  them,  he  stole 
away  at  eventide  to  the  ruined  grist  mill  to  bob  for 
the  wriggling  esculents.     Each  night   Clem  for- 
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swore    them;    each    morning   he    devoured    them 
eagerly. 

Mrs.  Erbengeld,  who  had  not  forgiven  him  for 
the  stain  upon  her  rag  carpet,  denounced  with  just 
severity  persons,  who  eat  with  a  coming  appetite. 
Her  husband  ventured  one  day  to  ask  him  to  dine 
en  famille,  and  they  sat  down  to  a  dinner  of  roast 
pork,  potatoes  swimming  in  fat,  sauerkraut  and 
cold  slaw,  with  apple  kucken,  cider  and  old  apple- 
jack for  desert.  "  Grace,"  said  Clem,  after  recov- 
ering from  this  second  attack  upon  his  life,  "  if  I 
wished  to  learn  a  woman's  true  character,  do  you 
know  what  I  should  do?" 

"  Yes." 

"  What  ?" 

"  You  would  make  a  fool  of  yourself." 

"  I  should  get  her  to  make  hash.  If  she  has  any 
hidden  vices,  they  will  crop  out  then.  A  woman, 
who  offends  not  in  hash,  the  same  is  a  perfect 
woman.  This  morning  there  was  a  piece  of  gristle 
as  large  as  a  pin's  head  in  my  dish.  That  shows 
that  you  have  a  revengeful  spirit ;  you  were  angry 
with  me,  because  I  laughed  at  your  English,  when 
you  spoke  of  wild  and  tame  berries." 

"  What  a  wealth  of  nonsense  your  conversation 
holds,  Clem ;  but  it  is  true  I  am  revengeful."  She 
drew  the  small  kris  from  her  hair.  "  There  is  one 
man,  whom  I  should  like  to  kill;  to  think  that  he 
dared  touch  me !" 

"  What  a  homicidal  circle  I  move  in !  That  din- 
ner, Grace,  was  a  deadly  taking.  Erbengeld  comes 
by  his  cruelty  naturally.  His  great-grandfather. 
Maul  Bones  I,  was  killed  by  Indians.     One  day  his 
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grandfather,  Maul  Bones  II,  was  talking  to  a 
drunken  brave,  who  did  not  know  him,  and  the 
Indian  showed  him  how  his  father  looked,  when  he 
was  being  scalped.  Maul  Bones  II  murdered  one 
hundred  Delawares,  men,  women  and  children,  in 
revenge  for  his  father's  death.  Yesterday  Erben- 
geld  must  have  mistaken  me  for  an  Indian." 

"  How  near  and  how  far  savage  life  still  seems, 
Clem.  Mother  told  me,  when  she  was  young,  every 
one  in  Wyho  wore  his  scalp  by  sufferance.  When 
she  was  a  baby,  some  drunken  Sioux  entered  her 
father's  shack,  when  he  was  absent,  carried  off  her 
mother  and  nailed  her  own  hands  to  a  table.  I 
have  often  shuddered  over  the  scars." 

"  Do  you  write  to  your  brother,  Grace,  or  hear 
from  him  ?" 

"  I  write  to  him,  but  I  always  have  the  address 
typewritten  and  drop  the  letter  in  the  central  office. 
I  tell  him  never  to  write  to  me.  You  see  by  the 
papers,  how  well  he  is  doing ;  he  has  entered  the  cav- 
alry and  has  been  promoted  for  bravery  on  the 
field." 

Clem  said  nothing  more,  but  his  eyes  followed 
Grace,  as  she  busied  herself  with  her  self-imposed 
duties.  How  different  her  charms  to  those  of  Ivy,  yet 
how  winsome !  In  Ivy's  dark  tresses  lurked  whatever 
of  power  lies  in  the  mysterious  and  unknown. 
Grace's  very  feet  were  clothed  in  sunshine,  and 
their  music  won  its  way  through  the  door  of  the 
heart,  like  the  voice  of  good  news.  Her  chestnut 
hair  was  full  of  gold  dust,  and  the  roses  in  her 
cheeks  lent  warmth  and  color  to  the  inky  dress,  that 
was  gathered  closely  around  her  slender  waist.    Her 
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figure  was  eloquent  of  the  joys  of  home,  of  gentle 
duties  and  the  pleasures  of  wajrfaring  life,  and  the 
magic  of  her  voice  made  all  hearts  young.  "  How 
happy,"  he  thought,  "  could  one  be  in  this  smiling 
valley  with  such  a  companion,  energetic  and  cheer- 
ful, the  mother  of  beautiful  children." 

He  fancied  himself  no  longer  a  weaver  of  words, 
but  an  honest  child  of  the  earth,  ploughing,  sowing 
and  harvesting.  How  much  truer  such  a  life  than 
to  dwell  in  cities,  where  men,  abandoned  by  nature, 
prey  upon  each  other,  and  poets,  the  most  gifted 
of  mortals,  are  but  the  parasites  of  the  unthinking 
rich!  With  a  sigh  of  remorse,  he  looked  at  his 
arm  grown  muscular  with  exercise,  but  which  had 
never  uprooted  a  weed  or  run  a  furrow.  When  he 
had  mastered  this  new  field  of  knowledge,  which 
his  genius  had  opened,  "  Grace,"  he  cried,  with  the 
authority  of  an  invalid,  "  come  back  here." 

Grace  returned,  followed  by  the  farm  boy,  a  bare- 
footed imp,  with  a  tin  pail,  into  which  Clem  peered 
curiously.  "  What  handsome  fire-beetles,  Ike !  they 
will  make  you  a  nice  necklace,  Grace." 

"  Fire-beetles !  you  goose,  they  are  potato  bugs. 
Ike,  if  your  mother  finds  out  that  you  have  left 
potato  bugs  in  her  new  pail  all  night,  you  will  need 
an  air  cushion  for  the  rest  of  your  life.  Kun  quick 
and  wash  it  out." 

"  You'll  not  peach  on  me.  Miss  Grace  ?  You'll 
be  wanting  me  to  run  errands  for  you,  and  I  shall 
need  to  be  spry." 

"  I  won't  tell,  if  you'll  catch  half  a  dozen  trout 
for  me,  and  I'll  give  you  a  dollar  besides." 

"  I  hain't  ketched  nary  a  trout,  since  them  law 
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snoopers  was  around,  but  I'll  allow  I  know  a  pool 
near  Rattlers'  Den,  where  they  won't  miss  a  few 
speckled  contrabands  in  the  dusk  of  the  morning." 

Grace  sat  down  beside  Clem,  who,  before  he  be- 
gan his  lecture  on  farming,  let  his  eyes  wander  over 
her  figure  with  the  chartered  impertinence  of  a 
convalescent.  "  I  am  glad,  you  have  taken  that 
ribbon  from  your  neck,  Grace.  'Tis  a  fashion  Mrs. 
Skinner  Crane  must  have  set.  If  nature  has  been 
generous  to  you,  why  be  a  miser  ?  If  you  have  few 
charms,  why  not  make  the  most  of  them  ?" 

"  They  are  safe  enough ;  no  one  here  will  try  and 
steal  them,  Clem." 

"  You  don't  know  me,  Grace." 

"  Is  there  much  to  know  ?" 

"  Satire  is  becoming  to  you.  You  look  like  Au- 
rora, dropping  a  soap  bubble  on  Minerva's  nose." 

"  La !  Clem,  you  don't  mean  it  ?"  She  drew  over 
her  face  the  expression  of  a  country  lass  at  her  first 
compliment. 

"  I  have  been  thinking,  Grace,  how  delightful  a 
farmer's  life  must  be.  Why  can't  I  buy  a  farm  this 
summer?  Mother  can  keep  house;  you  can  milk 
the  heifers,  and  I  will  yoke  the  bulls  and  bears  to 
the  plough ;  I  suppose  we  can  find  bears  here  ?" 

"  You  are  the  only  bear  within  ten  miles,  Clem. 
I  lived  a  year  on  a  ranch.  Farming  has  its  draw- 
backs," and  Grace  pointed  to  the  frau  and  her  cap- 
tive mate,  who,  poor  fellow,  was  suffering  from  the 
playfulness  of  a  young  bull,  which  he  had  that 
morning  driven  from  its  favorite. 

"  Clem,"  said  Tig,  bringing  a  chessboard,  to 
where  Clem  was  sitting,  "  Ike  knows  everything ; 
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you  know  everything  too,  Clem,  that  is,  you  know 
everything  about  teeth,  brushing  teeth,  but  Ike 
knows  everything  really.  He  says,  more  persons  are 
hurt  by  cows  than  by  bulls." 

"  Why  is  that,  Tig  V 

"  The  reason  is,  they  milk  cows,  and  they  don't 
milk  bulls."  A  piquant  expression  gave  vivacity 
to  Grace's  blushes,  as  she  listened  to  Tig's  borrowed 
wisdom.  Clem  longed  to  say  something  flattering 
to  her,  but  with  words  of  love  for  Ivy  warm  oai  his 
lips,  how  dared  he  speak  fondly  to  another  ?  Grace 
stretched  out  her  hand  and  snatched  away  a  paper, 
on  which  he  had  been  writing. 

"  I  never  read  a  love  letter  in  my  life,  Clem," 
she  said  saucily.     "  May  I  read  this  ?" 

"  You  can  read  anything  I  write,  Grace,  if  you 
have  the  patience." 

"  How  modest !  The  country  air  does  you  good. 
It  isn't  an  ordinary  billet  doux." 

**  My  house  the  wandering  winds  repair, 
The  moles  my  meadow  mow. 
And  tall  as  sons  of  Anak  are 
The  briers  that  o'er  it  grow; 

My  cherry  tree  the  robins  guard. 

The  crows  my  cornfield  reap» 
And  watch  and  ward  o'er  chicken  yard 

The  hawk  and  weasel  keep; 

My  garden  goats  and  heifers  weed  ** 

*'  Whal  a  delver  and  hewer  you  will  make,  Clem ; 
or  shall  you  make  a  specialty  of  watching  the  bees 
imong  the  flowers.     Good  afternoon,  Mr.  Farmer- 
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man,  I  must  pick  some  posies  for  your  mother/' 
Taking  Tig,  Grace  walked  towards  a  fringe  of 
bushes,  that  marked  the  course  of  the  sequestered 
roadside.  She  had  been  gone  but  a  few  minutes,  when 
one  of  the  sudden  changes,  not  unknown  among  the 
mountains,  drew  from  Clem  an  exclamation  of  won- 
der. A  mist,  which  had  been  hiding  the  western 
hills,  was  transformed  into  myriads  of  golden  atoms 
reaching  from  earth  to  sky.  One  fancied  that  the 
keeper  of  heaven's  hoards  had  turned  spendthrift 
and  flung  his  garnered  gold  broadcast  from  his  treas- 
ury ;  or  that  nature  had  unveiled  a  soul  of  beauty  to 
inspire  or  mock  the  warring  elements ;  or  that  in  our 
struggle  for  existence  love  had  revealed  to  doubting 
hearts  an  ideal  bliss  to  win  them  up  the  strenuous 
path  of  glory. 

As  Clem's  eyes  followed  Grace,  he  saw  her  stop 
by  the  road  side,  quickly  climb  a  rock,  pull  Tigg 
after  her  and  beckon  to  him.  He  walked  towards 
her,  as  fast  as  his  strength  would  permit.  Her 
lithe  figure  outlined  against  the  golden  backgroimd 
made  him  stand  still  a  moment  to  admire  a  picture, 
that  exhausted  the  beauties  of  earth  and  heaven. 
"  Why  don't  you  hurry  ?"  cried  Grace.  "  Come 
this  side ;  take  care,  don't  frighten  it,  isn't  it  a 
beauty?"  and  following  the  direction  of  her  hand, 
he  saw  a  large  snake  coiled  in  the  middle  of  the 
road.  She  then  hallooed  to  Ike,  who  was  driving  the 
cows  home,  to  bring  a  whip  for  a  rattler.  But  no 
sooner  had  she  uttered  the  cabalistic  word,  than 
men  sprang  from  every  empty  comer  with  sticks, 
stones  and  pistols.  Clem  hoped  to  have  the  glory 
of  killing  it,  but  Ike  touched  it  on  the  back  of  its 
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neck  with  his  whip,  and  the  five-footer  passed  silently 
into  the  history  of  the  valley. 

"  'Tis  the  dry  weather  unholes  them/'  said  Erben- 
geld.  "  The  pesky  critters  are  wondrous  fond  of 
water.  'Tis  the  first  one,  that  has  crossed  the  road 
this  year,  but  last  season  we  killed  two.  This  spring 
four  of  us  were  fishing  in  Bass  County.  One  night 
we  were  sleeping  in  an  old  house  in  the  woods  in 
a  bed  with  four  posts,  when  I  was  awakened  by  a 
yell.  Some  one  had  heard  a  rattler.  He  lit  a 
match,  and  there  was  a  big  head  thrust  through 
a  crack  in  the  floor.  Each  of  us  climbed  up  a  post  and 
perched  there  till  morning.  Our  host  measured  over 
six  feet.  But  rattlers  are  nothing  to  moccasins; 
they  jump  upon  you  dumb,  like  lawyers  with  their 
papers.  Tig,  you  must  not  monkey  with  that  mole 
trap,  or  you  will  get  your  hand  skewered.'' 

A  few  days  later  Clem  was  sitting  with  Grace  in 
the  twilight  by  the  river  bend.  He  had  grown 
stronger  and  was  thinking  sadly  of  the  pleasant  days 
of  his  sickness.  He  had  in  his  pocket  an  unopened 
letter  from  Ivy,  who  wrote  less  often,  now  that  he 
was  out  of  danger. 

"  To-morrow,"  he  thought,  "  we  shall  return  to 
the  city  and  our  idyl  will  be  over." 

He  had  been  writing  some  verses,  and  Grace,  who 
was  always  curious  about  his  rhymes,  took  the  paper 
from  him  and  read  some  of  the  stanzas  aloud.  How 
much  more  attractive  his  lines  were,  when  spoken  by 
a  voice,  each  word  of  which  fell  upon  the  heart  like  a 
drop  of  chrismal  oil. 
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The  Dreahebs. 

'*  But  here  on  the  Isle  of  Dreamers 

The  weeds  the  ploughshare  shuns; 
No  yellow  cornfields  gather 

The  wealth  of  golden  suns ; 
The  spider's  web  unbroken 

O'er  broom  and  harness  runs. 

Here,  while  soft  phantom  fingers 

The  wreaths  of  myrtle  twine, 
Fond  dreamers  match  their  verses 

With  the  whispering  wave  and  pine. 
Though  sad  themselves,  yet  breathing 

A  pleasure  too  divine. 

A  light  in  woman's  glances 

To  mortal  never  given, 
The  light  of  light  that  pieties 

The  sacred  veil  of  heaven, 
They  saw,  and  into  exile 

By  the  angry  gods  were  driven  I " 

"  You  are  improving  under  my  teaching,"  said 
Grace  with  a  sigh.  "  I  make  you  sad ;  I  supply 
your  music  with  nature's  minor  key." 

"  Have  I,  the  laziest  of  men,"  thought  Clem,  "run 
away  from  my  own  happiness  ?" 

He  took  Ivy's  letter  from  his  pocket  to  prevent 
his  saying  anything  to  Grace,  which  he  might  regret. 
What  is  there  about  a  letter,  that  gives  it  a  wondrous 
life  of  its  own?  He  blushed  as  he  broke  the  seal 
and  read  the  fond  sentences  it  held.  "  Do  you  miss 
her  very  much  ?"  asked  Grace  softly ;  it  was  the  first 
time  she  had  ever  spoken  of  Ivy. 

"  Grace,  I  have  never  had  happier  days  than 
those,  which  I  have  just  passed ;  they  are  the  forget- 
me-nots  of  a  lifetime." 
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"  Forget-me-nots  and  scorpion  grass  are  kin," 
said  Grace.  "  All  pleasures  bear  the  seeds  of  equal 
pain." 

"  Grace,"  he  asked  from  an  overmastering  im- 
pulse, "  can  a  man  be  in  love  with  two  women  at  the 
same  time  ?" 

"  I  suppose  a  man  can  be  in  love  with  a  dozen 
women,  Clem ;  a  woman  loves  once  and  forever." 

"  'Tis  a  long  proposition,  Grace." 

The  girPs  hands  twitched  nervously. 

"  Don't,  don't,  Clem." 

Then  Clem,  whose  fancy  mocked  at  itself,  recited 
these  verses : 

**  The  rofie-love  and  the  lily, 

The  earth-love  and  the  star, 
For  every  gentle  lover 

Persuasive  rivals  are; 
And  each,  alas  I  the  other 

Forever  would  debar." 

Grace's  eyes  flashed;  she  struggled  to  suppress 
her  feelings.  Had  not  weeks  of  sickness  made  Clem 
selfish,  he  would  have  noticed  her  cooifusion  and 
spoken  to  her  from  the  depths  of  his  heart.  But 
he  was  thinking  not  of  her,  but  of  himself,  and  he 
said  nothing,  but  looked  at  her  with  glances  too 
tender  to  be  kind. 

Suddenly  she  sprang  to  her  feet,  her  face  stain- 
ing crimson,  her  frame  shaking  with  passion.  "  Do 
not  look  at  me  so,  Clem.  I  was  foolish  to  come  here, 
but  I  feared  for  your  mother's  reason.  I  hate  you ;  I 
wish  you  were  dead.  Because  you  have  no  feelings, 
do  you  think  others  have  none?     You  are  selfish. 
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cruel,  wicked  I  You  look  gentle  and  kind,  but  you 
have  a  heart  of  stone.  Others  at  least  are  not  hypo- 
crites.    You  are  worse  than  " 

Such  a  look  of  rage  flashed  from  Clem's  eyes,  that 
Grace  paused.  He  had  risen,  he  felt  beside  him- 
self, he  raised  his  hand.     "  Beware  1"  he  hissed. 

"  You  are  worse  than  myself,  Clem,"  said  Grace, 
bursting  into  tears. 

"  You  are  an  angel,  Grace  1"  said  Clem,  softly. 
"  What  devils  words  are  1  How  they  rend  us  like 
demons !  Had  you  spoken  his  name,  I  should  have 
struck  you,  you,  for  whom  I  would  gladly  lay  down 
my  life.  Never  did  I  dream,  that  I  should  be  so 
tempted,  and  by  you  of  all  women.'' 

"  Then  you  feel  a  little  kindly  toward  me,  Clem," 
said  Grace,  smiling  through  her  tears,  "  enough  to 
strike  me?  Is  that  what  they  mean,  when  they 
speak  of  women  tempting  men?"  she  added  mock- 
ingly. 

"  Hush,  child !  I  was  in  the  wrong,  say  nottiing 
more !  my  sickness  has  sapped  my  self-control,"  said 
Clem,  deeply  moved  at  the  sudden  storm  breaking 
over  halcyon  seas.  He  took  her  hand  and,  kissing 
it,  sat  silent  looking  backward  over  days,  that  would 
come  no  more. 

The  next  morning,  there  were  many  leavetakings. 
The  schoolmistress,  who  had  saved  Clem's  life, 
risked  the  loss  of  her  position  by  giving  him  a  kiss. 
Mrs.  Erbengeld  figuratively  knelt  doym  and  wor- 
shiped Mrs.  Clough  for  a  present  of  a  Brussels 
parlor  carpet.  This  proved  to  be  an  unpopular  gift 
with  the  rest  of  the  family,  for,  as  Ike  wrote  to  Tig, 
no  one  was  ever  afterwards  allowed  to  enter  the 
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room,  and  a  few  more  such  presents  would  drive 
them  out  of  the  house  into  the  barn.  The  only  one, 
who  was  not  melancholy  at  leaving  so  pleasant  a 
retreat,  was  Tig,  who  was  too  busy  to  think  of  any- 
thing but  his  treasures,  among  which  was  a  hornets' 
nest,  an  eel  skin  six  feet  long,  a  cherrystone  chain, 
a  horsehair  ring,  a  live  horned  pout,  a  turtle  and  a 
stuffed  humming  bird  on  its  nest. 

"  Take  care.  Tig,"  said  Grace,  "  you  know  that 
the  Powers  sent  back  the  spoils,  which  Napoleon 
brought  to  Paris." 

"  I  guess  Ike  won't  let  the  Powers  monkey  with 
me,"  answered  Tig,  who  from  that  time  always 
quoted  Ike  as  the  ultimate  authority. 

They  had  gone  but  a  few  miles  from  Whitewater, 
when  Clem,  on  returning  from  the  smoking  to  the 
parlor  car,  was  aware  of  a  man,  whose  eyes  followed 
their  movements.  With  a  watchfulness,  which,  after 
the  first  attack  upon  him,  had  become  a  second 
nature,  Clem  at  once  began  himself  to  study  the 
measurements  of  the  man's  figure,  so  that  he  might 
be  able  to  recognize  him  again,  if  disguised.  He 
told  Grace,  that  they  were  shadowed,  probably  by  a 
tool  of  Holland. 

"  What  does  he  want  now  ?"  she  asked  listlessly. 

"  Revenge.  He  has  never  been  denied  anything, 
since  he  was  a  child.  To  have  been  repulsed  by  you 
may  excite  his  passions  to  madness.  'Tis  a  pity  he 
is  not  a  pauper.  A  man,  who  can  spend  two  or  three 
millions  of  dollars  to  ruin  you,  is  not  to  be  de- 
spised." 
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When  they  reached  New  York,  they  went  to 
Grace's  house,  where  Mrs.  Clough  and  she  stopped, 
but  Clem  drove  home  and  was  soon  joined  by 
Sergent,  whom  he  had  wired,  and  who  looked  grave^ 
when  he  heard  Clem's  story. 

"  A  man,  whom  fire,  steel  and  wood  cannot  kill," 
he  said,  "  should  be  circumspect." 

"  Do  you  know,  Sergent,  now  that  the  lawsuit  is 
over  I  miss  its  excitement.  So  Drinkwater  has  re- 
formed ?" 

"  He  has  been  retained  by  the  Temperance  So- 
ciety of  New  York,  by  the  Baptist  Synod  and  the 
Secretary  of  the  Navy,  who  have  all  been  won  by 
his  name  and  eloquence.  They  say  he  is  making 
a  specialty  of  Riparian  rights.  His  man  Friday 
has  joined  the  church  and  become  a  deacon." 

"  What  a  Moloch  the  law  is  1  I  feel  sorry 
for  the  simple  folk,  who  are  drawn  into  its  fur- 
nace. When  this  Cooley  suit  began,  the  heirs 
were  all  rich,  now  they  follow  their  lawyers  about 
like  a  train  of  tJgolinos.  How  few  people  are  even 
wisely  selfish.  Men  are  governed,  not  by  self  in- 
terest, but  by  their  passions.  A  man,  who  will  not 
lend  his  friend  a  dollar,  will  spend  a  fortune  to 
ruin  him.  I  remember,  when  I  first  saw  Van 
Quitter ;  Tyreless  had  asked  me  to  call  at  his  oflSce. 
He  wanted  seven  hundred  thousand  dollars  for  his 
client's  interest  in  the  estate.     I  asked  him,  if  he 

450 
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would  have  cash  and  told  him,  that  I  had  not  that 
amount  in  my  pocket.  Poor  Van  Quitter,  he's  a 
good  sort/' 

"  Your  offer  to  put  up  the  money  i  i  pay  for  their 
appeal  was  the  last  straw,"  said  Sergent.  ''  Nagler 
and  Goole,  I  am  told,  in  consequence  of  their  failure 
in  this  case,  have  instructed  their  regular  witnesses 
to  invent  more  moderately  and  to  use  a  tab,  as  a 
chart  to  guide  them  over  the  shoals  of  perjury." 

"  Holland  was  crippled  just  at  the  proper  time." 

"  You  were  wrong  to  let  up  on  him ;  you  should 
have  squeezed  him  dry;  he  is  a  dangerous  malig- 
nant." The  bell  rang,  and  Clem's  mother  and  Grace 
came  into  the  drawing  room,  and  Sergent,  after  a 
few  words  with  them,  took  his  leave. 

"  How  is  our  patient  ?"  asked  Grace. 

"  We  have  been  talking  over  our  lawsuit. 
Please  God,  I  shall  yet  punish  these  assassins." 

"  You  will  please  God  better  by  forgiving  and 
forgetting  them,  Clem.  Have  you  no  sins  of  your 
own,  for  which  you  need  pardon?  Often  I  find 
more  wickedness  in  my  own  heart  in  an  hour,  than 
a  criminal  could  embody  in  a  lifetime." 

"  If  the  most  gentle  of  your  sex  is  so  wicked, 
Grace,  what  must  the  rest  be  ?" 

"  You  know  more  about  books  than  women,  Clem. 
What  you  have  done  for  me  makes  me  humble  be- 
fore you.  But  I  assure  you  weakness  is  not  my 
forte." 

"  Don't,  Grace,  you  make  me  feel  like  a  fool." 

"  I  like  you  best,  when  you  are  natural."  She 
followed  his  mother  into  the  next  room  and  left 
Clem  to  his  reflections. 
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"  Why/'  he  thought,  *"  must  men's  lives  be  sacri- 
ficed ou  the  altar  of  beauty  i  Why  has  poetry  so 
corrupted  the  mind,  that  the  smile  of  Trojan  Helen 
is  valued  at  a  kingdom*s  cost  i  Why  does  a  glance 
so  sap  our  resolution  i  Cannot  men  strike  and  free 
themselves  from  such  slavery?"  The  bell  again 
rang,  and  Ivy  was  shown  into  the  room.  Clem 
glanced  at  her  tentatively,  but  the  exquisite  lines  of 
her  shoulders  soon  set  his  heart  beating  out  of  all 
philosophic  measure.  Her  dress,  delicate  as  though 
made  of  air  threads,  embraced  rather  than  concealed 
her  bewitching  figure.  For  one  moment,  Clem's  eyes 
were  fastened  upon  a  daring  button,  that  fondly 
measured  the  waves  of  foamy  lace,  breaking  over 
the  dimples  of  her  breast.  The  next  moment  found 
him  praying  to  be  turned  into  that  one-eyed  watdi- 
man. 

''  You  have  left  no  attractions  behind  you.  Ivy." 

"  Clem,  mv  savior,  how  shall  I  ever  thank  or  re- 
pay  you  T' 

"  Your  smile  more  than  rewards  me.  Ivy." 
Grace  and  his  mother  re-entered  the  room,  and  Ivy 
embraced  each  of  them  with  a  cordiality,  which  it 
was  hard  to  resist. 

"  I  thank  vou  so  much  for  vour  kindness  in  writ- 
ing  to  me,"  she  said  to  Mrs.  Clough.  "  I  was  so 
anxious :  and  yon,  Grace,  I  was  so  sorry  to  hear  of 
your  uncle's  death."  Clem  said  nothing,  but  looked 
at  the  faces  of  the  three  women,  who  divided  his 
heart  amonsr  them. 

"  We  never  heard  how  Clem  was  hurt,''  said  Mrs. 
Clough. 

**  He  is  reticent,''  said  Ivy.    "  The  papen  add 
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a  burglar  broke  into  the  house,  and  your  son  pursued 
him  and  was  stabbed.  But  you  must  have  heard, 
that  the  burglar  was  Count  Gandolpho.  Ah!  be- 
lieve me,  I  was  not  to  blame  for  his  infatuation ;  I 
tried  to  prevent  it." 

Clem  looked  at  Grace,  whom  Ivy's  kiss  had  trans- 
formed. The  color  had  left  her  cheeks.  She  had 
grown  ethereal,  evanescent,  as  though  a  breath 
would  blow  her  away.  A  light,  such  as  is  rarely  seen 
in  the  glances  of  earthborn  maidens,  shone  in  her 
eyes,  that  yet  drank  in  greedily  every  feature, 
motion  and  word  of  her  lovely  rival.  As  wine  and 
opium  delight  their  victims,  one  would  have  thought 
Ivy's  charms  had  inspired  Grace  with  an  unnatural 
pleasure.  Yet  the  expression  of  renunciation  on 
Grace's  face  might  have  touched  a  sensitive  soul 
more  nearly  than  Ivy's  beauty. 

However  pleasant  it  may  be  to  have  three  fair 
women  own  your  heart  in  common,  Clem  then  re- 
alized that  one  has  anxious  moments,  when  they 
think  of  dividing  up  their  property.  Rarely  had 
any  scene  so  carved  itself  upon  his  mind.  Love, 
which  opens  our  own  hearts,  makes  the  hearts  of 
others  transparent.  Beneath  the  courteous  manners 
of  the  three  women  before  him,  Clem  saw  the 
strongest  passions  working.  The  prejudices  of  his 
mother  against  a  woman,  who,  she  feared,  would 
wreck  her  son's  happiness,  the  unselfish  love  that 
tugged  at  Grace's  heartstrings,  and  the  feeling  that 
drew  Ivy  and  Clem  together  with  the  force  of 
chemical  affinity.  Alas !  in  youth  we  are  troubled 
with  too  much  love,  in  age  with  too  little.     'Tis  a 

pity  th^  icing  on  life's  cake  cauftot  bo  spread  more 
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evenly.    Grace  soon  took  her  leave,  and  Mrs.  Clough 
accompanied  her  to  the  door. 

"  Mignon,"  said  Ivy, "'  how  do  you  like  my  dress  ? 
See,  my  belt,  which  was  too  short,  is  now  too  long 
for  me ;  worrying  over  you  has  made  me  thin.  You 
need  not  measure  it;  nay,  you  need  not  drop  me 
like  a  hot  coal ;  be  less  abrupt  on  and  off.  Keep  your 
distance ;  your  mother  is  coming.  I  want  to  carry 
off  your  son  to  dinner,  Mrs.  Clough." 

"  You  will  spoil  him  by  your  flattery." 

"  It  were  hard  to  spoil  one  of  your  family  by 
attention." 

"  I  am  glad  you  are  here,  Mrs.  Langmuir,  for 
now  Clem  can't  run  away,  and  I  want  to  give  him 
some  advice  about  matrimony." 

"  Am  I  a  girl,  mother  ?" 

"  You  have  had  to  be  both  boy  and  girl  to  me. 
In  some  ways  you  are  as  innocent  as  a  girl  and  in 
most  more  foolish.  I  hope,  Mrs.  Langmuir,  you 
will  impress  on  Clem  the  folly  of  two  persons  mar- 
rying, without  each  learning  the  other's  true  char- 
acter. A  week  after  marriage  they  know  each  other, 
and  what  have  they  gained  by  deception  ?  Think, 
Clem,  of  your  cousin  Abel  and  his  wife.  Camille 
was  the  handsomest  woman  in  New  York.  Both  had 
fortunes.  She  was  a  woman  of  fashion.  He  was  a 
scholar." 

Clem,  in  spite  of  his  anger  at  what  he  thought  was 
a  want  of  good  breeding  on  his  mother's  part,  could 
not  help  smiling. 

"  A  month  after  Abel  married,"  he  said,  "  in 
order  to  save  paying  for  gas  bills,  he  invested  all 

their  money  in  a  company  for  lighting  New  York 
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with  Brazilian  beetles.  Do  you  remember,  mother, 
when  he  invited  President  Barsak  to  dinner  ?  His 
father  had  given  him  two  hundred  dollars.  Camille 
asked  him  to  buy  new  pantaloons  for  their  two 
boys,  as  their  only  pairs  lacked  seats.  What  did 
he  do,  but  spend  the  money  in  buying  a  rare  edition 
of  Homer  with  the  digamma.  The  open  vowels,  he 
told  Camille,  pained  his  eyes.  The  boys,  he  said, 
by  facing  the  guests  and  keeping  their  backs  to  the 
wall  would  do  well  enough.  Camille  uttered  some 
ill-timed  jest  about  the  boys'  open  pantaloons  offend- 
ing her  eyes." 

"  The  monster!"  cried  both  women. 

"  And  yet,"  said  Clem,  "  there  was  some  excuse 
for  her." 

"  For  her !" 

"And  why  not  for  her?"  asked  Clem  warmly. 
"  Camille  was  a  society-beauty  and  an  acknowledged 
leader  of  fashion.  Above  all,  she  was  a  woman, 
that  is  uneducated.  She  did  not  realize,  that  truth 
is  the  ideal,  toward  which  in  wealth  and  poverty, 
in  health  and  sickness,  the  nobler  mind  ever 
strives." 

Clem's  mother  gave  Ivy  a  glance  with  a  touch  of 
malice  in  it.  "  Clem,"  she  said,  "  your  cousin  was 
not  half  as  bigoted  as  you  are  in  his  love  of  truth ; 
he  confined  himself  to  belles  lettres;  you  embrace 
everything." 

"  But  not  everybody,"  said  Clem,  furious  at  his 
mother's  attack  on  him. 

"  That  is  an  important  limitation,"  said  Ivy,  with 
a  flattering  note  of  doubt  in  her  voice. 

"Had  they  been  frank  with  each  other,"  said 
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Mrs.  Clough,  "  they  would  not  have  married  and 
would  have  saved  each  other  life-long  misery.  A 
scholar  often  assumes  a  transient  role^  which  a 
woman  to  her  sorrow  thinks  is  his  real  character." 

"  The  marriage  of  Homer  and  Helen  would  have 
been  an  ill-sorted  match,"  said  Ivy. 

"  'Twould  have  been  the  only  sensible  alliance 
the  jade  ever  made,"  said  CleuL 

"  There  is  one  objection  to  this  mutual  confes- 
sion," said  Ivy  soberly ;  "  in  one  generation  the 
world  would  be  depopulated.  Mrs.  Clough,  if  I 
take  Clem  to  dinner  with  me,  no  one  shall  kidnap 
him,  and  I  will  send  him  home  by  mail  or  with  a 
maid."  She  kissed  Mrs.  Clough  warmly.  "  I  wish 
I  had  had  such  a  mother,  but  mine  died,  when  I  was 
a  child."  Ivy  was  so  sincere  that  a  look  of  regret 
passed  over  Mrs.  Clough's  face,  and  her  heart  could 
not  but  soften  toward  so  gentle  an  antagonist;  the 
more  so,  since  Ivy  was  clearly  impressed  by  what 
she  had  said. 

"  Clem,"  said  Ivy,  as  they  drove  away,  "  your 
mother  speaks  to  the  point.  Is  it  true  that  I  am 
the  first  person,  whom  you  have  ever  passionately 
loved  ?" 

"  It  is  true,  with  the  exception  of  my  boyhood's 
fancy." 

"  Clem,"  she  whispered,  "  wherever  I  am,  come 
to  me,  and  I  will  welcome  you." 

When  they  reached  her  house,  they  found  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Vinsen,  Mr.  Elmore  and  three  or  four  other 
guests  in  the  drawing  room.  Clem  congratulated 
Mr.  Elmore,  who  appeared  distrait,  on  his  luck  at 
The  Spurs,  where  he  was  said  to  have  made  big 
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winnings.  "  What  an  eye  you  have  for  a  figure, 
Mr.  Ehnore,"  he  said,  picking  up  the  photograph  of 
yesterday's  favorite  from  the  table.  "  Every  one 
envies  you." 

"  She  has  a  voluptuous  eye,"  said  Mr.  Elmore, 
"but  so  modest,  and  her  neck  and  waist." 

m 

"  She  must  have  cost  you  a  pretty  penny,"  said 
Clem,  who  suspected  that  the  banker  had  been  drink- 
ing. 

"  Young  man,"  said  he  sternly,  "  are  you  talk- 
ing of  Mrs.  Langmuir?" 

"  I  am  talking  of  your  horse,  Golightly,"  said 
Clem  angrily. 

"  My  horse !"  cried  the  banker,  bursting  into  a 
contagious  laugh.  "  My  dear  boy,"  he  placed  his 
hand  on  Clem's  knee,  "  horses  and  women,  the  best 
of  them,  come  high,  very  high,  but  they  are  worth 
every  penny  of  it.  I  like  you,  Mr.  Clough,  and  you 
ought  to  like  me.  I  was  the' first  man  to  start  after 
that  madman,  and  I  nearly  killed  myself  trying  to 
catch  you.  I  will  give  you  a  tip,  by  which  you  can 
make  ten  thousand  dollars  at  the  next  race.  Mrs. 
Langmuir,"  he  said  to  their  hostess,  who  had  joined 
them,"  will  you  not  let  me  take  you  to  drive  to- 
morrow behind  the  favorite  ?" 

"  What  would  the  world  say  ?"  asked  Ivy  co- 
quettishly.     "  What  would  you  say,  Mr.  Clough  ?" 

"  When  money  talks,  wit  is  silent." 

"  You  make  a  nice  distinction." 

"  God  bless  my  soul !"  cried  Mr.  Elmore.,  sensitive 
to  Clem's  ingratitude. 

"  I  fear  he  has  more  serious  intentions,  but  let 
us  pass  that  lightly  by,"  said  ClenL 
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"  Come,  gentlemen,"  said  Ivy,  "don't  quarrel  till 
after  dinner,  when  it  will  be  impossible." 

Never  was  Ivy  more  radiant,  than  during  the  next 
two  hours,  nor  Clem  better  pleased,  than  when  she 
asked  him  to  remain  after  the  other  guests.  She 
nestled  on  her  divan,  like  a  wondrous  bird  floating 
upon  a  lake.  Passing  her  soft  fingers  through 
Clem's  hair,  as  he  knelt  before  her.  "  Sweetheart," 
she  murmured,  "  how  I  have  missed  you  1  I  loved 
you  from  the  moment  I  saw  you.  How  can  I  tell  you 
such  follies  ?  But  I  cannot  keep  silent.  Why  do 
your  glances  compel  me  to  say,  what  I  ought  rather 
to  hear  ?  I  adore  you,  Mignon."  A  cloud  passed 
over  her  face.  "  But,  Clem,  why  did  you  steal  my 
letters  ?  I  know  you  would  not  read  them.  Give 
them  back  to  me,  and,  if  you  sue  for  forgiveness, 
perhaps  I  will  grant  it." 

"  Your  letters.  Ivy  ?" 

"  Yes,  my  letters ;  do  not  look  so  innocent ;  the 
letters  you  took  from  my  cabinet  on  that  dreadful 
night." 

"  I  remember."  A  jealous  rage  reawoke  in 
Clem's  heart.  "  The  Count  broke  open  a  hidden 
drawer  and  took  out  two  or  three  packages  of  them. 
He  read  part  of  one  in  French,  but  I  did  not  imder- 
stand  it.  Then  he  threw  them  on  the  lounge.  You 
believe  me.  Ivy  ?"  for  Ivy's  eyes  wore  an  expression 
of  deepening  anxiety. 

"  I  wish,  that  I  did  not  believe  you,  Clem.'' 

"  I  thought  only  of  saving  your  life." 

"  You  should  have  thought  of  saving  my  reputa- 
tion first." 

"Ivyr 
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"  You  should  be  a  priest,  Clem ;  I  feel  like  shut- 
ting my  eyes  and  whispering  to  you  every  thought 
of  my  life.  I  was  dying  for  love ;  they  said  my  sight, 
my  reason  would  fail,  if  I  did  not  yield.  He,  whom 
all  wooed,  was  my  suitor.  He  had  everything  to  win 
a  woman's  fancy."  Ivy  gave  a  cry,  for  Clem's 
fingers  had  clutched  her  arm  like  a  vice. 

"  Silence  I  Ivy,  do  you  wish  me  to  kill  you  ?  I 
love  you.  Fprget  what  you  have  said.  Let  us  be 
bom  again."  As  he  spoke,  his  heart  turned  into  ice, 
and  he  felt,  as  though  the  universe  divided  him  from 
the  ^oman  before  him. 

Never  had  she  appeared  so  lovely  as  at  that  mo- 
ment, nor  her  power  greater  than  when,  with  averted 
face  and  broken  sentences  of  remorse,  she  drew 
nearer,  as  though  eager  but  unworthy  to  embrace 
him.  Clem  gathered  her  in  his  arms  and  kissed 
her  cold  lips. 

"  Mr.  Elmore  may  have  your  letters.  Ivy ;  he  says, 
he  was  the  first  to  enter  the  room  after  us." 

"  I  feared  as  much ;  he  has  told  me  that  he  will 
marry  me  whether  I  will  or  not." 

"  What  matters  it  ?"  said  Clem,  but  his  face  must 
have  belied  his  words  and  showed,  that  the  iron  had 
entered  his  soul. 

"  I  know  him  well.  If  I  refuse  him,  he  will  re- 
venge himself.  I  do  not  mean,  that  he  will  speak 
of  me  at  the  clubs.  He  has  but  to  confide  his  secret 
to  four  women,  who  rule  over  our  society.  They 
envy  me ;  two  of  them  would  sacrifice  their  beauty 
to  marry  him.     A  word  from  them  would  poison 

the  air  aroueij  me,    Mr.  Elmgy^  offers  to  settle  half 
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his  fortune  on  me.  If  I  marry  him,  I  shall  hold 
his  hoaior  in  my  hands,  as  he  will  hold  mine  in  his." 

"  Honors  will  be  easy,"  muttered  Clem,  with  a 
hoarse  fury  in  his  tone,  that  made  Ivy  trembla 

A  hundred  influences  drew  his  heart  away,  his 
reverence  for  his  mother,  childhood's  lessons,  his 
pride,  his  vices,  his  virtues,  cables, which  the  inherited 
habits  of  centuries  had  tied  around  his  wilL  What 
magnetism  was  there  about  her,  what  witchcraft  in 
her  voice,  tJiat  at  her  words  the  cables  parted,  and 
he  felt  his  heart  swiftly  floating  towards  her  own! 
He  looked  into  her  eyes,  in  whose  depths  power, 
thought,  passion  and  love  were  ever  in  debate. 

"  Ivy,"  he  whispered,  "  it  is  true  we  cannot  live 
in  a  society  that  winks  and  whispers  in  the  presence 
of  its  goddess.  But  what  are  the  creatures  of 
society  but  the  sacred  dolls  of  Hindoo  priests, 
tricked  out  with  ribbons,  unnoticed  by  the  immortal 
spirits,  who  rule  over  the  human  kind  ?  Let  us  pity 
and  forget  them.  Come,  sweetheart,  are  there  not 
secret  places,  that  nature  has  formed  for  happy 
lovers  ?  We  will  date  life  from  our  first  kiss.  We 
will  give  back  our  artificial  lives  to  love  to  recast. 
Are  you  not  earth's  darling?  Is  there  not  about 
you  the  mystic  grace  of  the  rivulet,  hastening  to 
hide  itself  behind  its  leafy  veil?  Come,  Ivy,  we 
can  easily  forget  society,  however  hard  it  may  find 
it  to  forget  you." 

"  And  what  retreat  is  so  remote,  Clem,  that,  if 
you  say  such  thiugs  of  me,  the  world  will  not  gather 
around  you  to  listen  ?" 

^- 1  will  wjiisper  them,  Ivj,  and  in  after  years  yo^ 
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shall  repeat  them  to  a  ring  of  children,  who  will  re- 
flect your  beauty,  like  eloquent  mirrors." 

"  Clem,"  said  Ivy  gravely,  "  I  shall  never  have 
any  children."  He  was  wounded  more  deeply  than 
he  knew,  and  again  his  heart  turned  cold.  "  And 
would  you  really,  Mignon,  give  up  your  ambition 
and  devote  your  life  to  love  ?  I  shall  never  forget 
your  offer.  You  think  we  should  be  happy.  For 
a  while,  yes,  but  the  love  of  life  returns ;  again  we 
crave  the  arena,  the  excitement,  the  struggle."  Ivy^s 
words  carried  a  double  conviction  to  his  heart.  They 
were  sincere,  and,  alas,  unconscious  to  her,  they 
echoed  the  wisdom  of  experience.  An  older  man 
would,  perhaps,  have  been  less  pained,  but  Clem 
felt  as  though  she  were  turning  his  heart  into 
marble. 

"  Ivy,"  he  urged,  "  love  alone  is  real,  society  is 
an  illusion.  Come,  child,  you  stand  at  the  parting 
of  the  ways.  Will  you  hesitate  when  love  beckons 
one  way  and  a  phantom  another  ?" 

"  Clem,  you  do  not  know,  what  you  ask.  You  do 
not  know  what  a  poison  social  ambition  is  to  a 
woman;  how  her  very  being  depends  upon  the  air 
she  has  learned  to  breathe,  the  music,  the  beauty,  the 
freedom,  the  intellectual  life,  the  flattery  of  chosen 
spirits.  They  become  a  necessity  to  her  existence. 
I  have  had  the  most  gifted  men  of  two  worlds  at  my 
feet ;  how  can  I  let  my  rivals  triumph  over  me  ?" 

"  'Tis  a  childish  idolatry.  Ivy." 

"  How  would  you  have  felt,  Clem,  to  have  lost  a 
silly  lawsuit  ?  If  my  ambition  is  an  illusion,  what 
is  love?  Think  you  your  love  will  survive  intact 
the  lukewarmness  of  possession  ?" 
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"  One  has  but  to  talk  enough,  Ivy,  and  it  is  a  rare 
chance,  if  anything  survives."  A  cruel  reaction 
from  his  self-forgetful  passion  had  come  over  him. 
He  felt  as  though  he  had  suffered  some  physical  hurt. 
His  offer  had  met  with  too  halting  a  response. 
"  Ivy,"  he  whispered,  "  forget  what  I  have  said,  the 
sacrifice  is  too  great  for  you." 

"I  must  have  time  to  tJiink,"  she  replied."  Every^ 
thing  pulls  me  in  opposite  ways.  I  am  going  with 
Mrs.  Vinsen  to  Niagara,  and  I  shall  return  in  a 
fortnight" 

"  Everything  will  be  comparatively  quiet  there," 
said  Clem.  He  kissed  her  hand  and  left  her.  His 
mind  was  in  a  timiult,  and  he  wandered  about  the 
city  without  thought  or  purpose.  The  wind  had 
shifted,  and  mist,  rain  and  sleet  swept  over  him  on 
the  wings  of  the  tempest,  btit  he  heeded  them  not, 
nor  whither  he  went,  nor  by  what  devious  paths  he 
reached  home. 


CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

When  he  awoke,  his  mother  and  Dr.  Advent  were 
bending  over  him.  His  lungs  had  been  congested, 
and  for  a  week  his  condition  was  critical.  The 
morning  he  was  out  of  danger,  his  mother  still 
looked  serious. 

"  Are  you  sorry  I  am  better  ?"  he  asked. 

"  There  is  something,  I  have  not  told  you  for  fear 
of  its  making  you  worse.  Grace  had  an  attack  of 
pneumonia  the  day  you  were  taken  ill,  and,  it  is 
feared,  that  she  will  not  recover.  She  has  just  sent 
to  learn,  if  you  are  well  enough  to  go  and  see  her. 
I  will  go  with  you." 

In  a  few  minutes  they  had  reached  Grace's  house 
and  room.  She  had  indeed  failed  and  appeared 
almost  like  an  unbodied  spirit,  though  her  face,  with 
its  lines  sensitive  and  strong,  looked  too  beautiful 
for  disease  to  have  dared  approach  it  Her  re- 
splendent eyes  pronounced  the  benediction  of  renun- 
ciation, that  divine  spirits  alone  bestow. 

"  Grace  1"  whispered  Clem,  and  tears  choked  his 
voice. 

"  Do  not  cry,  Clem."  She  stretched  out  her  hand 
for  his  kiss.  "  I  have  but  a  little  while  to  live ;  I 
overheard  the  doctor  say  so,  and  I  wish  to  husband 
my  strength.  Clem ;  nay,  Mrs.  Clough,  do  not  leave 
the  room ;  stay  and  hear  me.  Clem,"  she  repeated, 
as  though  she  loved  to  hear  his  name,  "  you  know 
what  you  have  done  for  me  and  mine ;  our  lives,  our 
honor,  we  owe  everything  to  you,  more  than  I  dare 

468 
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recall.  It  excites  me  too  much  to  think  of  it  My 
uncle  has  left  me  two  millions  of  dollars.  I  have  no 
relatives  except  my  aunt,  my  father  and  my  brother. 
I  dare  not  make  Ralph  my  heir ;  my  aunt  and  father 
would  be  robbed  of  all  their  properly  in  a  week.  I 
have  willed  all  my  money  to  you ;  I  wish  you  to  di- 
vide your  income  with  them." 

"  To  me !"  said  Clem.  "  Child,  I  cannot  take  it. 
What  would  the  world  say  of  me  and  of  one  a  thous- 
and times  dearer  to  me  than  myself  ?" 

"  Do  not  flatter  me,  it  is  exhausting.  I  do  not 
wish  the  world  to  speak  ill  of  you,  and,  to  prevent 
that,  I  wish  you  to  sacrifice  yourself  for  a  few  days. 
I  shall  ask  little  of  you,  a  kiss  perhaps  at  parting. 
Clem,  for  my  sake  and  yours,  I  wish  you  to  marry 
me;  nay,  I  will  take  no  refusal.  Do  as  I  bid  you, 
unless  you  wish  to  kill  me  by  a  word."  With  an 
effort  she  added,  "  I  would  not  have  you  owe  every- 
thing to  her,  if  you  marry  her ;  if  not,  you  will  some- 
times remember  me." 

She  touched  a  bell,  and  in  a  few  minutes  a  clergy- 
man, whom  Grace  had  in  attendance,  had  pro- 
nounced them  man  and  wife.  A.  tremor  passed  over 
Clem,  as  the  mystic  words  of  union  were  uttered. 
He  felt  for  a  moment  as  though  he  were  no  longer 
among  the  living  and  fancied  that  two  spirits  had 
become  one.  The  scales  fell  from  his  eyes.  He 
knew  that  love  had  dried  up  the  springs  of  Grace's 
life.  He  appreciated  her  unchanging  affection 
her  silence,  her  generosity. 

"  Clem,  I  die  happy,"  she  said. 

"  You  shall  not  die,  Grace.'' 

"  Why  not  ?" 
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^^  I  will  save  you/' 

"  It  is  not  so  nominated  in  the  bond,  but  though 
the  power  is  wanting,  the  wish  is  dear." 

Clem  went  to  the  table  and  spoke  to  the  nurse, 
whose  eyes,  larger  than  saucers,  showed  a  mind  a 
little  impaired  by  events,  strange  even  to  a  trained 
nurse,  whom  nothing  surprises,  except  a  pious  doc- 
tor. The  disease  had  begun  at  the  top  of  the  left 
lung;  the  temperature  would  not  down,  nor  the  con- 
gestion loosen.  "  Grace,"  he  said,  "  your  right  lung 
still  breathes.  I  have  had  the  same  disease,  and 
Dr.  Advent  has  told  me  all  about  it  You  say  your 
doctor  has  given  up  the  case,  so  any  change  cannot 
be  for  the  worse.  I  am  going  to  do  for  you,  what 
Dr.  Advent  would  have  done  for  me,  had  I  not  been 
too  quick  for  him." 

"  What  are  you  going  to  do  ?  I  have  not  deceived 
you ;  I  cannot  possibly  get  well.  If  I  did,  I  should 
die  of  mortification,  which  is  a  more  painful  death 
than  pneumonia." 

"  Grace,  it  is  the  bane  of  your  sex  to  talk  too 
much.  Have  you  not  just  now  promised  to  obey 
me?" 

"  Did  1  ?  I  didn't  mean  it,  but  perhaps  it  will  be 
pleasant  to  obey  you  a  little  while,  if  you  do  what- 
ever I  wish." 

"  The  doctor  will  be  here  in  about  two  hours ;  we 
will  steal  a  march  on  him."  Clem  went  to  the  draw- 
ing room  and,  after  consulting  with  his  mother,  sent 
for  half  a  dozen  messenger  boys.  An  hour  later  an 
ambulance  from  the  Flint  Hospital  was  carrying 
his  mother  and  Grace  to  the  Dominion  Railroad 
Station.     A  new  nurse,  with  abundance  of  supplies, 
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followed  in  a  carriage.  Clem  remained  in  the 
lower  room  to  write  a  note  to  Dr.  Wormsby,  ap- 
prising him  of  the  change  of  plan.  He  had  seen 
a  bride  robbed  of  her  jewels,  a  lawyer  of  his  retainer 
and  a  poet  of  his  verses,  but  he  had  never  seen  a 
physician  robbed  of  his  patient.  Not  knowing  how 
dangerous  such  a  larceny  might  be,  he  was  in  haste 
to  get  away,  before  the  doctor  arrived.  He  had, 
however,  but  directed  the  letter,  when  a  gentleman 
and  a  young  lady  entered  the  house,  the  former  of 
whom  he  felt  sure  was  Dr.  Wormsby.  The  nurse 
must  have  found  some  means  of  sending  for  him. 
The  young  lady  was  clearly  a  friend  of  Grace,  for 
she  at  once  began  to  cross-examine  the  physician. 

"  There  is  no  danger  of  her  not  recovering,  is 
there  ?" 

"  No  immediate  danger.^' 

"  They  say  her  appetite  has  failed.^' 

"  That  is  a  good  sign ;  it  shows  that  her  stomach 
is  taking  a  needed  rest." 

"  I  am  told  that  one  of  her  lungs  is  congested." 

"  Nothing  could  be  more  favorable ;  the  disease 
is  becoming  localized." 

"  But,  Doctor,  I  hear  that  medicine  has  no  effect 
upon  her." 

"  That  will  allow  nature  to  take  a  free  hand  in 
her  cure.  I  always  favor  nature  as  much  as  I  can, 
consistently." 

Clem  stood  still,  hoping  that  the  two  would  go 
upstairs  and  leave  a  way  of  escape  open,  but  the  lady 
alone  went  to  ask  for  Grace,  and  the  doctor  opened 
the  door  and  walked  into  the  reception  room. 
*^  This,  I  presume,  is  Dr.  Wakeman  ?"  he  said,  bow- 
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ing  to  Clem,  '^  I  did  not  hope  to  see  you  so  soon.  Dr. 
Sexton  and  Dr.  Berriman  will  be  here  shortly.  'Tis 
a  sad  case ;  I  fear  there  is  no  hope.  I  know  your 
reputation  as  a  specialist;  in  a  serious  sickness  I 
like  to  have  eminent  colleagues  share  my  responsi- 
bility. The  sick  appreciate  attentions,  which  divert 
them  from  the  catastrophe." 

"  Might  not  a  change  of  climate  benefit  her  ?" 
asked  Clem,  moving  towards  the  door  and  fearing 
that  at  any  moment  the  doctor  might  be  reinforced. 

"  Hardly,  and  in  that  case  she  would  have  to  be 
without  her  physician,  as  my  engagements  would  not 
allow  me  to  go  with  her.  The  gain  is  doubtful,  the 
loss  certain.  Her  mind  too  would  have  little  to 
occupy  it,  while  now  she  is  interested  in  my  plans 
for  enlarging  our  hospital." 

Clem  was  about  to  invent  some  excuse  for  leaving 
the  house  for  a  moment,  when  down  ran  Grace's 
friend.     ''  Doctor !  your  patient  is  gone." 

"Gone !" 

"  Yes." 

"  Abducted  ?" 

"  Yes." 

"  Murdered  ?" 

"  I  don't  know." 

"  What  has  happened  ?" 

"  Grace  disappeared,  while  the  nurse  was  tele- 
graphing to  you.  The  woman  is  half  out  of  her 
wits ;  she  dares  not  see  you." 

"  I  didn't  get  a  telegrana.     Was  it  a  doctor  ?" 

"  She  says  it  was  Grace's  husband." 

"  A  doctor  disguised  ^s  a  husband  ?" 

^^  No,  a  layman," 
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"A  rank  layman  steal  away  my  patient  under 
pretext  of  marriage !" 

"  What  an  outrage !"  said  Clem.  "  How  much 
better  for  her  to  die  by  the  hands  of  a  regular  phy- 
sician than  to  live  by  trick  and  device !" 

"  You  say  truly.  Had  it  been  a  baby  or  a  bride- 
groom like  Lord  Thomas,  but  a  woman  about  to  en- 
dow a  hospital,  it  is  wholesale  murder !  Which  way 
did  the  kidnappers  go  ?     We  will  call  the  police." 

"  If  the  villain  cures  her  ?"  said  Clem. 

"  There  is  danger  of  it !"  said  the  doctor  warmly. 
"  Last  month  a  patient  of  mine  dismissed  his  nurses 
and  refused  to  take  any  more  medicine.  He  was 
going  to  get  well,  he  said;  he  found  dying  too  ex- 
pensive. Men  who  take  such  chances  are  often 
lucky.  Nature  loves  to  spite  science.  How  much 
evil  may  spring  from  one  such  example!  It 
ruins  the  prestige  of  our  profession.  Diseases  are 
like  wild  beasts  in  a  menagerie,  they  are  our  prop- 
erty ;  no  one  else  has  a  right  to  touch  them.  If  this 
girl  dies,  the  rascal  can  get  no  certificate  from  me, 
and  he  will  soon  follow  her  into  the  grave.  That 
will  give  us  some  consolation." 

"  If  you  are  going  for  the  police,  had  you  not  bet- 
ter take  the  nurse  with  you  ?"  said  Clem. 

"  You  have  a  cooler  head  than  I ;  will  you  not 
come  with  me  ?" 

"  I  am  pressed  for  time,"  said  Clem.  "  It  is 
hardly  etiquette  for  a  doctor  to  call  on  the  dead,  and 
I  already  look  on  the  poor  girl  as  gone." 

"  I  am  glad  to  have  had  the  pleasure  of  meeting 
you,"  said  Dr.  Wormsby.     "You  will  of  course  send 

in  your  bill  to  the  estate/'    Clem  bowed,  called  a 
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hansom  and  drove  to  the  railroad  station,  where  he 
found  Grace  lying  on  a  water  mattress  in  a  private 
car.  Bidding  his  mother  good-bye,  he  took  his  seat 
beside  his  patient.  The  excitement  had  given  Grace 
new  animation,  and  a  gleam  of  humor  played 
around  her  lips. 

"  You  make  dying  too  pleasant,  Clem.  I  never 
thought  I  should  smile  again,  but  I  have  done  noth- 
ing else,  since  I  have  seen  you ;  you  have  no  idea  of 
mise-en-scene." 

"  'Tis  impossible  for  you  to  die  now,  Grace." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?" 

"  Dr.  Wormsby  says,  if  you  die,  he  will  not  give 
me  a  certificate,  and  I  shall  be  hanged." 

"  What  a  trickster  you  are !  No  wonder  people 
are  afraid  to  have  anything  to  do  with  lawyers.  You 
must  have  driven  all  your  enemies  frantic.  I  have 
married  you  but  an  hour,  and  you  have  turned  all 
my  plans  topsy-turvy.  I  must  die  to  keep  my  con- 
tract with  you,  and,  if  I  die,  you  have  arranged  it, 
so  that  you  will  be  hanged.  How  embarrassing  you 
make  me  feel !  I  am  like  those  unfortunates,  whom 
Dante  met  at  the  mouth  of  the  Inferno ;  heaven  cast 
them  out  and  hell  disdained  to  receive  them.  I  can 
neither  live  nor  die  in  conscience;  I  must  remain 
suspended." 

^^  If  you  listen  and  obey,  Grace,  we  shall  live ;  if 
you  talk,  chance  is,  we  shall  both  die.  Dr.  Advent 
says  there  are  two  medicines,  that  have  no  reactions, 
food  and  air." 

He  gave  her  choice  bits  of  game,  and  cream  and 
whiskey,  and  made  her  swallow  capsules  of  oil,  after 
which  he  chafed  her  arms  and  neck  and  cooled  them 
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with  alcohol,  till  she  fell  asleep.  He  then  took  a 
seat  beside  her  and,  during  the  afternoon  and  night, 
saw  neither  mountain  nor  river,  but  kept  his  eyes 
fastened  upon  the  half-breathing  image  before  him. 
He  remembered  how,  in  his  misguided  youth, 
through  the  long  hours  of  the  night,  he  had  been 
nailed  to  the  gaming  table,  imtil  the  players  had 
grown  spectral,  and  the  dealer  had  turned  into  the 
gray  boatman,  who  ferries  men's  souls  to  the  realms 
of  despair.  Again  everything  about  him  had  be- 
come transformed,  and  again  he  was  playing,  but 
with  what  an  antagonist,  and  for  what  a  prize  ?  He 
could  almost  see  his  unerring  rival  sitting  on  the 
other  side  of  Grace's  couch.  How  unlike  were  his 
polished  presence  and  courteous  bearing  to  the  cari- 
catures men's  fears  have  drawn.  I,  too,  he  thought, 
by  God's  grace,  will  make  no  mistake. 

When  Aurora  had  brushed  away  the  ©•bwebs  of 
night,  Clem  woke  the  snoring  porter  and  bade  him 
throw  open  every  window  in  the  car.  The  sunbeams 
flocked  into  the  room  laden  with  joy  and  beauty. 
The  balmy  air,  redolent  of  youth  and  health,  and 
vocal  with  the  matins  of  birds,  intoxicated  the  senses. 
Grace  presently  awoke  and  looked  about  her  with 
more  snap  in  her  glances  than  before. 

"  Clem,"  she  said  with  a  quizzical  but  pathetic 
expression,  "  what  are  you  trying  to  do  ?  Why  don't 
you  let  me  die  in  peace  ?  You  men  have  no  sense. 
Don't  you  know,  that  I  shall  sink  through  the  earth, 
if  I  have  tricked  you  into  a  live  marriage." 

"  'Tis  an  ill  wind,  Grace.  I  will  telegraph  to  a 
Mandarin  to  dig  for  treasure." 

"  Clem,  I'll  admit  I  don't  want  to  die  of  hunger." 
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^^  It  is  a  poetical  death,  but  for  a  millionaire,  per- 
haps, inappropriate.'" 

Clem  awoke  the  nurse  and  asked  her  to  dress 
Grace,  and  he  himself  went  into  the  next  car. 
When  he  returned,  Grace  said  to  him :  "  You  have 
something  on  your  mind?" 

"  A  small  thing,  yourself." 

"  You  cannot  deceive  me." 

"  I  will  tell  you,  when  your  temperature  is 
normal.     Are  you  ready  for  breakfast?" 

"  Have  you  any  breakfast  ?" 

"  A  bridegroom  generally  provides  the  first  break- 
fast ;  after  that  the  bride  has  often  to  shift  for  her- 
self. Come,  child,  drink  this  glass  of  champagne. 
Our  first  dish  is  Canopy  Hotspur ;  it  is  composed  of 
pinches  of  herring,  caviare,  chili  sauce  and  a  dozen 
other  prickers  of  the  appetite." 

"  Hurry,  Clem,  I  feel  as  hungry  as  a  hawk  in 
Lent." 

"  Brava !  This  second  dish  is  a  symphony  in  sea 
food ;  it  is  made  of  the  soul  of  a  clam,  the  claw  of 
a  young  lobster,  an  ambitious  oyster  and  the  roe  of 
a  sea  serpent." 

"  I  shall  have  to  eat  it,  Clem,  to  stop  your  non- 
sense." 

"  Take  another  glass  of  champagne." 

"  You  must  drink  from  my  glass  first,  to  prove 
that  it  is  not  poisoned." 

Clem  touched  his  lips  to  the  glass :  "  I  drink  to 
my  fair-ankled  Hebe." 

"  You  know  nothing  about  them ;  you  never  saw 
them." 

"  I  have  heard  of  them  at  the  clubs." 
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Grace  flushed  and  bending  forward  gave  him  a 
smart  slap  on  his  cheek.  "  Pardon  me,"  she  said, 
'^  but  I  fear  the  wine  has  made  us  forget  ourselves." 

"  Grace,  I  fear,  tJiat  we  are  getting  well  too  fast. 
I  don't  know  that  I  ought  to  give  you  the  next  dish." 

"  What  is  the  matter  with  me,  Clem  ?  The  more 
I  eat,  the  hungrier  I  grow.     What  is  your  next 

dish  r 

"  It  is  called  millenial  ambrosia.  It  will  restore 
Methuselah  to  youth  or  reanimate  an  inhabitant  of 
the  stone  age ;  he,  who  tastes  it,  never  dies.  But  per- 
haps you  had  better  avoid  it ;  it  has  its  disadvantages. 
It  was  invented  by  the  Hindoo  god,  whom  nine  vir- 
gins bore,  and  it  turns  whoever  partakes  of  it  into 
a  chatterer.  It  is  made  of  the  tongues  of  an  ele- 
phant, a  goose  and  parrot." 

"  Is  there  any  crow  in  it  ?  That  is  a  mainy-win- 
tered  bird.     Give  it  to  me  and  be  quick  about  it." 

Then  all  were  silent  in  the  presence  of  science, 
whose  voice  rules  solitary  over  the  human  heart. 
Clem  took  out  a  thermometer  and  placed  it  in 
Grace's  mouth.  After  two  minutes,  he  withdrew  it 
and  searched  for  the  thin  thread  of  life  among  the 
dread  numbers. 

"  She  is  saved  1"  he  cried,  in  a  loud  voice,  and 
passing  the  instrument  to  the  nurse,  stretched  his 
limbs  upon  a  cot  and  fell  into  a  dreamless  sleep. 

When  ho  awoke,  he  found  that  their  car  had  been 
side-tracked  in  a  hamlet  in  the  Adirondack  Mounts 
ains.  Grace  was  sleeping,  smd  the  roses  in  her 
cheeks,  no  longer  ominous,  seemed  to  exhale  per- 
fume. Clem,  leaving  her,  wired  to  his  mother,  that 
all  was  well,  and  sent  a  telegram  to  Sergemt,  asking 
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him  to  join  them  and  to  bring  with  him  a  pair  of 
bloodhounds,  of  which  he  had  often  spoken.  The 
cloud,  which  Grace  had  noticed  om  Clem's  face  the 
day  before,  had  been  caused  by  his  having  observed 
a  man  in  the  next  car,  whose  motions  and  measure- 
ments were  those  of  Holland's  spy.  In  his  tele- 
gram to  Sergent,  Clem  added,  that  they  would  leave 
a  trail  broad  enough  for  him  to  follow  them  into  the 
forest. 

When  he  returned  he  found  Grace  dressed.  She 
was  im  a  strange  state  of  excitement.  She  felt,  she 
said,  like  a  child  in  a  fairy  tale  and  wished  to  be 
always  moving  about.  Clem  gave  up  the  car  and, 
hiring  half  a  dozen  guides,  started  to  explore  the 
wilderness,  which  in  truth  has  changed  little,  since 
the  Iroquois  and  Algonquins  used  it  as  their  battle 
ground.  After  the  fashion  of  discoverers,  Clem 
named  the  hamlet,  where  Grace  had  found  her 
health.  Paradise  on  Wheels;  frontiersmen  give 
railroad  termini  a  warmer  name.  They  pitched 
tJieir  camp  the  first  night  by  one  of  a  chain  of  lakes 
that  runs  from  west  to  east  and,  having  purchased 
canoes,  4ay  after  day  floated  away  from  civilization 
into  the  heart  of  nature. 

One  day  Clem  helped  Grace,  who  was  now  strong 
again,  out  of  their  canoe  and  led  her  to  their  camp- 
fire.  He  made  a  seat  of  pine  branches  and  pinned 
a  bunch  of  wild  flowers  on  her  breast.  What  an 
exacting  mistress  she  was !  It  was  hard  to  win  for- 
giveness, if  you  omitted  any  of  the  ceremonies, 
which  the  gentle  sex  crave  from  their  admirers. 
She  seemed  like  one,  who,  lacking  love,  strives  with 
pathetic  patience  to  make  a  thousand  tendrils  of 
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affection  supply  its  place.  "  There  is  something 
on  your  mind,  Clem,"  she  said,  "  I  can  read  your 
face,  even  when  my  eyes  are  shut." 

Clem  told  her  about  his  suspicion  of  Holland. 
"  I  feel  worried,  that  I  do  not  hear  from  Sergent ; 
I  have  sent  him  half  a  dozen  telegrams.  I  have 
raised  our  guides'  wages  on  their  promise  to  be  m.ore 
watchful.  I  feel  sure  of  their  loyalty,  though 
Sam  looks  like  Judge  Jones  of  Dormopolis,  one 
of  the  two  unjust  Judges,  whom  I  have  known. 
Grace,"  he  continued,  "  look  at  these  cool  valleys 
and  enchanted  lakes,  these  coverts,  from  which  peep 
the  eyes  of  deer  and  faun!  Could  you  not  leave 
the  flatteries  of  society  and  live  happy  in  such  a 
paradise?  Is  solitude  hard  to  bear,  if  another 
shares  it?  Cannot  a  beautiful  woman,  with  the 
world  at  her  feet,  leave  all  and  follow  love  into  the 
wilderness  ?" 

"  Clem,  you  are  thinking  of  another,"  she  said, 
her  eyes  filling  with  tears.  He  faltered  and,  stretch- 
ing out  his  arms,  would  have  embraced  her,  but  she 
drew  herself  away. 

"  Do  not  make  me  despise  myself  too  much.  I 
thought  it  was  sad  to  die,  but  is  it  not  sadder  to  re- 
turn to  life?  Could  I  ever  have  told  you,  that  I 
loved  you,  had  I  dreamed,  that  it  was  possible  for 
me  to  live  ?  If  you  wish,  tell  me  the  truth ;  if  not, 
say  nothing.  When  we  are  dying,  we  realize  that 
two  things  alone  have  value,  love  and  truth." 

"  I  knew  that  I  should  save  your  life,  Grace." 

"  Why  are  you  only  wise,  when  ignorance  would 
be  so  much  wiser  ?  How  could  you  know  it  ?  Did 
you  know,  that  my  love  for  you  had  made  me  sick  ? 
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That  when  we  are  loved,  we  live,  and  when  we  are 
loved  no  longer,  we  die  ?" 

"  Love  does  not  kill  or  cure  like  a  knife  or  a  drug, 
Grace,  but  Love  is  lord  of  all  and  holds  our  life  and 
death  in  his  hands.  I  tried  to  breathe  into  you  the 
breath  of  life." 

"  But  you  still  love  her,  Clem,  or  hate  her,  which 
is  the  same  thing." 

"  I  am  free,  Grace." 

"  Are  you  wondering,  how  she  could  have  refused 
you,  Clem  ?"  said  Grace,  smiling  through  her  tears. 

"  She  did  not  refuse  me." 

"  Every  one  thought  so  except  myself ;  I  didn't 
believe  she  could  have  had  so  bad  taste.  It  was 
generous  to  let  people  think  so.  Is  her  image 
always  with  you,  Clem?" 

"  I  try  to  forget  her,  but  her  eyes  burn  into  my 
heart  and  brain.  What  a  fool  I  am;  telling  the 
truth  to  a  woman,  Grace,  is  all  wrong.  My  soul 
worships  yours,  as  a  child  of  the  twilight  worships 
the  daughter  of  the  morning." 

Grace  had  risen  and  turned  pale,  and  Clem,  draw- 
ing near  her,  again  tried  to  touch  her;  but  she  re- 
pelled him  and  said.  "  Everything  I  have  is  yours, 
except  myself ;  that,  no  man,  who  does  not  love  me, 
will  ever  own." 

"  Why  don't  you  make  me  fall  in  love  with  you  ?" 

"  How  can  I,  Clem  ?     Love  to  me  is  a  lost  art." 

"  Since  when  ?" 

"  Since  you  became  blind,"  and  as  Clem  looked  at 
the  fair  creature  before  him,  her  figure  graceful  as 
a  faun,  her  smile  an  isle  of  sunshine  in  the  forest 
gloom  and  her  eyes  full  of  fire  and  tenderness,  he 
wondered  he  could  think  of  another. 
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"  Grace,  I  love  you  better  than  most  men  love 
their  wives." 

"  Fie,  Clem,  are  you  going  to  measure  your  love  ? 
Never  fear,  if  you  ever  love  me,"  such  a  wistful  look 
came  into  her  face,  "  I  shall  know  it." 

"  Yet  a  man  often  deceives  a  woman,"  said  Olem, 
who  felt  possessed  by  a  spirit  of  mastery. 

"  How  ?" 

"  By  strewing  flowers  before  her,  by  watching  her 
every  word  and  glance,  by  answering  doubts  with 
vows,  sighs  with  prayers  and  tears  with  kisses,  by 
counting  each  day  lost,  that  does  not  bring  him 
nearer  to  his  goal,  by  doubling  her  charms  by  flat- 
tery, and  often  by  drowning  her  scruples  in  indif- 
ferent verse,  and  then  " 

"  Oh,  Clem  1" 

"  Then  he  says,  adieu." 

"  Don't,  Clem !  If  you  dealt  with  me  like  that, 
I  should  kill  you  I"  Her  eyes  flashed,  and  she  half 
drew  her  da^er  from  its  sheath.  "  I  mean,  if  you 
left  me,  I  should  not  mind  the  rest  so  much.  How 
can  you  so  sway  me  by  your  foolish  words  ?  Who  am 
I,  to  talk  of  killing  you,  who  am  bound  in  honor  to 
kill  myself,  if  I  do  not  first  die  of  shame  ?  I  was 
wrong,  Clem,"  she  added  archly,  "  I  am  afraid  I 
cannot  tell,  whether  or  not  a  man  really  loves  me. 
I  will  return  to  New  York  and  try  to  gain  more 
experience,  so  that  I  can  judge  better.  I  can  find 
persons  there,  perhaps,  who  will  be  willing  to  teach 
me." 

"Don't  be  in  a  hurry,  Grace,"  said  Clem  in 
alarm.  **  Haste  is  full  of  errors.  I  must  care 
something  for  you;"  his  eyes  searched  the  fair 
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conteur  of  her  neck;  "  I  would  give  half  of  New 
York  for  that  dimple  upon  your  shoulder." 

"  You  are  so  generous,  Clem,  'tis  no  wonder  you 
are  poor.  It  is  not  a  dimple,  as  you  well  know,  but 
a  wound  your  lish  hook  made.'' 

"Grace,  I  think  if  you  were  helpless  or  in 
trouble  " 

"  How  vaisn  men  are !"  she  answered  with  genuine 
contempt ;  "  they  do  not  love  women  from  the  mu- 
tual sympathy  born  of  noble  aims,  but  because  their 
passions  are  excited  by  vulgar  beauties,  or  their 
vanity  flattered  by  the  gratitude  of  inferiors.  Be- 
lieve me,  Clem,  I  am  poor  enough,  having  no  lover 
worthy  to  woo  me."  She  came  forward  and  took 
his  hand. 

"  You  like  me  better,  Grace,  now  that  you  have 
scolded  me ;  that  is  womanly.  Grace,  I  have  half  a 
mind  to  tell  you  a  secret,  which  I  have  never  con- 
fided to  any  one.  It  will  place  me  in  your  power. 
What  will  you  give  me  in  return  ?" 

"  I  will  keep  your  secret." 

"  'Tis  a  hard  bargain  to  drive  with  you.  Every 
one,  Grace,  has  one  place,  where  he  is  vulnerable." 

"  Have  you  committed  some  dreadful  crime  ?" 

"  No." 

"  What  is  your  secret  ?" 

Clem  fetched  a  sigh,  as  Grace  begged  him  again 
to  tell  her,  and  remained  silent.  But  her  words  had 
a  coy  insistence,that  won  their  way  sidewise  into  l4ie 
heart.  He  answered  her  presently  in  a  half  serious 
tone.  "  My  vulnerable  point,  Grace,  is  rhyme. 
Any  woman  who  will  make  me  write  stanzas  in  her 
honor,  will  make  me  fall  in  love  with  her,  that  is 
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with  my  song-idol.  There,  I  never  thought  I  should 
be  so  foolish,  as  to  entrust  my  secret  to  you !" 

"  It  is  a  hard  way  to  win  one's  love,  Clem.  You 
will  be  like  a  bee  caught  in  his  own  honey.  Do  poets 
ever  really  mean  what  they  write  ?" 

"  Poetry  is  the  form,  in  which  whatever  is  divine 
in  human  aspirations,  embodies  itself.  A  lie  in 
verse  is  a  crime  against  the  gods." 

"  I  thought,  Clem,  the  nuptial  torch  burnt  up 
more  poems  than  editors." 

"  Far  from  it,  Grace,  most  literature  is  the 
product  of  domestic  unhappiness." 

"  Then,"  she  said  mockingly,  "  if  I  cannot  make 
you  happy,  I  may  yet  make  you  famous.  Ah,  Clem, 
why  do  you  make  my  time  pass  so  pleasantly  with 
your  foolish  fancies  ?  When  I  am  away  from  you, 
I  am  constantly  saying,  that  I  will  only  see  you  once 
more,  but  your  words  make  me  as  changeable  as  a — 
woman." 

"  Come,  Grace,  give  me  your  wraps ;  the  sun  has 
set ;  we  will  sit  on  the  bank.  Through  what  scenes 
of  enchantment  has  not  the  lamp  of  your  beauty 
led  me  these  last  few  days !"  He  sat  beside  her  and, 
covering  her  knees  with  her  cloak,  watched  the 
moon's  unreal  light  gild  mountain,  lake  and  forest. 

"  Last  night,  Grace,  I  thought  that  the  earth  sud- 
denly stopped  and,  with  all  who  inherit  it,  turned 
into  gas.  For  a  moment  my  soul  was  in  confusion ; 
then  it  began  to  inquire  after  its  affinity.  For  whom 
do  you  think  it  called  ?" 

"  I  haven't  the  least  idea." 

"  It  called  for  you." 

"  I  do  not  believe  it.*' 
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"You  do  not  believe  it  r 

"  No." 

"  I  can  hardly  believe  it  myself ;  it  was  so  like  a 
dream." 

"  How  you  love  to  tease  me ;  I  mean  I  don't  be- 
lieve, it  called  for  me." 

"  Oh,  that  is  gospel  truth." 

He  sat  for  some  time  in  silence,  inhaling  the  per- 
fumed air  and  watching  the  changing  scene  before 
him.  The  mystic  lake  was  tenanted  by  laughing 
naiads,  whose  crystalline  limbs  were  half  veiled  by 
the  glooming  waves.  Fugitive  voices,  lost  in  the 
forest-mazes,  echoed  the  fond  repentance  of  love's 
truants,  too  gentle  to  be  long  unkind.  Here  and 
there  through  the  leaves  glistened  a  momentary  star, 
or  a  flickering  light  on  the  distant  water's  edge  lent 
a  human  warmth  to  an  enchanted  picture. 

"  Grace,"  he  whispered,  "  would  you  not  love  to 
have  a  child?" 

"  I  would  give  my  life  gladly,"  she  answered 
quickly ;  then  she  flushed  crimson  and  her  eyes  filled 
with  tears. 

"  It  is  the  one  link,  Grace,  that  binds  us  to  the 
chain  of  eternity." 

"  Don't  fill  the  few  days  that  remain  with  such 
emotions,  Clem." 

A  dread  fell  upon  him.  What  purpose  was  she 
hiding  ?  "  Promise  me,  Grace,  that  you  will  never 
go  away  without  telling  me,  and  that  you  will  never 
harm  yourself,"  he  said  earnestly. 

"  What  a  mind  reader  you  are !  How  kindly  you 
feel  toward  me !  'Tis  a  pity,  that  you  cannot  love 
me.     There,  if  you  insist  on  it,  I  will  promise." 
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"  Grace,  you  frighten  me ;  I  cannot  understand 
you ;  mild  as  your  nature  is,  it  is  capable  of  reckless 
d,eed8." 

They  returned  to  camp,  and  Clem  was  soon 
stretched  upon  his  leafy  couch.  The  sky  was  cloud- 
ed, when  he  awoke,  but  he  judged  it  to  be  about  mid- 
night. As  was  his  custom,  he  stepped  to  Grace's 
tent  to  see,  that  she  was  not  uncovered.  He  had 
grown  so  familiar  with  their  forest  home,  that  the 
trees  seemed  like  guardians.  La  Belle  Precieuse 
was  sleeping  soundly.  He  bent  down  to  steal  a  kiss 
from  her,  but  sprang  back  like  one,  whose  hand, 
reaching  to  pluck  a  water  lily,  touches  the  cold  coil 
of  ja  moccasin. 


CHAPTEE  XXIX. 

The  next  moment  Clem  was  locked  in  the  embrace 
of  a  man  of  iron,  and  the  hand  of  a  second  ruffian 
tightened  aroimd  his  throat.  Before  he  could  utter 
a  cry,  he  was  gagged  and  hauled  from  the  tent 
towards  the  lake.  In  a  flash  he  saw  the  whole  plot 
unfolded  before  him,  his  insane  security,  his  guides 
drugged,  himself  at  the  mercy  of  his  enemy.  How 
he  cursed  his  folly !  And  Gracel  the  bloody  sweat 
poured  from  his  wounds  at  thought  of  her !  Poor 
Clem !  Nature's  smile  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye 
had  turned  into  a  tiger's  grin.  But  little  time  had 
he  for  reflection,  as,  exhausted  with  his  struggles, 
he  was  half  dragged,  half  driven  towards  the  bank. 
It  would  be  all  over  in  a  few  seconds,  and,  breathing 
a  short  prayer  for  those  dearest  to  him,  he  canaigned 
his  soul  to  heaven. 

At  the  water's  edge  a  kidnapper  unfastened  a 
canoe.  Their  purpose  was  clearly  to  row  him  into 
the  middle  of  the  lake,  weight  him  and  throw  him 
in.  Watching  his  opportimity,  he  placed  (me  foot 
on  the  boat's  stem  and  pushed  it  off  with  all  his 
strength.  The  agile  craft  darted  into  the  mist. 
Muffled  threats  broke  from  his  captors,  who  urged 
each  other  into  the  lake,  but  either  no  one  could 
swim,  or  no  one  cared  to  venture  into  the  (Aill  water. 

"  Fool !  it  will  be  the  worse  for  you,"  whispered  a 
voice,  which  Clem  recognized  as  Sam's,  his  guide. 
Then  the  three  men  in  silence  with  ki<&  and  blow 
urged  him  through  the  underwood  with  the  instinct 
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of  foresters.  He  tried  to  guess,  whither  they  were 
going,  and,  by  noting  the  moss  on  the  trees,  judged 
that  they  must  be  moving  northwest. 

With  steps  more  rapid  in  the  twilight,  through 
moss  and  mire,  through  forest  and  slough,  over  the 
bones  of  prostrate  eentipedal  pine  trees,  through 
open  glades  and  over  rocky  summits,  they  pricked 
their  way  during  what  seemed  to  Clem  a  long 
eternity.  At  dawn  he  recognized  in  another  of  his 
captors  the  Man  with  a  Scar,  who  had  before  dogged 
his  path.  At  length,  after  climbing  over  the  Home- 
stead of  Desolation  and  making  a  rapid  descent, 
Clem  heard  a  whistle,  which  brought  the  party  to  a 
halt.  He  found  himself  in  a  leafy  hollow,  at  the 
base  of  a  mountain,  whose  sunmiit  towered  above 
the  tree  tops,  like  the  head  of  a  bald  eagle.  A  rivu- 
let ran  through  the  valley,  eddying  here  and  there 
and  bearing  ite  sweet  song  from  mountain  to  sea. 
The  scene  was  so  wild  and  beautiful,  that  Clem  in- 
stinctively thought  of  Ivy  and  for  a  moment  won- 
dered, if  anger  at  her  slighted  beauty  had  brought 
him  to  this  pass.  On  this  side  of  the  stream  stood 
a  boulder,  on  either  side  of  which,  by  a  few  strokes 
of  the  spade,  the  water  could  be  made  to  run.  As 
the  party  halted,  a  half  masked  man  stepped  from 
behind  the  rock  and  ordered  Clem's  gag  to  be  re- 
moved. 

"  You  know  who  we  are  ?"  said  a  familiar  voice. 

"  This  man,"  said  Clem,  nodding  at  his  treacher- 
ous guide,  who  was  on  guard  over  him,  "  looks  like 
the  son  of  an  unjust  Judge  of  Dormopolis."  Had 
Clem  called  Sam  a  murderer,  chance  is,  he  would 
have  felt  flattered,  but,  strange  tribute  to  the  Anglo- 
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Saxom  love  of  justice,  the  ruffian  flushed  at  Clem's 
words  and  half  drew  a  knife  from  its  sheath,  but 
returned  it  at  a  word  from  his  chief. 

"  You,"  added  Clem  contemptuously,  looking  into 
the  latter's  eyes,  "  I  read  for  a  steerer  of  assassins. 
Take  off  your  mask,  Holland ;  you  are  not  fitted  for 
melodrama.  Come,  you  were  once  a  gentleman. 
You  hate  me  and  I  hate  you.  If  you  dare  not  fight 
me  fairly,  at  least  set  me  free  and  fight  armed  your- 
self. If  not  a  gentleman,  you  were  once  a  sports- 
man. You  were  never  a  card-marker,  or  a  jockey- 
buzzer.  Don't  put  your  saving  virtue  to  the  blush. 
Crawl  out  of  the  mud  and  shake  yourself !" 

"  I  let  you  rob  me  in  silence,  when  I  was  in  your 
power,"  said  the  mask. 

"  It  was  to  save  an  innocent  man's  life,  that  I  im- 
prisoned you,"  said  Clem. 

"  You  stole  my  money,  and  you  still  keep  it,"  said 
Holland,  removing  his  mask.  "  Were  it  any  one 
else,  I  would  do  what  you  ask,  but  you  ought  not  to 
refuse  your  own  medicine.  You  have  robbed  me  of 
my  wealth,  of  my  love.  You  had  not  the  excuse  of 
loving  her;  you  stole  her  from  me  to  gratify  your 
vanity  and  to  steal  her  money,  which  belongs  to  me. 
Curse  you,  why  do  you  not  beg  for  mercy  ?" 

"  What  is  your  price  ?" 

"  My  fortune  and  the  woman  I  love." 

"  I  am  willing,"  said  Clem,  "  to  give  my  fortune 
for  my  life,  but  since  when  have  men  bartered  their 
wives  for  liberty  ?" 

"  She  is  your  wife  but  in  name.  She  will  have 
nothing  to  do  with  you." 

"  Are  you  a  Peeping-Tom  as  well  as  a  cut  throat  ?" 

"  It  is  the  jest  of  the  dubs." 
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"  Hollandyl  was  mistaken  in  saying,  that  you  were 
once  a  gentleman.  The  rumors  about  your  mother's 
vagaries  did  not  err.  Your  father  was  an  Italian 
organ-grinder  or  two.  It  is  from  their  blood,  that 
you  have  inherited  the  instincts  of  a  monkey." 

"  Silence,  fool !''  said  Holland,  and  at  a  sign  Clem 
was  again  gagged  and  carried  to  the  other  side  of  the 
rock,  where  a  grave  was  digging.  When  this  had 
reached  a  depth  of  two  or  three  feet,  Clem,  in  spite 
of  his  struggles,  was  thrust  into  it,  and  the  men 
began  throwing  earth  over  his  feet 

"  Are  they  going  to  bury  me  alive  ?"  he  thought, 
and  the  diggers  evidently  suspected,  that  such  was 
Holland's  purpose,  for  presently  the  Man  with  the 
Scar  bade  the  other  two  lay  down,  one  his  spade  and 
the  other  his  paddle,  and  called  out : 

"  Boss,  I  ain't  none  of  them,  that  rallies  objections 
in  the  way  of  business ;  my  record  proves  that ;  and 
a  man  more  or  less  in  the  world  doesn't  take  the 
bread  out  of  the  mouths  of  the  census-takers.  But 
I'll  allow  it  rasps  my  conscience  to  pile  dirt  on  a 
quick  man  and  a  pretty  man  at  that." 

Holland  came  to  the  edge  of  the  grave  and  looked 
down  at  Clem,  with  an  expression  of  relentless  hate. 
Then  turning  to  the  speaker,  "  Have  no  fear,"  he 
said,  "  the  mole  will  not  die  quick ;  he  will  die  of 
shock." 

"Well,"  replied  the  punctilious  but  obliging 
knave,  "  that  sounds  like  a  Christian  death.  I  don't 
mind  shocking  a  man.  I  am  often  shocked  myself  at 
the  poor  whiskey,  which  I  have  to  drink.  But  look 
here.  Boss,  we  have  been  spitting  cotton  for  an  hour, 
and  running  water  is  more  irritating  than  dust  to 
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dry  nerves.  Suppose  you  undam  some  of  the  oom- 
sap,  which  you  have  in  the  tent  yonder,  V7here  the 
gal  is." 

Holland  went  away  and,  returning,  gave  the  men 
some  whiskey  and  again  looked  at  Clem.  "  There 
are  punishments,"  he  muttered,  "  which  satisfy  even 
the  hatred  of  those,  who  have  been  wronged." 

Clem  heeded  him  not,  he  was  thinking  of  what  the 
Man  with  the  Scar  had  said.  Two  of  the  ruffians 
must  have  kidnapped  Grace,  before  attacking  him, 
and  have  brought  her  hither  by  the  quicker  water 
way.  The  strangest  of  their  gang  had  remained  to 
guard  against  Clem's  discovering  her  absence,  and 
the  two  had  returned  in  time  to  aid  in  his  capture. 
How  long  had  she  been  in  Holland's  power  ? 

They  next  covered  Clem's  legs  and  body  with  earth 
and  over  his  head  fastened  a  wicker  work,  which  they 
overspread  with  turf.  He  needed  no  wit  to  realize 
in  part  his  enemy's  purpose.  No  ray  of  light  now 
entered  his  tomb ;  of  thought's  five  doors  all  except 
hearing  were  closed.  .  This  sense,  by  a  law  of  com- 
pensation, grew  strangely  acute ;  he  heard,  or  fancied 
he  heard,  all  sounds  on  earth,  in  heaven  and  beneath. 

Holland  then  bade  his  men  pitch  his  tent  over  the 
grave.  His  malign  intent  grew  clearer  to  Clem, 
whose  curses  seemed  of  power  to  drag  an  archangel 
from  heaven.  The  bloody  sweat  broke  from  every 
pore  as  he  heard  Grace's  voice : 

"  I  will  not  answer  you  blindfolded  and  hand-tied. 
Yes,  I  will  promise  not  to  run  away.  What  is  your 
pleasure  ?" 

"  Grace,  you  are  the  one  desire  of  my  heart ;  the 
only  thing  that  has  ever  been  denied  me.     I  love 
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you,  I  have  always  l6ved  you.  All  that  I  have  in 
the  world  I  will  give  for  your  love." 

"  What  do  you  wish  ?" 

"  I  wish  you  to  marry  me,  now  and  here.  I  have 
a  clergyman,  who  will  unite  us,  though  our  words 
will  suffice." 

"  You  are  not  in  earnest ;  you  know  that  I  am  al- 
ready married." 

"  To  a  man  warm  from  the  arms  of  another." 

"  It  is  false." 

"  You  know  it  is  true.  Marry  me ;  your  shadow 
of  a  husband  will  grant  you  a  divorce ;  I  know  his 
disposition  well;  there  shall  be  no  stain  on  your 
name." 

"Why  is  there  such  haste?  Can  you  enter  a 
heart  by  force  ?     Where  is  my  husband  ?" 

"  He  is  safe." 

"  Where  ?" 

"  He  is  in  my  power." 

"  You  will  not  murder  him  ?" 

"  Do  not  speak  of  him,  imlqss  you  wish  to  inflame 
me  beyond  my  power  of  self-control.  Did  he  not  rob 
me  of  my  fortune  ?  Did  he  not  steal  the  very  money, 
for  which  he  married  you  ?  That  is  nothing ;  has 
he  not  robbed  me  of  you  ?  Did  he  ever  love  you  ? 
Had  he  even  that  excuse  ?  Is  it  not  to  gratify  his 
hatred  of  me,  that  he  would  extinguish  the  Lamp 
of  my  Life  ?" 

"  I  love  him." 

"  You  love  him,  Grace,"  his  voice  suddenly  grew 
cold,  "  what  then  will  you  give  to  save  his  life  ?" 

"  My  own." 

"  Will  you  give  your  honor  ?" 
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Grace  was  silent.  Clem  felt  as  though  his  spirit 
would  burst  from  its  double  prison  and  strike  the 
torturer  dead. 

"  Grace,"  continued  Holland,  and  perhaps  the 
most  revolting  mark  of  his  argument  was  its  calm 
eloquence,  "  you  cannot  escape  me.  Gtod  Almighty 
cannot  snatch  you  from  my  hands.  If  I  be  stricken 
down,  you  will  but  fall  into  the  power  of  yonder  out- 
laws, who  will  cast  lots  to  see,  to  whom  you  shall  first 
belong.  Marry  me.  Save  Clough's  life,  if  you  will. 
If  you  refuse  me,  I  shall  force  your  compliance. 
Our  victim's  death  rattle  shall  pronounce  your  di- 
vorce. And  too  late  the  idle  obstacles,  which  you 
oppose  to  my  passion,  will  be  removed." 

"  You  were  born  without  a  mother !" 

There  was  a  silence  of  a  few  moments.  Then 
Clem  heard  her  pleading  for  mercy,  for  the  sake  of 
the  Mother  of  God,  for  the  sake  of  his  own  hope  of 
heaven.  He  heard  Holland's  silent  answers.  The 
soimd  of  a  cruel  struggle  drew  closer.  Now  he 
heard  but  two  feet  approaching.  Doubtless  the  ruf- 
fian had  mastered  her  and  was  bearing  her  within 
the  tent,  which  he  had  built  over  Clem's  tomb.  He 
heard  her  shrieks  die  away  into  a  quiet  more  harrow- 
ing. He  heard  the  distant  baying  of  hounds.  His 
grave  had  turned  into  the  gate  of  hell.  He  heard  a 
deep  groan.  A  body  fell  upon  him.  At  the  same 
moment  his  heart  burst  within  him.  The  narrow 
gate  by  which  he  held  intercourse  with  the  world 
was  closed.  He  plunged  headlong  to  the  lowest 
circle  of  the  Inferno. 

When  he  recovered  consciousness  he  was  stretched 
upon  the  ground,  his  hands  and  feet  free,  and  the 
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gag  removed  from  his  mouth.  He  was  so  weak, 
that  he  could  not  open  his  eyes.  He  heard  Grace's 
faltering  accents  and  out  of  the  night  of  his  imagina- 
tion conjured  a  fairer  face  than  day.  Slowly  he 
raised  his  eyelids. 

"  He  lives !''  cried  Grace. 

"  Why  shouldn't  he  live,  he  has  never  been  dead  ? 
His  breath  clouded  my  watch  case.  Don't  choke 
him,  you  foolish  girl ;"  Grace  was  pouring  whiskey 
down  his  throat.  "Let  him  sit  up."  Th^  voice  was 
familiar  enough.  Clem  looked  languidly  around 
him.  Grace  was  bending  over  him ;  Sergent  was 
standing  near  him,  and  behind  Sergent  sat  two  sober 
hounds.  At  a  little  distance  stood  the  sullen  figures 
of  his  guide  Sam  and  the  Man  with  the  Scar.  Across 
the  stream  lay  the  body  of  Holland's  third  tool  torn 
by  the  dogs,  who  were  still  licking  their  chops.  With 
a  shudder,  Clem  then  turned  his  eyes  toward  the 
tent,  through  the  open  curtain  of  which  his  repentant 
grave  was  half  visible.  Stretched  across  it,  he  saw 
part  of  a  motionless  form  with  a  dark  stream  oozing 
from  its  side.  A  searching  glance  at  Grace  showed 
that  the  richest  of  nature's  dyes  had  recolored  her 
dark  dress.  In  answer  to  his  silent  question  she 
drew  her  dagger  from  its  sheath. 

"He  never  suspected,  that  I  wore  a  weapon  hidden 
in  my  hair.  Your  kris  is  doubly  sacred  to  me,  Clem ; 
it  is  stained  with  your  blood,  and  it  has  saved  my 
honor." 

"  He  too  is  dead  ?"  Clem  pointed  to  the  carrion  by 
the  rivulet. 

"  'Twas  a  close  call,"  said  Sergent.  "  They  were 
picked  ruffians ;  but  he  fired  from  the  shoulder,  and 
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I  fired  from  the  pocket.  I  was  taken  by  surprise 
too/^  Sergent  helped  Clem  to  his  feet,  and  they 
stepped  to  the  tent  and  looked  at  the  bloody  work 
within. 

"  Had  he  not  stopped  to  dig  your  grave,  Olem,  he 
would  not  now  covet  it,"  said  Sergent.  "  It  was  his 
hour ;  what  a  fool  to  waste  it !" 

"  How  came  you  here  in  time  ?" 

"  I  was  away  when  your  tel^rams  arrived ;  but  I 
started  at  once  on  my  return.  Your  last  message 
made  me  fear  foul  play.  I  reached  your  camp 
soon  after  daybreak.  Your  guides  were  drunk  or 
drugged ;  Grace  and  you  were  gone.  I  knew  some 
crime  was  on  foot  and,  giving  the  dogs  the  scent, 
started  on  your  trail." 

"  You  were  bom  to  be  our  saviour  I" 

Sergent  turned  his  head  aside.  "  Grace,"  he 
said,  it  was  the  second  time,  that  he  had  ever  called 
her  by  her  Oh'ristian  name,  "  see  if  Sam  will  let  you 
go  behind  him?"  Grace  walked  carelessly  on  one 
side  of  the  guide,  but  he  turned  his  face  towards  her. 
"  I  thought  so ;  I  saw  a  smile  on  the  simpleton's  face. 
Sam,  come  here,"  he  said  quietly,  covering  him  with 
his  pistol.  The  man  advanced  with  a  scowling  look. 
"  Grace,  can  you  tie  a  man's  hands  tightly  ?" 

"  Try  me." 

"  The  rascal  has  slipped  his  cords.  He  is  as 
strong  as  a  steam  engine.  If  he  catches  us  unawares, 
he  will  kill  us  all.  Samuel,  you  should  be  more 
economical  of  your  smiles.  Brat  of  Judas!  stand 
still,  or  I'll  set  the  dogs  on  you." 

Clem  stood  looking  at  the  silent  figure  of  his  arch- 
enemy, and  Grace,  after  securing  the  guide's  hands 
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firmly,  stole  up  beside  him.  "  Grace,"  he  said,  ^'  he 
was  not  a  bad  boy,  but  from  his  youth  up  his  every 
wish  was  gratified,  and  he  grew  to  be  insanely  selfish. 
Yet,  after  a  fashion  he  loved  you.  Those,  who  die 
for  love,  are  the  aristocrats  of  the  dead.  Can  we 
not  forgive  him,  now  that  he  has  gone  to  the  Bealim 
of  the  Kiddie  ?" 

"  There  is  no  riddle  about  it ;  he  has  gone  where 
he  deserves  to  go.  I  shall  never  forgive  him ;  nor 
you  either,  if  you  say  a  word  m  his  favor." 

"  What  shall  we  do  with  these  remnants  ?"  asked 
Sergent,  pointing  to  the  prisoners. 

"  What  shall  we  do  with  men,  who  bury  their  vic- 
tims alive  ?  Kill  them ;"  Grace  again  whipped  out 
her  dagger.  "  My  mother  wove  the  ropes,  that  hung 
nine  Apaches.  If  you  have  no  objection,  I  will  pun- 
ish them  myself." 

Clem  shuddered;  such  fierce  glances  lit  up  the 
eyes  of  the  beautiful  young  tigress,  who  a  few  min- 
utes since  had  shone  like  a  celestial  vision.  Sergent 
could  not  repress  a  cry  of  admiration.  "  Softly," 
he  said ;  ^^  it  is  well  not  to  be  too  liberal  even  with  the 
blood  of  our  enemies.  Besides,  if  this  thing  be- 
comes noised  abroad,  scandal  may  couple  Holland's 
name  with  your  own."  He  beckoned  the  prisoners 
towards  him :  "  You  know  of  what  crimes  you  are 
guilty.  We  have  condemned  you  to  death.  Have 
you  anything  to  say  ?" 

The  wretches  at  once  began  to  plead  piteously 
for  pardon,  alleging  that  they  had  only  been  faithful 
to  their  employer.  "  If  your  lives  are  spared,"  said 
Sergent,  "  you  will  owe  it  to  the  generosity  of  this 
lady,  whom  you  would  have  wronged," 
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"  It  is  a  lie !"  said  the  Man  with  the  Scar ;  "  I 
would  not  have  harmed  her.  The  Boss  told  me  that 
she  was  a  willing  victim,  and  I  dared  not  cross  him.'' 

Sergent  looked  awhile  from  one  of  the  trembling 
rogues  to  the  other.  "  If  she  pardons  you,  you  will 
repay  her  by  murdering  us  all."  They  both  stoutly 
denied  the  impeachment. 

"  You,"  continued  Sergent,  addressing  the  more 
nimble-tongued  knave, "  have  already  had  some  little 
tiff  with  the  law." 

"  I  have." 

"  It  might  happen  without  any  fault  of  your 
own." 

"  Thank  your  honor  for  that  word.  At  my  law- 
yer's bidding,  I  did  but  clap  my  name  into  a  deed, 
that  looked  empty  without  it.  I  thought  no  more 
about  it,  till  I  heard  that  the  oflBcers  were  after  me. 
Mr.  Holland,  whose  land  it  was,  let  me  out  of  the 
scrape,  and  one  has  to  be  grateful." 

"  Have  you  brains  enough  to  be  selfish  ?" 

"  We  will  be  anything  your  honor  wishes,  if  you 
will  spare  our  lives ;  there  is  no  telling  what  we  shall 
be,  if  you  don't." 

"  Good !"  said  Sergent.  "  You  were  the  last  per- 
sons seen  in  company  with  Mr.  Holland.  He  has 
over  two  thousand  dollars  in  his  pocket.  If  his  body 
is  found,  it  may  go  hard  with  you,  unless  we  are 
alive  to  testify.  Remember  that  you  have  a  stake 
in  our  lives.  Would  it  not  be  a  wise  plan  for  some 
persons  to  divide  the  swag,  bury  the  two  bodies  and 
vanish  ?  I  do  not  advise  you  to  take  the  money,  but, 
perhaps,  it  has  already  occurred  to  you  ?" 

"It  has,  your  honor,"  answered  both  men  heartily. 
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Sergent  searched  the  two  bodies  and  the  two 
prisoners  to  see  if  any  weapon  had  escaped  him; 
he  then  freed  the  knaves'  hands,  and  his  party,  fol- 
lowing their  own  trail  back  to  the  camp,  arrived 
there  abont  four  o'clock  footsore  and  weary.  They 
found  their  five  guides  just  recovering  from  their 
treacherous  debauch.  One  of  them  was  sober  enough 
to  drop  a  line  a  hundred  feet  deep  into  the  lake 
and  draw  up  a  large  trout.  The  fish,  cold  and 
firm  as  ice,  he  placed  in  Grace's  hands  for  dinner. 
He  then  pulled  up  from  a  less  depth  a  pail  of  hard 
butter  and  brought  it  to  the  table.  The  nurse  had 
long  since  been  sent  away,  and  Grace,  with  her  knock- 
kneed  understudy,  began  to  prepare  their  meal. 

"  I  have  a  letter,  which  I  forgot  to  give  you,"  said 
Sergent  to  Clem,  as  they  sat  down  to  dinner,  and, 
taking  it  from  his  pocket,  he  handed  it  to  his  friend. 
The  address  was  in  Ivy's  handwriting,  as  Clem's 
blushes,  which  he  tried  to  repress,  easily  informed 
Grace. 

"  Grace,"  he  said  savagely,  hoping  to  make  a 
diversion,  "  this  fish  is  burned." 

"  You  didn't  tell  me,  that  you  didn't  waat  it 
burned,"  she  answered  submissively. 

After  dinner  he  stole  away  to  the  edge  of  the  lake 
and  opened  Ivy's  letter.  Each  word  had  a  witch- 
craft to  conjure  from  the  watery  depths  the  face  of 
the  woman,  who  had  first  taught  him  the  depths  of 
human  passion. 

"  Sweetheart,"  the  letter  began,  "  if  you  knew 
how  hard  it  is  for  me  to  write  to  you,  you  would 
pity  me.  I  know  the  anguish,  which  I  am  inflict- 
ing on  you.    Had  you  left  me,  I  should  have  wished 
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to  kill  yoTL  Snt  ^ou  have  been  geDfiroiiB;  foa  have 
let  me  leave  you.  Yet,  strange  selfishnieBS  of  the 
human  heart,  though  I  alone  am  to  blame,  I  wish 
you  to  suffer  terribly,  as  I  do.  De  rigueur,  perhaps 
1  ought  to  ask  you  to  commit  suicide,  but  are  there 
not  other  ways  for  showing  grief  as  eloquent  ?  Nay, 
Clem,  I  shudder  at  what  I  have  written  even  in 
mockery.  By  the  sweet  hours  we  have  known  to- 
gether, for  my  sake,  for  your  mother's  sake,  I  im- 
plore you  to  do  yourself  no  injury.  I  could  not 
act,  as  you  urged  me,  without  utter  ruin ;  as  reason 
has  long  since  told  you.  We  could  not  spend  our 
lives  in  a  comer  with  a  cow,  a  cat  and  a  cobweb. 
My  friend  has  divided  his  fortune  with  me.  We 
are  going  abroad.  Wherever  I  am,  I  shall  always 
remember  you  too  kindly.  Think  of  me,  as  one, 
whom  under  a  more  favorable  star,  you  could  have 
made  supremely  happy.  Cheri!  je  pense  a  toi 
sonvent,  toujours.'*^ 

"  Ivy !"  said  Clem  bitterly,  "though  your  sins  are 
as  scarlet,  they  vanish  in  the  light  of  your  beauty  1" 
He  was  half  tempted  to  cast  himself  into  the  lake 
in  the  fond  hope  of  embracing  the  lovely  image, 
whose  gleaming  eyes  wooed  him  to  love's  long  re- 
pose. A  tender  touch  fell  upon  his  arm.  "  Clem, 
do  I  intrude  upon  your  grief?" 

"  I  am  wholly  free,  Grace." 

"Freedom  is  not  happiness,"  she  said  gently. 
"  Is  not  this  feeling,  which  possesses  you,  rather  the 
devotion  of  a  gifted  mind  to  that  ideal,  that  exists 
only  in  the  imagination  ?" 

"  Does  that  make  it  less  powerful,  Grace  ?" 

"  Not  less  powerful,  but,  perhaps,  more  obedient 


494  THE    DEUCE    OF   HEAETS. 

to  common  sense.  Clem,  I  am  going  myself  to  be 
selfish.  God  has  miraculously  preserved  our  lives 
and  thrown  us  together  for  a  good  end.^^ 

"  It  was  a  million  chances  to  one,  that  Sergent 
would  have  been  too  late.  Nay,  had  I  not  by  an  im- 
pulse, which  I  regretted,  pushed  off  their  boat>  it 
would  have  been  all  over  with  us,  before  he  reached 
us." 

"  Do  you  know,"  whispered  Grace,  hiding  her 
face  in  her  hands,  "  how  I  longed,  when  I  sent  that 
villain's  soul  to  torment,  to  hiss  in  his  ear,  that  I 
had  been  happy  in  your  love." 

"  What  a  fiery  angel  it  is !"  said  Clem,  encircling 
her  waist  Grace  unclasped  his  hands,  drew  her^ 
self  away,  rose  and  patted  the  pine  needles  with  her 
foot. 

"  Clem,  I  know  what  was  in  your  thoughts.  How 
often  must  I  rob  the  tomb  for  a  lover  ?  What  other 
woman  would  look  at  such  an  habitual  grave- 
breaker  ?  WiU  you  reply,  that  I  also  am  but  a  kid- 
napped shade  ?  Are  we  not  two  little  ghosts*  come 
back  to  Love's  School?  If  we  denied  ourselves, 
when  alive,  are  not  our  spirits  entitled  to  some  in- 
dulgence?" She  paused  and  looked  sidewise  at 
Clem  with  an  expression  so  delicately  fond,  that  he 
trembled  with  delight.  Still  modest  overmuch,  her 
intrepid  soul  peeped  from  the  comers  of  her  eyes, 
as  her  diamond-tipped  glances  kindled  on  their  way 
through  the  shadows. 

Her  voice,  its  love-petulance  gone,  was  too  ex- 
quisitely sweet  ever  to  be  forgotten.  She  moved 
before  him,  like  the  Vision  of  Maidenhood,  doubt- 
ful of  the  power  of  her  imripe  charms,  yet  eager  to 
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put  it  to  the  touch.  The  broken  moonshine,  like 
floating  lilies  filled  with  light,  illumined  a  figure 
more  graceful  than  flower  or  sapling. 

"  Do  you  not  remember,  Clem,"  she  said  in 
lowered  tones, "  what  you  told  me  the  other  day, 
that  a  man  can  so  feign  love,  that  a  woman  cannot 
detect  the  counterfeit  ?  If  that  be  true,  is  not  life 
too  short  to  search  for  all  these  differences  ?  Will 
you  not  promise  to  make  believe  you  love  me  and 
try  to  deceive  me  ?" 

"  What  need  to  make  believe,  Grace  V* 

"  You  are  beginning  well,  but,"  she  added 
earnestly,  "  will  you  promise  not  to  stop,  until  I 
tell  you  ?" 

"  I  will  tell  you,  when  I  shall  stop." 

Grace  turned  pale,  her  lips  trembled,  but  her 
brave  eyes  searched  his  own  keenly.  "  I  shall  not 
stop,  Grace,  until  every  wish  of  yours  is  gratified."   . 

"  That  will  be  never,"  she  answered,  her  cheeks 
mantling  with  blushes  half  of  pleasure  half  of 
anger.  "  How  you  love  to  unmask  my  heart !  You 
can  stop,  when  you  please;  what  matters  it?  I 
shall  live  happy  all  my  life;  for  when  you  stop,  I 
shall  die,  or  I  shall  begin,"  she  added  in  acents  be- 
witchingly  aggressive. 

"  How  many  men  have  told  you,  that  you  are 
beautiful,  Grace?" 

"Ani  I  good  at  figures?  I  am  but  a  country 
lass." 

"  You  are  a  Gypsy  Princess.  TsTo  wild  rose  flash- 
ing from  the  forest-fringe  was  ever  more  exquisitely 
fair.     I  shall  be  your  beauty's  slave  all  my  life." 

"  Beauty  never  keeps  a  man  true." 
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'^  There  is  a  beauty,  that  has  many  forms,  many 
voices,  many  memories  and  many  promises.  'Tis  a 
tie,  from  which,  I  fear,  it  will  be  hard  to  breaL" 
He  tried  to  kiss  her  lips,  bat  she  drew  back. 

^^  You  must  never  kiss  my  lips;  another  has 
kissed  them." 

^'  He  has  kissed  colder  lips  than  yours  since  then," 
he  cried  savagely. 

^^  If  you  are  jealous,  you  must  care  for  me  a 
little.     If  you  are  jealous,  what  must  I  be  P* 

'^  Grace,"  said  Cl^n,  with  sudden  passion,  '^  you 
never  believed  those  pictures,  whidi  were  sent  you, 
when  I  was  imprisoned «" 

She  flushed  crimson.  '^  I  didn't  and  I  did,  Clem. 
Jealousy  is  rarely  a  skeptic." 

"  They  were  inventions  of  that  Devil's  favorite." 

^^  I  thought  as  much,  but  I  cared  more  for  your 
feeling  for  one  woman  than  for  alL  Ah,  Clem," 
she  said  wistfully,  '^  surrounded  as  she  was,  you 
couldn't  have  kissed  her?" 

"  'Tis  true,  I  couldn't." 

"You  say  you  couldn't,  you  don't  say  you 
didn't  ?"  said  Grace  frowning.  "  Nay,  I  want  to 
know  nothing  about  her;  I  want  to  forget  her. 
Why  can  we  never  forget  those,  whom  we  envyt 
Every  act  in  our  past  is  a  factor  in  our  lives.  If 
we  strive  to  forget  it,  we  remember  it  the  more. 
Death  and  Gk>d  hold  the  past  and  future,  why  can- 
not we  enjoy  the  present?  Do  I  not  please  you  a 
little,  Clem  ?" 

"  If  never  to  tire  of  a  woman's  society,  to  wish 
always  to  serve  her,  to  share  her  thoughts,  to  grow 
with  her  growth,  is  to  love  her." 
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"  You  might  say  that  of  your  grandmother.  I 
fear,  that  I  shall  have  to  get  some  one  else  to  teach 
me  what  love  is." 

"  If,"  said  Clem,  piqued,  "  to  wish  to  fill  your 
dimpliB  with  kisses,  to  drink  poison  from  your  lips, 
to  to  the  clod  under  your  feet,  if  to  feel  an  agony  of 
doubt^  wiien  you  are  out  of  my  sight,  to  wish  to  hide 
you  fwm  every  eye,  yet  have  you  the  center  of  the 
world^B  admiration — ^Ah,  Grace,  how  long  will  you 
ii^nitously  torture  me  to  death  ?" 

"  You  are  improving  already.  If  rhetoric  were 
l6ve,  how  easily  would  all  hearts  be  satisfied."  She 
smiled  and  yielded  her  hand  to  his  entreaty. 

"  Shall  you  always  love  me,  Grace  V^ 

"  Yes,  unless  you  do  something  terrible." 

"  Such  as  ?" 

"  Oh,  not  doing  what  I  bid  you." 

"  Am't  you  afraid,  Grace,  that  some  day  I  shall 
die  of  remorse,  for  ever  having  seen  another 
woman  ?" 

"  When  you  care  for  me,  your  words  will  be  more 
simple.     Why  do  you  fancy  me  just  a  little  ?" 

"  I  love  you,  Grace,  because  you  only  love  what 
is  best  in  me." 

"  You  silly !"  There  was  a  wayward  witchery  in 
her  laugh.  "  I  love  a  great  deal  more  of  you  than 
that.  How  you  pare  down  one's  affection!  Do 
leave  love  some  foothold,  Clem." 

"  Grace,  could  you  pass  week  after  week  lying 
beneath  the  pines  listening  to  your  praises  ?" 

"ITo,  I  should  starve." 

"  Then  vou  do  not  love  me,  as  mudi  as  I  love 
you.'* 
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"  Laziness  is  not  love." 

"  It  takes  sharp  eyes  to  distinguish  between 
them." 

How  enchanting  she  looked  behind  the  shield  of 
Love,  the  Denier,  as  the  shadows  deepened  around 
her,  and  the  cloud-helmeted  hills,  the  towering  trees, 
and  the  gleaming  lakes  withdrew  within  the  tent  of 
night!  The  moonbeams  silvered  her  lustrous  hair 
ruffled  by  her  lover's  touch.  Nature's  hidden 
beauty  informed  her  figure  with  a  magic,  imknown 
to  the  flaring  hours  of  day.  Her  every  movement 
flung  from  her  electric  waves,  on  which  the  soul 
floated  in  ecstasy.  Slowly  her  suitor's  prayers  tried 
to  creep  upwards  from  the  lowest  stair  of  love's 
temple.  Her  answers  grew  too  sweet  to  die,  and 
each  thought  begat  another  more  tender.  His  hand 
touched  the  diamond  cross,  that  fastened  the  black 
ribbon  that  barred  her  neck,  and  his  timid  fingers 
wandered  over  the  dark  lace,  whose  meshes  made 
fairer  a  thousand  tiny  islands  in  her  neck  and 
shoulders,  Again  she  withdrew  herself  from  him, 
and  he  gazed  enraptured  at  the  blushing  image  of 
Innocence  parleying  with  treacherous  Love. 

"  Are  you  a  woman,"  he  asked,  "  or  a  picture 
Cupid  is  painting  for  his  own  worship  ?  Could  you 
but  see  the  new  curves,  with  which  he  is  arming 
your  smile  and  the  subtler  fire,  with  which  he  vivi- 
fies your  glances!  I  made  a  mistake,  Grace,"  he 
said  gently,  in  a  truer  tone  than  he  had  before  used, 
''  I  made  a  mistake.  I,  too,  always  dreamed  of  lov- 
ing once  and  forever."  The  tears  came  into  his 
eyes,  and  Grace  for  the  first  time  showed  that  his 
words  touched  her.     She  bent  forward,  gave  him  a 
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dainty  sparrow  kiss  and  touched  the  comers  of  his 
mouth  to  make  him  smile. 

"  What  a  crybaby  you  are,  Clem !  but  I  like  you 
better  so.  You  ought  to  shed  a  few  tears ;  you  have 
made  me  shed  enough.  Your  glances  frighten  me, 
they  are  so  bold."  With  engaging  inconsistency 
she  drew  closer  to  the  object  of  her  fear.  A  sud- 
den burst  of  feeling  flushed  her  face ;  she  let  her 
head  rest  upon  his  shoulder ;  one  hand  crept  around 
his  neck,  the  other  followed  his  own  to  check  its 
fond  encroachments. 

"  Child !"  he  sighed,  "  sheath  your  glances,  lest 
they  drive  away  all  thoughts,  except  those  of  earthly 
beauty."  He  closed  her  eyes  with  a  kiss  and, 
gathering  her  feet  within  the  hollow  of  his  hand, 
made  her  nestle  in  his  embrace.  The  night  drew 
them  more  closely  under  its  veil.  The  se«"pentin8 
roots  of  the  giant  trees,  inspired  with  life,  moved 
around  them  with  an  awesome  charm.  Yet  the 
spirits  of  the  wood  no  longer  set  fond  moments  deep 
within  foreboding  frames,  but  whispered  sweeter 
promises  than  the  immortal  sun-gods  breathe.  The 
waving  branches  and  changing  shadows  embodied 
in  visible  music  the  murmurs  of  lake  and  pine.  The 
soft  accents  of  the  reluctant  Bride  of  the  Shade 
uttered  prophecies  of  unimaginable  bliss.  In  the 
distance  the  songs  of  Canadian  guides  tmited  by 
an  invisible  chord  a  scene  of  fairyland  with  the 
highway  of  human  life. 

"  Grace,"  sighed  Clem,  as  her  lips  refused  to  an- 
swer his  own,  "  the  smiles  of  the  moon  no  longer 
provoke  or  excuse  your  coquetries.  For  whom  is 
Beauty^s  Darkling  hoarding  up  so  many  kisses  ?" 
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^^  Nay/*  she  answered,  ^^  to-monow,  I  will  kiss 
yoUy  perhaps.  But  now  you  fri^ten  me;  you  do 
not  persuade  me  that  you  love  me.  Why  will  you 
not  deceive  me  V^ 

^^  Grace/'  he  answered  testily,  ^^  I  believe  it  will 
be  easier  for  me  to  fall  over  head  and  ears  in  love 
with  you  at  once  and  have  done  with  it,  than  to  try 
and  deceive  you,  and  in  the  end  it  will  amount  to 
the  same  thing.'' 

"  Kemember  your  word." 

^^  You  have  a  fine  business  head,  Grace;  you  have 
the  best  of  this  bargain." 

^^  Clem,"  her  voice  again  softened,  ^^  has  any 
woman  ever  told  you  how  handsome  you  are  ?" 

^^  If  she  has,  I  trust  she  is  mistaken." 

"  Why  ?" 

^^  Because  all  handsome  men  are  fools." 

^^  I  do  not  mind  that  so  much,"  she  answered 
demurely,  "  but  beauty  in  a  man  is  often  a  grave 
moral  defect.  Have  you  tired  of  your  promise  so 
soon  ?" 

"  Grace/'  he  whispered,  as  the  moon  hid  behind  a 
cloud,  "  your  form  and  features  are  indistinct.  I 
no  longer  see  you  with  the  eyes  of  sense.  But  your 
spirit  shines  before  me  ineffably  fair.  An  aureole 
crowns  it.  A  garment  of  immortal  words  woven  by 
love's  fingers  apparels  it.  Dear  heart,  such  as  you 
now  appear  to  me  in  the  Majtide  of  youth  and  joy, 
such  will  my  soul  behold  you  forever,  r^n  enchant- 
ress, a  goddess,  a  woman,  beautiful  beyond  the  touch 
of  chance  or  change,  whom  oblivion  will  crave  in 
vain.  I  love  you,  child,  with  that  enduring  tender- 
ness, which  is  the  heavenly  flower  of  human  pas- 
sion." 
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ness,  which  is  the  heavenly  flower  of  human  pas- 
sion." 

"  I  will  kiss  you,"  she  whispered  coyly,  "  to-mor- 
row, perhaps." 

"  ^^^lat  frightens  you  so  ?" 

"  I  dare  not  tell  you." 

"  Tell  me." 

"  To-day,  I  wish  all  the  pleasure  of  hope,  of  im- 
agination, of  vengeance  to  be  mine." 

'^  Do  you  not  love  me,  Grace  ?" 

"  I  would  die  for  you.  But  are  you  not  wooing 
me  from  pity  ?     I  shall  hate  you,  if  you  are." 

"I  pity  myself  so  much,  that  I  have  none  to 
spare  for  you." 

"  You  have  so  much  inflence  over  me,  Clem,  that 
I  fear  you  can  make  me  do  whatever  you  wish,  to- 
morrow, perhaps!" 

"  Are  you  so  distant  to  punish  me  ?" 

"  You  can  never  guess." 

"  Are  you  afraid,  that  I  shall  love  you  less,  if  you 
are  kind?"  She  was  silent;  then  she  nodded  her 
head. 

"  In  the  market,  Grace,"  Alas!  why  could  he  not 
bridle  his  foolish  tongue  ?  *'  They  have,  what  they 
call  healthy  reactions." 

Grace  sprang  from  his  arms  and  stood  looking  at 
him  indignant  and  bewitching.  "  Clem,  if  you  ever 
love  me,  you  must  love  me  always  more  and  more. 
I  positively  abhor  you,  when  you  say  such  things. 
But  don't  look  so  miserable;  I  can  refuse  you 
nothing,  when  you  wear  such  a  woebegone  expres- 
sion. I  will  do  anything  you  wish,  to-morrow,  may 
be." 
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"  To-morrow  is  eternity,  Grace." 

The  crescent  reappeared  and  shining  between  two 
withered  branches  made  a  white  island  before  their 
feet.  "  Here  is  something,  that  ought  to  please  you, 
Clem.  It  was  written  when  you  first  offered  your- 
self to  me.  I  suppose  you  have  forgotten  all 
about  it."  She  took  a  locket  from  her  neck  and 
gave  it  to  him  to  unclasp.     "  Bead  it" 

He  held  it  up  to  his  eyes  and  began  to  read. 
"  Men  more  often  fall  in  love  the  second  time,  than 
the  first.  A  hundred  locks  do  not  make  Beauty 
such  as  mine  secure  for  a  single  moment." 

"  It  says  nothing  of  the  kind.  It  says,  *  Clem,  I 
love  you  and  I  shall  always  love  you.'  You  shall 
have  one  more  kiss  for  all  your  flattering  fibs  and 
then  I  shall  say  good  night.  You  have  half  per- 
suaded me;  am  I  not  simple?" 

"  Grace,"  said  Clem,  with  a  tone  of  humble 
doubt,  "  will  you  not  obey  me  in  all  things,  as  you 
promised  ?" 

"  I  will  consult  you." 

"  There  is  one  subject,"  he  said  scowling,  "  about 
which  a  wife  rarely  consults  her  husband;  that  is 
in  the  choice  of  her  lovers." 

"  You  can  trust  one,  who  has  never  changed." 

"  Since  when  ?" 

"  Since  I  first  saw  you." 

"  When  was  that  ?" 

"  You  know  well  enough ;  it  was  at  father's  sick 
bed.  Poor  father,  would  that  his  life  were  hap- 
pier !" 

"  Do  you  know  the  name,  which  I  then  gave  you, 
Grace  ?" 
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"  The  Tiger  Lily." 

"  It  was  appropriate ;"  she  glanced  at  the  crimson 
stain  on  her  dress. 

"  'Tis  a  stain  more  precious  to  me  than  the  blood 
of  the  Lamb,"  said  Clem.  "  You  are  now  my  Tiger 
Lily  and  my  Easter  Lily  in  one." 
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